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Hit ts a noble and faire thinge for a man or a 
woman to see and beholde hemself tn the mtrrour 
of aunnent stories, the which hath ben wretin bt 
oure aunsetters for to shewe us good ensaumples 
that thei dede, to leve and to eschewe the evell. 

—KNIGHT OF LA TOUR LANKtY 





BY IMMEMORIAL CONVENTION 


this space is reserved for the maker of the book so that he may tell 
the reader what he intended to do and why he failed to do it. This 
places me in a rather awkward position, for I am unable to take 
advantage of a Black Death, a Pilgrimage to Canterbury, or a Sack 
of Rome. Perhaps it would be best to say frankly that in collectmg, 
translaung and publishing these tales 1 have had no other purpose 
than to share with the Gentle Reader my own interest and pleasure. 
Though I think they are all good stones, and most of them as inter- 
esting now as they were in their own time, it is for him to judge 

But if 1 have no excuses to make, 1 can at least save the Learned 
Friend some trouble and irritation by candidly confessing my various 
crimes. First of all, I have made use of existing translations, some of 
them so well known that the Learned Friend will recognize them 
subconsciously; but I have not always felt obliged to follow them to 
the letter. If, by reference to the original, or even to a different version 
of the story, I could improve the effect for the Gentle Reader, I have 
not hesitated cither to excise or conflate. In some cases, perhaps, an 
author would have a little difficulty in recognizing the work here at- 
tributed to him. For this my only justification was the desire to set 
forth as good a story as I could. Art, like truth, needs many witnesses. 

In a similar manner have I tampered with some of the texts trans- 
lated by myself Occasionally, when it fell to my lot to retell a story in 
English, I have been faithful to the original, as with Boccaccio or 
Machiavelli. At other times I have taken such liberties as seemed to 
me necessary to convey to the Gentle Reader of the tvrentieth century 
the same impression or idea as that received by the Gentle Auditor of 
the eleventh, twelfth or thirteentli. The statement — 


When we shall be — story without tveariness — in our 
house in our singleness we two, there is to us limitless m 
feat something against which we can put our keenness 

IS, of course, just as intelligible to the Learned Friend of today as it 
was to the Irishmen of the tenth century. But I think, and hope, that 
most readers will prefer the interpretanon given in No. 30 , since those 
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who can read these tales in their original languages will probably 
not be reading them here 

As for the Gentle Reader, however, I expect him to read every word 
—if he IS interested in people. In these pages he will find gathered a 
hundred men and women — kings and usurers, heroes and churls, 
learned clerks and lovely ladies. Among them are those who under- 
stand the problems of science and of letters, those who are able to ex- 
pound the law between man and man, and between man and God; 
conquerors of men, conquerors of tune, conquerors of evil, conquerors 
of themselves; here are thinkers and poets, explorers of the heaven? 
and of the seas, and of the dark recesses of ignorance. But there is nc 
hind and no herd, no hewer of wood, and no drawer of water. What 
of them? you ask. They, I reply, are the rich soil out of which the 
good corn springs. Let your cook mvent a new sauce, your forester 
become a carver of wooden images, your ploughman a husbandman 
who can make the waste place flourish, your shepherd a poet, and im- 
mediately he steps out of the void of nonentity into the world of 
reahty. 

But the Learned Friend, against whom no subterfuge is availing 
will discover that I have sometimes put a tale into the mouth of 
someone to whom it does not rightfully belong. In certain instances 
this procedure has been forced upon me, in others it has been adopted 
dehberately for reasons of dramatic expediency 

Finally, I should warn my Learned Friend that he may he shocked 
by certain opinions voiced by well-known historical personages. In 
this matter I admit that I have allowed myself a certain latitude, but 
no more, I think, than might be condoned by the fantastic assumption 
that such and such a person, from some vantage-point on the other 
side of death, had kept watch in the succeeding years over the things 
which interested him while m the world It was my desire to assemble 
m one body, as Diodorus Siculus says, a number of men united by 
spiritual kinship, though separated from each other by Time and 
Space. Naturally, I have not been consistent, fcr it is generally con- 
ceded that a work of imagination is exempt from the laws which 
govern a work of erudition. On the other hanc, poetic license has 
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not been abused: I have not conferred the Order of the Garter upon 
Diomede, nor elevated a skull-spiitting Damsh viking to the digmty 
of the doctor’s chair. 

At the begmning of these remarks I had expected to say very little; 
probably I have already said too much; certainly it is time to stop, for 
nobody ever reads prefaces anyway. 

J. R. R. 

Beaumaris, Anglesey 
May, igj8 
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Vi-«| OOD MORNING, SIR, ’tis a lovely day ” 

A sharp wind with a hint of rain in it was blowing off 
the Rock of Cashel. To the southeast, between a layer of leaden sheep- 
shearings and the purple black of the Commeragh mountains, an edge 
of saffron light betrayed the presence of a discouraged sun. But I 
would not be outdone in courtesy by an Irishman in his own land, 
so I said ; 

“It IS, indeed, God bless you ” 

“God and Mary bless you,” replied Mac Conglinne, for it was none 
other than that famous scholar of abundant knowledge. “Are you 
for the Rock?” 

"I am so,” I answered 

Together we mounted the gende acclivity that leads to the quondam 
chapel and stronghold of Munster’s king and archbishop. There my 
companion kindly related to me many things concerning the history 
of the Rock and its buildings In the time of Core son of Lughaidh 
Its name had been Fairy Ridge or Woody Ridge. Two swineherds, 
Ciolarn and Duirdre, used to pasture their hogs in the woods of 
the ridge. One day they beheld a figure as bright as the sun, which 
blessed the hill and the place m a voice sweeter than any music: 
It was the angel Victorius foretelhng that Patrick should come to 
the Rock. When tidings of this vision reached Core, he at once went 
to Woody Ridge and built a fortress there; and when he had be- 
come king of Munster, it was on this rock that he used to receive 
his royal rent. Thereafter the place was called Cashel from the emseal, 
or enclosing rampart of Core’s fort. 

He told me, too, how Cormac mac Cuilennan had met his death 
in the battle of Ballymoon, how his head had been cut off by some 
over-zealous warrior, and how Flann Sinna, though the enemy of 
Cormac, was horrified at such a deed. 

“And the stone whereon the holy bishop’s head was cut sull stands,” 
said Mac Conglinne, “on the site of the batde, two Irish miles north 
of Carlow.” 

Thereafter he explained to me the sigmHcance of the design on 
the stone coffin of King Cormac mac Carthy The endless chain of 
intertwined serpents and wolf-hoimds, he said, indicated Time pass- 
ing from nowhere to nowhere. 

With this and other talk the morning passed, and it was noon. 1 
invited Mac Conglinne to lunch, for he himself had nothing in his 

3 
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satchel but a couple of black bannocks and a strip of old bacon. We 
made out very well with roast beef and mealies. 

After lunch Mac Conglinne and 1 set off on a first-class road for 
Caber, where the scholar showed me the original foundations of the 
circular stone cathatr whereon the Norman casde was later bmlt. 
Thence we took a second-class road which brought us to Fermoy, 
where Mac Conglinne told me the legend of St Finnchua’s mother. 
The king of Fermoy was pursuing her to kill her, but a cloak of 
darkness miraculously fell between her and the king, and she escaped. 

From Fermoy we took a third-class road, bearing ever south. The 
going was rough, but my compamon seemed not to mind it, iot he 
had on an excellent pair of shoes 

“Those are fine shoes you have there,” I said. 

“They are so,” he replied; “I made them myself. Have you ever 
heard the tale, now, how the fox ate St Ciaran’s shoe-strings?” 

I said that I had not, so he told it to me In return I related to 
him how the camel, a wise person and an excellent legist, had given 
King Noble the benefit of his Icarmng in the law during Renard’s 
trial for seduang the wife of Isengnm 

The Illustrious Scholar thanked me for my tale, and we walked 
on in silence. But neither my feet nor my shoes were as good as Mac 
Conglmne’s, and the road was worse than both, so I asked him if 
he would stop for a few moments’ rest. 

“I will, indeed,” said my companion readily. “And while we case 
our legs and wet our throats, it may cheer your mind if I tell you 
about THE CARLE OF THE DRAB COAT . . 

It was a day of gathering and of eonference appiointed by Fmn 
son of Cumall son of Art son of Trenmor grandwn of Baeiscne, 
with the seven battalions of the reserve and seven of the regular 
Fianna, at the Hill of Edar son of Edgaeth; and as they threw an 
eye over the sea and great main they saw a roomy and a gallant 
ship that upon the waters bore right down for them, from the east- 
ward and under a press of sail. She was fitted out as though for 
war and contention; and they had not long to wait before they marked 
a tall, bellicose, impetuously valiant o^aech rise by means of his 
javelins’ staves, or of his spears’ shafts, and so attain both his soles’ 
width of the white-sanded beach. A polished and most comely lorica 
he had on; an armature that was sohd and infrangible surrounded 
him; his handsome red shield surmounted his shoulder, and on his 
head was a hard helmet; at his left side a sword, wide-grooved, 
straight m the blade; in his two fists he held a pair of thick-shafted 
spears, unburmshed but sharp, a becoming mantle of scarlet hung 
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on his shoulders, with a brooch of the burnt gold on his broad 
chest. 

Thus equipped, then, and in this fashion, he came into the pres* 
ence of Finn and of the Fianna; and Finn spoke to him, saying: “Of 
the whole world’s bloods, noble or ignoble, who art thou, warrior; 
or out of which airt of the four art come to us?” “Gael an larainn 
IS my name, the king of Thessaly’s son; and in all that time which 
I have perambulated the globe, I have not left either isle or island 
but I have brought under tribute of my sword and under my own 
hand. What now I desire therefore is to carry off the umversal tribute 
and capital power of Ireland.” 

Conan said “We have never seen such laech nor heard of warrior 
but a man to turn him would be found m Ireland.” 

“Conan,” answered Cael, “in thme utterance find I naught else than 
that of a fool or gaby; for were all they who during these seven 
years past are dead of the Fianna added now to those who yet live 
of them, I would in one single day treat them all to the grievousness 
of death and of life curtailed But I will do a thing which ye will 
esteem a condition easier than that; If among the whole of you ye 
find one only laech who in running, or in single fight, or in wresthng 
shall get the better of me, no more worry or trouble will I inflict 
on you, but will get me gone back to my own land again.” 

“Why, now,” said Finn, “the runner whom we have, Caeilte mac 
Ronan to wit, he at this moment is not at home; and were he here 
he would have a run with thee; but if, warrior, thou be a one who 
will tarry with the Fianna, and with them make friendship and ob- 
serve the same while I go to Tara of the Kings to fetch Caeilte — 
whom if I find not there I shall to a certainty get in Keshcorann of 
the Fianna — then do so ” 

“So be It done,” Cael assented. 

Then Finn started on the road and he had not gone far when 
he happened on an intricate gloomy wood, the diameter of which 
a deeply scooped out hollow way traversed throughout. Into this 
forest he had not penetrated any distance before he met a diabolical- 
looking being of evil aspect, an irrational wild monster of a yellow- 
complexioned thick-boned giant having on him a long drab coat 
down to the calves of his two legs, either of which under him as 
they carried the great fellow’s ill-assorted body was hke the mast 
of some ship of largest rate; like the side of a wide-wombed boat 
was each brogue of the two that garmshed his knobbed feet armed 
with curved nails; the drab coat that invested him had to it a pewter 
platter’s width of a skirt trimming consisting in a yellow stucco of 
mud, and this at every step that he took would flap against the calf of 
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one leg so as to knock out of it a report that could be heard half 
a mile of country away; while every time that he lifted his foot there 
used half a barrd of mire to squirt upwards to his buttocks and even 
over his entire yellow-tinted person. 

Finn fell to consider the great man for a length of time, for never 
before had he seen his like, and walked still on his way till the 
other spoke, saying; “What is this course of trudging or wandering 
that IS befallen thee to make, Finn son of Cumall, all alone and soli- 
tary without a man of Ireland’s Fianna by thee?” 

“Such,” replied Finn, “is the measure of my perplexity and trouble 
that I cannot frame to tell thee that, nor, though I could, would it 
do me any good whatsoever.” 

“Unless to me thou do explain the matter, thou wilt for ever suffer 
the damage and detriment of thy reticence.” 

“Well, then,” Finn began, “if I must tell it thee, know it to be the 
king of Thessaly’s son, Gael an larainn, who yesterday at noon came 
in at Ben-£dar looking to acquire for himself the rent and rule of 
all Ireland unless only that some one laech I may find who in run- 
ning, in single combat or at wrestling shall overcome him.” 

"And what would ye do?” the big one inquired, “for I know him 
well, and there is not a single thing asserted by him but he is able 
to fulfil; upon the Fianna universally he would inflict slaughter of 
men and virile oglaechs.” 

Finn went on “1 would proceed to Tara of the Kings to fetch 
Caeilte, whom if I find not there I shall undoubtedly get in Kesh- 
corann of the Fianna, in order that of yon warrior he may win a 
running match” 

“Verily, then,” said the big fellow, “thou art but a kingdomless 
man if Caeilte son of Ronan be thy grand resource with which to 
scare away the other.” 

“Then indeed I know not what I shall do,” said Finn 

“But I do,” quoth the great man. “Wouldst thou but put up with 
me, of that hero I would upon my oath win a running wager.” 

Finn rejoined “I esteem that in carrying thy coat and huge brogues 
for a single half-mile of country thou hast thine utmost endeavour 
to perform, and not to embark in a running bet with that laech." 

“By all that’s positive, unless I win it of him, not a man of all 
Ireland will bring it off” 

“So be it done,” consented Firin. “But what is thy name?” And 
he made answer. 

“My name is Bodach an Chota Lachtna, the Carle of the Drab 
Coat.” 

Then Finn and the carle returned back again, nor concerning their 
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travel and wayfaring is anything told us until they reached Ben-Edar. 
There Ireland’s Fianna in their numbers gathered about the big 
man, for never before had they seen his like. Gael an larainn, too, 
came upon the ground and inquired whether Finn had brought a 
man to run with him. Finn answered that he had, and exhibited his 
man. But when Gael had seen the carle he objected to all etermty 
that he would not run with any such greasy bodach. 

At this hearing the latter emitted a coarse burst of horse-laughter, 
saying: “In respect of me thou art deceived, warrior. Acquaint me, 
therefore, with the length of course that thou wouldst run, the which 
if I run not with thee, and more too, if such be thy pleasure, thme 
It shall be to take the stakes.” 

“I care not,” rejoined Gael, “to have in front of me a course of less 
than three score miles” 

“ ’Tis well as it happens,” said the carle; “three score miles exactly 
they are from Ben-Edar to Slievc Luachra of Munster.” 

“So be it done,” Gael assented. 

“Well, then,” suggested the bodach, “the right thing for us to do 
IS to proceed westwards to Slieve Luachra to begin with, and there 
to put up tonight, so that tomorrow we may be ready for our start 
and our walk.” 

Those two good laechs, Gael an larainn, namely, and the Garle 
of the Drab Goat, set out accordingly, and of their journey there 
IS not any record untd, as the sun went under, they reached Sheve 
Luachra of Munster 

“Gael,” said the other then, “it behoves us to knock up some kind 
of dwelling, whether house or hut, to have over our heads.” 

But Gael retorted* “By all that’s certain, I never will set about 
building a house on Slieve Luachra for the sake of passing one night 
there, considering that I have no desire at ail ever during the whole 
course of my life to return thither.” 

“So be It,” quoth the bodach, “but if I can manage to put up the 
hke, ’us far enough away outside of it will be any who shall not 
have given his help to make it.” 

The carle entered then into the nearest darkling and intricate wood, 
where he never stayed nor rested till he had tied up four and twenty 
couples of gross Umber; and these, along with their complement of 
rafters from the same wood, and of fresh rushes of the mountain, he 
brought in that one load, and so erected a house long and wide, 
all thatched and warm. Of the forest’s sticks both green and dry 
he on that lodging’s floor made up a vast bonfire, and a second time 
addressed Gael: 



8 MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

“If thou be a man to come with me and in these woods sedc some 
game or other . . 

“I understand nothing about it,” answered Gael; “and if I did, 'tis 
not to second the like of thee I would go.” 

Again the bodach sought the nearest wood’s recesses, into which 
he was not permeated far when he roused a drove of wild swine. 
The stoutest boar that he saw he cut off from the rest and, along 
every track, through every covert, followed until by strenuousness 
of running and of painful effort he vanquished and struck him to 
the earth. Neady and expeditiously he made him ready, and before 
that same great £re put him down to roast, with a turnmg contrivance 
to the spits that should keep them going of themselves. Then the 
carle started nor ever halted before he attained to the baron of Inchi- 
qum’s house — ^which was a score and ten miles from Slieve Luachra 
— and brought away two barrels of wine, two pewter dishes, all as 
much bread as there was ready in the ‘house, a table and a chair, 
the whole of which he earned in the one load, and so regained 
Slieve Luachra Here he found his meat roasted before him Half 
of the boar, a moiety of the bread and a barrel of wine he set aside 
to provide for the morning. The other half of each he served to 
himself upon the table, and comfortably, luxuriously, sat down. He 
ate his full quantum of meat, after which he ingurgitated into bis 
person a barrel of wine Upon the door of the caravanserai he shook 
out a copious layer of rushes, and was wrapped in sleep and lasting 
slumber until on the morrow’s day both the all-bnlliant sun rose, 
and Gael an larainn — who durmg the night had been on the moun- 
tain’s side without meat or drink — came and roused him from his 
snooze, saying 

“Rise, bodach, it is now time for us to set about our journey and 
our wayfaring” 

With that the carle woke up, rubbed his eyes with his palms, and 
said: “There is an hour’s time of my sleep that I have not worked 
out yet, but since thou art in a hurry, I yield thee my consent that 
thou be off, and undoubtedly I will be after thee.” 

Accordingly Gael went ahead upon the way, not without great mis- 
giving by reason of the small account which he saw the bodach 
make of him. When now the latter had slept his stmt he rose to 
a sitting posture, washed his face and hands, served himself up 
meat on the table; then at his perfect ease sat down to it, ate up 
the remaining half of boar and bread, and finally swigged off the 
second barrel of wine. At this point the carle got up, in his drab 
coat’s skirt he carefully stowed away the pig’s bones, and away with 
him at the speed of a swallow or of a roe, or as it had been a blast 
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of the searing March wind careering over the summit of some hill 
or rugged-headed rock, untd he overhauled Gael an larainn and across 
the way in front of him pitched the porker’s bones, saying: 

“Try, Gael, whether upon those bones thou maycst find any little 
pick at all, for sure it is that after passing last night m fasting con- 
dition on Slieve Luachra thou art full of hunger.” 

“Thou shouldst be hanged, carle,” he answered, “ere I would go 
look for meat upon the bones vdiich with thy glutton^usks thou 
hast gnawed I” 

“Well, then,” said the bodach, “it were none too much for thee 
to put on a gait of going better than thou hast done as yet.” Then 
he pushed on as though he were turned to be a madman, and in 
that one heat went thirty miles. Then he fell to eating of blackberries 
from the brambles that were on either side of the way till such time 
as Gael came up to him and said: 

“Bodach, thirty miles back from here is the spot in which I saw 
one skirt of thy drab coat twisted round the neck of a bush, and the 
second tangled in another bush ten miles behind that again.” 

“Is It the skirts of my coat^” asked the carle, looking himself all 
down. 

“ ’Tis they, just,” Gael said. 

“In that case,” replied the bodach, “that which it were the right 
thing for thee to do would be to delay here eating of blackberries, 
in order for me to return and bring back the skirts of my coat." 

“It IS very certain that I will do no such thing,” answered Gael. 

“So be It,” said the bodach. 

Gael went his road, while the carle returned till he found the 
skirts of his coat as the other had said He sat down, pulled out 
his needle and thread, and so stitched them on in their own place 
again This done, he retraced his steps, and Gael was not gone far 
when the carle caught up with him and said: 

“Gael, thou must put on a gait of going better than thou hast 
yet done if, as thou hast already expressed, thou wouldst carry off 
all Ireland’s tribute, for I will do no more turning back now ” 

Then with the speed of a swallow or of a roe, or as it had been 
a blast of the searing March wind the bodach set off as though con- 
verted into a madman, and such the impetuous rush of pedestrianism 
which carried him along that soon he surmounted the crown of a 
certain hill within five miles of Ben-Edar, where he devoted himself 
to eating of blackberries from the brambles till he had made of him- 
self a juice-filled sack. He then put off his drab coat, again produced 
his needle and thread, and sewed up the garment so as to make 
of it a long and wide bag, very deep. This he stuffed to the muzzle 
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with blackberries, and on his skin rubbed a quantity of the same 
so that he was as black as any smith’s coal; said load he hoisted upon 
his shoulder and, stoutly, nimble-footedly set out, making for Ben- 
Edar. 

The position of Finn and of the general Fianna was that they were 
filled with great apprehension of Gael an larainn’s being in front, for 
without knowing in the world who he was they bad pitched all their 
hope in the carle Now abroad on a tulach's top Finn had a certain 
emissary to spy which of the two who raced held the lead, and he, 
as soon as he caught sight of the carle, went in and told Finn that 
Gael came along in the road, and the bodach dead upon his shoulder. 
“A suit of arms and of armour,” cried Finn, “to him who shall 
bring us tidings better than these I” And a second messenger, when 
he was gone out, recognized it to be the bodach who was there. 
Around him the Fianna of all Ireland flocked together joyously, and 
sought news 

“I have good news for you,” said the carle; “but for the magnitude 
of my hunger it is not possible for me to publish it before I eat 
my sufficiency of parched corn-meal and blackberries mixed; my share 
of these 1 have brought with me, and let you now provide me my 
fill of such meal." 

On Ben-Edar now a great cloth was opened out on which to serve 
the carle, with a heap of meal m its very centre. In among the meal 
he shot his sack of blackberries and with a will turned to at eating 
them. 

But soon they saw Gael along the road, with his hand at his 
sword’s hilt, his two eyes blazing red in his head, and he ready to 
charge in among the Fianna to hew them and to bone-split. When 
the bodach saw him in this array, he picked up his great paw's fill 
of the meal and blackberries, and upon Gael discharged the mess to 
such purpose that he banished his head to the distance of a fair 
scope of ground from his body; then, where the head was, thither 
he ran, and with it a second time let fly at the trunk of the body in 
such a way that he fastened it on as solid as ever it had been The 
manner of him now, however, was with his face to his back, his 
poll upon his chest Thereupon the bodach ran at him, dashed his 
whole carcass violently to earth, lashed him up hard and fast and 
inextricably, and said. 

“Gael, was it not a mistaken thing for thee to say that on this 
occasion the chief rent and sovereign power of Ireland, though there 
were none but thyself alone to strive for it, would be suffered to go 
with thee? Nevertheless, none shall ever have it to say to Ireland’s 
Fianna that to a sohtary warrior, he having none but himself to 
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take his part, they would administer grievousness of death and of 
short life. If, therefore, thou be one to swear by sun and moon in 
guarantee of thy transmitting the rent of Thessaly yearly during thy 
life long to Finn and the Fianna, thou shalt have thy life in the 
guise which thou now wcarest.” 

By sun and moon Gael swore yearly to fulfil that all his hfe. 

Then the bodach takes him by the tips of his fingers, leads him 
to his ship and puts him in sitting posture into her To the vessel’s 
after part he gave a kick, and with that same sent her seven leagues 
out to sea. 

There you have the fashion in which the expedition of the king 
of Thessaly’s son, Gael an larainn, turned out with him to be dis- 
missed home under the conditions of a fool or a simpleton, without 
power ever again so long as he should live to strike a blow in battle 
or in tough single encounter 

The bodach came back to Finn and the Fianna and told them that he 
was the fairy chief of Rath Gruachan who had come to loose them out 
of the fetters in which they had been For the fairy chief Finn then 
made a feast and a banquet of a year and a day. 

And thus, shortemng the way with tales and stories, we walked 
through Watergrass Hill without noticing it, topped the rise beyond 
Blackpool, and descended Enally to the River Lee — 

The pleasant Lee that like an island fayre 
Encloseth Gork in his divided flood 

“There should be a guest-house hereabouts,” said Mac Gonglinne, 
“and time it is that we found it, for the sun has this long while 
gone west over the sea ” 

Therewith he turned west himself till, about a mile and a quarter 
farther on we came upon the monastery. The door of the guest- 
house was open, and we went in The wind had come in, too, and 
had blown all manner of litter over and under the beds, benches 
and other furniture Blankets there were, to be sure, but if they had 
not been shaken in the morning, nor sunned during the day, neither 
had they been folded at night, anti they were alive with lice and fleas. 
A bath-tub there was, indeed, with the water of the night before 
standing in it No one was there to wash our feet, so Mac Gonglinne 
took off his shoes and himself washed his feet in the bath-tub, and 
afterwards rinsed his shoes therein, then he offered to wash my feet 
and would not take “no” for an answer. 

Somewhat refreshed by these ablutions we now courageously sur- 
rendered ourselves to the blankets. But truly, as numerous as the 
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stars of heaven or the leaves of autumn were the lice and fleas suck- 
ing at our legs! And no one came to sec how we fared. 

“Mushal” cried Mac Congltnne, “it is in Connaught I should have 
stayed to claim the hospitality of Guaire Aidne Mac Colman rather 
than be detained thus without food, without drink and without wash- 
ing after every man in Cork has gone to bed My curse and Patrick’s 
on these currish, inhospitable monks of CorkI” 

Then, since he could not sleep, he brought out his psalter and 
began to sing his psalms. 

“Should we not go to Kildare?” asked a voice from a dark cor- 
ner. 

“And who is that, now?” asked my friend. 

“Jehan is my name, Master of Arts, et qutbusdam dus. I have come 
here searching for material wherewith to make a book about Lance- 
lot and Gawam. Thank God my researches are finished, for during 
the past SIX months I have enjoyed no better hospitality than you 
experience tonight. And I have heard that at Kildare is all manner of 
ease — ^that devilled larks fly right into your mouth, and roast pigs 
roam about the streets with a knife stuck in their hams ready for 
you to cut a slice” 

“Let us go to Kildare,” said 1. 

“We will wait a bit,” said Mac Conghnne. “It is an early rising 
when a man cannot see his five fingers against the sky ” 

By the time we reached Grey Abbey at Kildare the sun was high, 
but there was little virtue in it. We found Cucuimne in the very middle 
of the cloister, where the sun shone most fairly, composing a pioem on 
book-skin. Several other scribes had followed his example in bringing 
their parchment and colours down from the scriptorium. 

“O Cucuimne,” said Mac Conghnne, 

“Cucuimne read knowledge half through; 

The other half he abandoned for hags.” 

“Well for him,” replied Cucuimne, 

“When It chanced that he became wise, 

He abandoned hags. 

And reads again while he lives. 

It IS a lovely day,” he added, and Mac Conghnne said that it was so. 

“What do you want here?” asked the scribe. 

“We have come to dinner,” rephed the scholar. 

“It IS a long time till sext,” answered Cucuimne, and went on with 
his work. 
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So Mac Conglinne and Master Jehan loitered about the plac^ peer- 
mg over the shoulders of the various scribes Soon they were ]omd by 
Jehan Madot, late of Arras. And as they wandered and watched and 
hstcncd they learned how books are made in Ireland. 

Murchad Ruibach: 'Tis a devihsh chill there is in the scriptorium 
today. 

Catrbre Corrach And bad candles too. 

Torna Og And worse materials O Mary, aid the ink I 

Maelmutre A curse on this pen! 

Domrudl 0 Dutnntn And on this defective vellum! Owing to the 
badness of the ink and the extreme badness of the vellum, I can write 
scarcely a letter today 

Ctthruad Mac Ftndgaill Faith, what can one do without chalk, 
without pumice and with bad implements ^ 

Murchad Rtabach May Mary and Patrick help my hand! 

Rugratde Butde My curse and God’s into the bargain I bestow on 
the woman who muddled together all that I possess of ink, of colours 
and of books! 

Ctthruad' There’s an end to that, and my seven curses go with it! 

Cucutmne: Alas, O hand! How much white vellum hast thou writ- 
ten! Thou wilt make famous the vellum, while thou thyself wilt be the 
bare top of a faggot of bones. 

Gtotta Padratc Sad is the place where I am today, not knowing 
how I may bear it. The phlegm 1 $ upon me like a mighty river, and 
my breathing is weak. God help my difficulty! 

“Bah!” exclaimed Jehan Madot. “You at least have warm clothing, 
whether by night or day Now when I was transcribing the Roman 
de Trote at Arras, I had a much more disagreeable time. And would 
you know why ^ One night I went out to the tavern for a little relaxa- 
tion and refreshment There I met some jolly minstrels and jongleurs 
who were throwing dice, and who very courteously invited me to 
join them. Fool that I was, with fingers stiff from copying, it wasn’t 
long before I lost both coat and surcoat The next morning I was 
in no circumstances to enjoy the spring weather, you may be sure. 
Has any of you ever experienced a Flemish — or perhaps I should 
say an Artesian — ^fog ? The roman had to be finished before Pentecost. 
There was additional reason now for hurrying the work, for my 
lord hadn’t paid me a suver on it. Moreover, a man-at-arms, with 
a pike which he seemed to know how to handle, was at my back 
all the time And there was I, without coat or surcoat, beside a 
northeast window for two whole weeks! I have taken good care of 
my clothes ever since.” 

“It served you right,” observed John of Salisbury. “Not only is 
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dicing the mother of lies and perjury, the father of swearing and 
strife, the preceptor of homicide, and a waster of goods and substance 
— It is a childish and undignified pasumc'” 

“Reverend sir,” said Beryn, “I agree with you heartily. But, like 
Jehan Madot, I had first to learn a bitter lesson” 

“Let us hear,” said Madot. 

“Adam Scrivener has written it out,” answered Beryn. “Let him 
tell It, for I am ashamed.” 

“As you wish," said Adam. 

While Sir Thomas Elyot, Matteo Bandello, John of Salisbury, John 
Capgrave and others found seats on the flight of steps leading to 
the nave of the church, Adam took his stand before the armarium 
near by in the east wall and proceeded to tell 


I. HOW BERYN WAS RUINED BY DICE-PLAY 

Adam Scrivener 

In the time of the emperor Augustine there lived in the suburbs of 
Rome a senator by the name of Faunus, a worthy man, of high lineage 
and very rich. He married a lady named Agea, his equal in rank and 
breeding, and who was wise and beautiful to boot. 

For fifteen years Faunus and Agea lived together without having a 
child, in spite of their prayers, fasting and almsdeed. Finally God heard 
their prayer and Agea bore a son, whom they named Beryn Faunus 
was overjoyed and took extreme care in the rearing of the boy, hardly 
letting him out of his sight, as is the way with fathers to whom chil- 
dren are born late in life But Beryn’s overmuch cherishing turned out 
ill for him in the end. Whatever he cried for was immediately given 
him, for no man said him nay It would have been much better to have 
devoted some time to teaching him good manners 

As Beryn grew older he played with other children of the household; 
but if he did not like the play, he would break the other boy’s head, 
or even hurt him nearly to death with a knife Then too, there was no 
knight or squire in his father’s household at whom he would not rage 
spitefully if the man did any little thing which displeased him. 

Now Faunus and Agea were nght well pleased by these actions of 
their son, for it seemed to them that such manners betokened a sturdy 
spirit; but there were those who thought they did not act wisely in 
failing to correct him. Though many a poor man was sadly vexed and 
injured by Beryn’s behaviour, none dared lodge a complaint, for 
Faunus was very powerful. 

In this wise, as Beryn grew up, he retained all his old bad habits and 
acquired some new ones Above all things . . . 



HOW BERYN WAS RUINED BY DICE-PLAY I5 

“Alas!” interrupted Sir Thomas Elyot, “when will we realize that 
the children of today are the men of tomorrow, in whose hands lies 
not only their own fate, but that of their children and their fathers? 
If evil custom and the pestiferous dew of vice are allowed to infect 
the hearts and brains of small children, the fruit will grow wild, and 
by Its mortal poison destroy the realm. If you would save the nation, 
you must begin with the child. Everyday do we hear and see, to our 
great heaviness, children swearing great oaths and speaking lascivious 
and unclean words by the example of those whom they hear, and in- 
dulging in fits of savage petulance and tempier unrestrained by nurse 
or parent. And if in tbe beginning ignorant parents of such children 
rejoice at what they are pleased to call evidences of alertness and 
sturdiness, in the end they shall smart with torment for their neg- 
lect” 

“Sir Thomas,” agreed Robert Mannyng of Brunne, “what you say 
IS indeed true Clerks tell us that when the child swore, Diogenes 
struck the father. The sin of the vicious child is great, but that of 
his neglectful and indulgent parents is greater They shall have punish- 
ment, as you say, nor wait for the next world for it either." 

“How different from yours, O Bcryn, was the childhood education 
of Cuchulain, of Finn, or even of Ossian here,” said Cormac of Cashel. 
“Their boyish sport and play trained them in manliness and virtue. 
There was no soil available m the Irish state for human weeds.” 

“Even in my day,” put in Jean Froissart, “there were not wanting 
examples of well-trained youth. Consider the boyhood exercises of 
Bertrand du Guesclin He was somewhat violent, it is true, but it was 
that exuberance of spirit which, under discipline, finally made him 
Constable of France.” 

“Obviously,” said Beryn, “I was born in a decadent period. But 
to prove to you that I was not rotten to the core, I will ask Adam 
to continue with his story. The eating of a mouse includes its tail.” 

“Well,” said Adam . . 

Beryn loved dicing and hazardry and other games of chance, even 
though he always lost. He spent his nights in dicc-play, and many 
a time he came home quite naked, having staked and lost his clothes. 
But he cared little for this, for he knew that his mother would give 
him new clothes. 

In this manner Beryn lived till his eighteenth year, and durmg this 
period his father was obliged to settle many serious complaints against 
him. And this was just, for it was his father’s fault that he was so 
wild. A thing that is learned in youth is hard to put away, and true 
is the proverb which says that you can’t teach a trotting horse to 
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amble. But a man who reckons without Fortune is a fool, and now, 
right at high noon. Fortune turned a spoke backwards for Beryn. 

It happened that Agea fell sick, and before dying she wished to 
convey her last wishes to Faunus. She besought him, for the sake of 
Beryn, never to marry again, saying that if the situation were re- 
versed, nothing could induce her to take another husband. Faunus, 
who grieved exceedingly at the passing of his wife, readily promised 
not to give Beryn a stepmother The priest performed his offices 
and her relatives bade her farewell. Agea looked about to kiss Beryn; 
but he was out of the house playing at hazard, as was his wont, for 
as soon as he had gulped down a meal, out he would run. When 
Agea missed him, her heart burst for grief. 

A little earlier a maidservant had been sent to town where Beryn 
was playing. It happened that he had staked his gown, and as the 
maid came in, he was swearing like mad, as is proper to that game, 
for he was on the point of losing it The maid said 

“Sir, you must come home. Your mother is dying, and you will 
have to hurry if you want to speak to her alive ” 

“Ha' you scurvy wench'” said Beryn, “who bade you give me such 
a message?” 

“Your father,” said she. 

“Go home, ugly mug,” he replied, “and a curse go with you. May 
the devil of hell tear you to pieces' Have you nothing else to do but 
interfere with my game? By God in heaven, by Peter and by James, 
were you not my father’s messenger, you should never eat bread 
again I I would rather you and my mother also were dead than that 
1 should lose this game.” 

Therewith he gave the maid a clout under the ear so that the 
blood gushed out, and returned to his game. He made his cast and 
lost his stake At this he was so enraged that he stood up and batted 
the winner on the crown, and would have struck others if they had 
not slipped away His gaming companions had no lust to fight with 
him, but only to win his goods. 

Many folk mourned Agea’s death, but not Beryn He sought out 
another fellowship and played with them, returning home late at 
night as usual. 

Faunus made a splendid funeral for his wife, and during four 
weeks she lay in lead in the house. But in all that time Beryn 
came not where she lay, nor repeated a single paternoster for her 
soul. His father could do nothing with him, for he had passed the 
age of correction It is truly said that a man who has passed youth 
and remains without lore is like a rootless tree, or one that will 
neither bend nor bear fruit. So Faunus was no longer able to control 
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Beryn. The boy slept at home; then, dining unwashed, would rush 
off to his companions to play. This, except fighting, was his sole 
occupation. 

So Agea was buried, and Faunus lived a widower for three years. 
Finally it came to the ears of the emperor that Faunus was wifeless 
and seldom jocund, and that he hved like a hermit, sorrowing for 
Agea. This displeased the emperor, and he took counsel with the 
senators and the Seven Sages about the case. Their opinion was that 
the only remedy for vexation was consolation. So the emperor de- 
termined that since Faunus was grieving for the loss of a wife, he 
should be consoled by the abundant gentleness of some lady of 
pulchritude. Now before the emperor had married he had had a 
mistress who outshone all other women in fairness and beauty. Her 
name was Rame, and her he bestowed upon Faunus as his new wife. 
The Seven Sages were right, for Faunus soon became so besotted on 
Rame that he was never out of her presence, and spent his time 
gazing at her resplendent beauty. Thus Agea was forgotten. 

Now Rame saw well how Faunus doted on her, and, such is the 
nature of women, the more he sought to please her, the more distant 
she bore herself, and sulked. And, still working against nature, it was 
her purpose to arouse strife between Faunus and his son 

In the meantime Beryn continued in his old habits, and Rame 
made him good cheer — as no woman might more — ^providing him 
with gold and clothing to replace his losses And though she spoke 
him fair, she would much rather have eaten his heart without salt 
or bread. 

One night when Faunus and his new wife were abed he took her 
in his arms and caressed her, as one should to one’s mate, and he 
said “My earthly joy, my heart’s desire, my weal, my paradise, my 
life’s sustenance, why are you not merry? Why are you so dull? 
Come now, my love, my own heart, if anything grieves you I will 
mend it, if it be in my power ’’ 

With a heavy sigh Rame untied the bag of treachery and complained 
that when she had married him her wheel had gone amiss, but that she 
would bear it as well as she could. She blubbered and sighed and 
wrung her hands, and always the refrain was- “Alas that I married 
you!” Thus with bitter words she struck through Faunus’ heart, and 
his skull too. The sum of her complaint was that she might have a 
child, and that any child would be better dead than grow up to 
be like Beryn In the last month she had given him fifteen new suits; 
he would waste half their property if he went on thus. 

Faunus said he would call Beryn to account. The next morning 
when Beryn asked for some new clothes his father exhorted him to 
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give up his evil ways and choose good men for his companions, 
for from now on Beryn would have to stand on his own feet If he 
would reform, he should have his patrimony; otherwise he should 
have nothing. 

At these words Beryn scowled “Is this a sermon or a lecture?” 
asked he. “You are certainly acting out of your r61e. Send for some 
new clothes, for my friends are waiting for me and I'm in a hurry 
to be off. I will give up neither my dicing nor my friends. Enjoy 
your property as you please while you are alive, when it falls to 
me, I’ll do with it as I please. I say, now, who put you up to this? 
I swear it must have been Rame, the false whorel You dote on her, 
don’t you? At least that is what everyone says. Alas, that ever a 
man high in counsel should temper his wisdom according to his 
wife’s tales! You love her so much you have lost your wit. Curse 
the day you married her! Most stepmothers are shrews and fickle 
flap-tails, and she is no exception If I lose at dice, you have lost more 
— your good name, people’s respect and your sense of decency.” 

When Beryn had finished Faunus gave the chair a kick and dashed 
out of the room, swearing that Beryn should repent of what he had 
said. The youth paid no attention, but hunted about for a new shirt 
But this time he found none, so he put on such rags as came to his 
hand. Then he took a look at himself to sec what manner of man he 
was. And if he was wroth, he had good reason, for his belly was 
bare and his buttocks too. In a rage he started after his father. 

“Look at my clothes!” he shouted, “and don’t laugh, for my shame 
IS yours also.” 

Faunus let him clatter and went out without a word. At this 
Beryn began to think it was not all a joke — what his father had said. 
“Alas!” he cried, “now I know well that my mother is indeed dead.” 

Master Beryn will now have a chance to learn something of the 
world, for true it is that a man is never beaten so sore as with his 
own staff. He went to his mother’s grave and wept so that he fell 
into a swoon. When he came to himself he stamped and tore his 
hair, scratched his face like a madman, and cursed the times he had 
been unkind to his mother. He asked God to pardon him. 

But let us return to Rame When she saw how matters had turned 
out she thought she would be blamed, and she said to Faunus “Sir, 
what have you done? Though I spoke a merry word in jest, it was 
not my intention that you should send your son to town in rags. 
What will people say? Certainly they will say that I, his stepmother, 
am the cause of all this anger and wrath and gall that is between you 
and your son. Wherefore, I pray you, bring him home again.” 

“Now by my troth,” answered Faunus, “he shall not come yet, so 
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far as I am concerned. Since he recks so litde of my words, as little 
shall I alter his estate. Who cares if he goes naked ^ His dicing will 
be blamed, not you.” 

But Rame pressed him, and at last Faunus consented to take his 
son back. “But,” said he, “it is only for your sake; for all of me, grass 
should grow on the pavement first.” 

Vainly did Faunus seek Bcryn in all his old haunts. Finally he 
found him weeping at his mother’s tomb and they were reconciled. 
Faunus said he would get the emperor to knight him. 

“Gramercy,” said Beryn, “but I will not have it so. You love your 
wife tenderly; if you have children, she will seek to make them your 
heirs, and if you spend your goods on me, she will whet her tusks 
and smite you with her tongue, and glower continually under her 
hood. Thus she would shorten your life, and I do not desire that. 
Whercfor, to please everybody, I have determined to relinquish my 
inheritance and become a merchant If you want to do something for 
me, do this Fit me out with five ships of merchandise and let me 

go” 

Faunus objected that that was a hazardous undertaking, and he 
might not only lose his goods, but his life also. But Beryn was 
obdurate, so father and son rode home together When Faunus told 
Rame how matters stood, she made him much better cheer than 
heretofore- she coddled and petted him, threw her arms about his 
neck and made herself small and meek. 

Finally the business was settled Faunus provided his son with 
goods and ships. Beryn on his part signed a release on his inheritance 
in the emperor’s presence, and the bond was placed in the hands 
of a third party till the ships were ready Rame danced for joy, for 
now she had gained the thing she wanted most in life. 

Beryn intended to sail for Alexandria, if he might So, on a day 
when the wind was good he hoisted sail. For three days and three 
nights they had calm weather, but after that there arose such a mist 
that no man could see his fellow, and he who had his mother’s blessing 
thought himself fortunate For three days the darkness hung upon 
them so that no ship could sight another; master and crew were in 
despair. 

On the fourth day the weather began to clear, but such a wind 
arose that all the ships were blown clean off their course, and separated 
one from the other. Beryn and all his men now began to shrive them- 
selves, each man to his mate, while thunder and lightning, wind and 
rain raged all mght long. Who was sorry now but Beryn that he had 
not given up this venture as his father had advised^ 
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“In the opinion of some,” said Sir Thomas Elyot, “it was Luafer 
who invented dicc-playing. However that may be, true it is that 
hazardry constitutes a veritable devil’s treasury. And verily, the name 
of this treasury, whereof the door is left wide open to dice-playcrs, 
IS Idleness. And if in approaching it men happen to bring with them 
learning, virtuous business, liberahty, patience, charity, temperance, 
good diet or shamefastness, they must leave them without the gates, 
for Evil Custom, who is the porter, will not allow them to enter.” 

“With those observations. Sir Thomas, I thoroughly agree,” said 
Bandello. “To me it seems that the rascalities and foul deeds whereof 
we are daily witnesses arise largely from games of hazard, though it is 
a question whether the greatest evils are caused by dice or cards Now 
whereas there arc a thousand examples of the way in which Fortune 
displays her malice through games of chance, it was dice-playmg that 
was at the root of the circumstances of a strange, pitiful and cruel case 
which happened not long since in Venice.” 

2. THE SAD END OF PETER THE DICER 

Matteo Bandello 

In the said city of Venice there hved not long ago a certain Peter, 
youngest son of that doctor-apothecary whose device is a golden apple. 
From his earhest childhood Peter had practised hazarc^/, and as he 
grew older the inordinate appetite for play so increased that he dedi- 
cated himself to it entirely, abandomng everything else; never was he 
without three dice in his hand 

Thus things went so that while he was still a boy he got into a 
quarrel about his point with a fellow dice-player, and stabbed him in 
die breast so that he died. Peter fled, and being summoned by the law, 
and failing to appear, he was outlawed with simple banns for con- 
tumacy and disobedience. But he had not been exiled long when he 
bought commutation from another bandit, as our law allows, and 
returned to Venice. 

However, this affair in no wise hindered him from returning to his 
old habits, and he took up hazardry again more eagerly than ever, to 
such an extent that no household goods that he could lay hands upon 
were safe from him, and often he filched things from the shop itself. 

Peter’s father was exceedingly grieved by his son’s passion for play, 
and thought he would marry him off, to see whether the obligations 
of wedded life would cure him of his folly; but this measure was 
vain, for Peter continued his customary dicing. Wherefor, seeing that 
no good came from scolding, reproof and exhortation, Peter’s father 
decided to evict him from the paternal house. So he assigned to 
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him his portion of his patrimony and turned him loose, hoping 
that the necessity of providing for the needs of his wife and house- 
hold as well as himself would bnng him to his senses. But it seems 
true, as I have heard, that an inveterate vice cannot be eradicated ex- 
cept with the greatest difBculty. The truth is that from that day 
forward Peter went from bad to worse, throwing dice more assidu- 
ously than ever, selling first one article and then another from the 
household property, to the tune of his wife’s constant expostulation 
and reproach 

Now Peter had an aunt, the sister of his mother, whose husband, 
at his death, had left her in easy circumstances, so that she always 
had some ready money at hand She was very fond of Peter and had 
often come to his assistance with twenty or thirty ducats. But when 
she learned of the miserable circumstances in which he maintained 
his wife, and that he gambled away whatever property came to his 
hand, she was very ill pleased, and determined to give him no more 
money When Peter appro.-iched her she bitterly reproved him and 
admonished him sharply, saying that he might not expect another 
stiver from her till he had changed his habits of life. But Peter, before 
he took leave of her, so played upon her affection for him, promising 
not to gamble any more, that the good woman gave him ten ducats. 
As soon as he had the money he got into a dice game, and like so 
many other good ducats, these also went to Persia. 

When his aunt learned this she made up her mind, and gave him 
to understand in no uncertain terms that he would never get another 
sou from her. Nevertheless, Peter continued to visit her, feigning 
a thousand needs at home, in the hope that he might be able to ex- 
tract some cash. But he sang to the deaf and sowed in the sand. 

Peter finally saw that he had nothing to nope for from his aunt, 
and having‘'Xo other means of obtaining money, was reduced to 
despair, for it seemed to him that hfc without dicing was much worse 
than death And since he knew of no way whereby he might put 
money in his pocket, blinded by his excessive and perverse lust for 
gaming, he finally formed the plan of killing his aunt in order that 
he might steal her money, and whatever other silver and gold he 
could lay hands on. And not only did he intend to murder the good 
woman, but everybody else in the household. 

Such a plan, however, seemed to him to be too complicated to 
carry out alone, so he discovered his intentions to a certain Giovan 
Nasone, one of those vicious men who arc ready to murder and steal 
for even the slightest gam. It was not difficult to persuade Nasone, 
especially as Peter promised him a hundred ducats for his part in the 
affair. When they had concerted their plans, Peter had two great 
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daggers made and sharpened till they cut hke razors. One of these he 
kept for himself and the other he gave to his accomplice. 

Peter was very much at home in the house of his aunt, and even 
though he could get no more money from her, he often went to 
visit her or take a meal with her Now it happened that at this time 
the festivities which mark the election of a new doge — ^Pietro Lando, 
as It happened — were being celebrated in the Piazza San Marco. 
Peter knew that his aunt, on account of a slight indisposition, did 
not intend to be present at the celebration, wherefor he determined 
to put hts plan into execution on the day of the festival. Accordingly 
he notified Nasone to be in the Campo San Maurizio, where his 
aunt’s house stood, about the first hour of night, he himself would 
be inside the house and would give him a signal when to enter So, 
early in the evening, Peter went to visit his relation, who was alone 
in the house with her little daughter, aged about thirteen, her small 
son, about six years old, and the housekeeper. There was also a certain 
shoe-maker who had his shop on the ground floor It had snowed 
heavily all day, and the housekeeper went down to sweep away the 
snow, where she stood talking for a while to the shoe-maker 

Peter decided he would not wait for Nasone, slipped downstairs 
and locked the door behind the maid, who was still gossiping with 
the cobbler. Then he rushed back to the first floor, and drawing his 
knife, killed his aunt with a single blow, and passing on into the 
adjoining room where the two children were at play, without the 
slightest human compassion or pity, more like a monster or savage 
than a Venetian, he killed those two innocents with the same bloody 
knife. Now descending to the first floor he unlocked the street door 
and hid behind it, waiting for the housekeeper to come in She had 
now fimshed her sweeping, and with a last word to the cobbler, came 
through the doorway, where, as she entered, Peter stabbed her ter- 
ribly in the head so that she died After this Peter closed the door 
and returned to the living quarters He found the keys to his aunt’s 
money-box at her girdle, and at his leisure rifled it of a thousand 
ducats, together with a number of jewels Filling his sleeves with the 
loot, he once more descended to the street, locked the door and found 
Nasone, who was waiting for the signal agreed upon 

“Let us go,” said Peter, “for I have finished the whole affair” He 
told Nasone what he had done, and counted out a hundred ducats 
for him, urging him strongly to keep his mouth shut, and to get out 
of Venice as soon as he could Then each went his own way. 

Now the shoe-maker, who lived hard by, used to perform small 
services for the good woman, Peter’s aunt, and as chance would have 
It, he was to bring her some candles this very evening. He knocked 
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loudly at the door several times, but getting no reply concluded that 
she had gone with Peter to dine with the family, for it was the 
Venetians’ custom to dine late in winter. 

The next morning the cobbler again knocked at the good woman’s 
door and again obtained no reply. In the evening he returned once 
more, and getting no answer to his knock, made inquiries among 
the neighbours, whether they knew the widow’s whereabouts. They, 
of course, knew nothing, so the cobbler went to some of her close 
relatives, none of whom could imagine what might have happened 
to the widow and her children. Hereupon the shoe-maker, accom- 
panied by the relatives — of whom Peter was one — ^laid the matter 
before the police The Signori di notte, as they are called, sent ser- 
geants, who broke down the door of the widow’s house, and found 
lying behind it in her own blood the poor housekeeper, with her 
head split in two parts to the teeth Shocked by this terrible sight 
they none the less proceeded to the next floor, where they found 
the good woman prone before the fire-place in one room, and the 
two children in the adjoining room, drenched in their own blood 
It was a sight to arouse pity even in the hearts of Hyrcanian tigers 

Now began a diligent inquest to discover the perpetrator of these 
crimes The relatives lent their assistance, and of these none was more 
diligent than Peter. He, indeed, showed more grief than any, prostrat- 
ing himself upon the body of his aunt, lamenting in such a way that 
It sceemed he could never be placated, and swearing to leave no stone 
unturned to find the malefactor 

The cobbler volunteered the information that he had left Peter 
with his aunt The young man admitted as much, but said that he 
had gone out again almost immediately The officers informed him 
that he must present himself before the Signori de la notte Peter 
was in no wise dismayed, and readily entered the captain’s barque. 
With him went a cousin of his, a son of the dead woman’s sister 
Into his cousin’s hand Peter slipped a note-book wherein he had 
entered the amount of money stolen from his aunt, the jewels and 
silver, and even the hundred ducats which he had paid over to 
Nasone “Cousin,” he said, “for God’s sake, burn this book, then 
look up Nasone and tell him to leave town as quickly as possible. 
I trust you to do this for me. The thing is done and there’s no help 
for It now.” 

Peter was imprisoned, and his cousin went home shocked and be- 
wildered Finally, for some reason, whether for fear of the law, or 
because horrified by such a fearful and bloody manslaughter, he was 
impelled to take the note-book to the police, and to them also he 
repeated what Peter had told him. 
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Nasone was immediately apprehended, and without waiting for tor- 
ture, at once confessed the whole matter. The book was shown to 
Peter, but he demed everything his cousin had said, and when con- 
fronted with the brigand Nasone, said he didn’t know what he was 
talking about. Nor was it ever {x>ssible, either by the presentation of 
evidence, or by any manner of torture, to win a confession from 
him. While talking with Nasone Peter had thrown his knife into 
the canal. This was now recovered and identified. The ruiEan also 
knew the smith who had made the dagger; and when he was exam- 
ined he deposed that he had made two knives at Peter’s instance. 

With an unmoved countenance Peter denied everything, asserted 
his innocence, and said that Nasone and the smith were either drunk 
or had dreamed it When asked to account for the numerous spots 
of blood on his clothes, he replied that he had passed by a butcher’s 
shop and must have bloodied his clothes there; or perhaps it had 
happened when he threw himself in his grief upon his aunt’s corpse. 

The judges were greatly perplexed by Peter’s firm denials; but 
weighing all the evidence, especially the note-book, which it was 
proved was written in Peter’s hand, they condemned him to be torn 
with red-hot pincers, along with Nasone, and then quartered. 

When sentence had been passed Peter’s father and mother, wife 
and brother, went to the prison to comfort him. On the preceding 
day Peter had asked his brother to prepare a strong poison that would 
kill immediately, so that the people of Venice might not see him 
die so shameful a death This he did, hiding the vial of poison in 
the heel of his slipper. When no one was looking the two brothers 
exchanged shppers. 

Peter stoutly maintained that he had beeij unjustly condemned, and 
refused to make confession. But his parents besought Bernardino 
Occhino of Siena to visit their son "This the good man did; but 
he had hardly spoken fifty words to the prisoner when the poison, 
which Peter had swallowed a few moments before, began to work in 
him. His eyes bulged and his face swelled up so that he looked 
like anything else but a man. Matter ran from his eyes and nose, 
and from his mouth came a van-coloured froth that stank abominably. 
Doctors were sent for in all haste, but it was too late, for the poison 
had reached the heart and other vital organs. 

Now observe to what extent Peter was the prey of the devil him- 
self' Havmg perpetrated so many foul crunes, and being on the point 
of death, he ought at least to have saved his soul by confession to 
a priest. But the wretch preferred to die as a pre-eminent felon rather 
than as a converted Christian. Not only would he not confess or re- 
pent, but having committed so many crimes against God, his fellow- 



THE SAD END OF PETER THE DICER 2 $ 

man and himself, he still had no other thought than to persevere in 
his evil ways to the very end. 

Since the poison had by this time deprived him of speech, by ges- 
tures and signs he conveyed the idea that the poison had been given 
him by one of his guards The man was put to torture, but con- 
fessed nothing What could an innocent man have to confess? After- 
wards the brother’s slippers were discovered, and the hole wherein 
the poison had been secreted The judges sent to arrest him, but he 
had already fled Venice. The ’prentices of the drug-shop were ques- 
tioned, and one of them deposed that he had seen Peter’s brother 
mixing poisons, though he knew not for what purpose. Wherefor 
Peter’s brother was banned, and the poor guard was liberated. 

In the meantime Peter had died; and just as he was, he and Nasone 
were paraded through Venice on a barque, and both their bodies 
fearfully lacerated with hot pincers. Then, as they deserved, they were 
quartered, and their severed members hung up on gibbets in the salt 
lagoons to be food for crows and other carnivorous birds 

Such, then, was the end of the unhappy gambler Peter One of his 
vices, however, I have forgotten to mention It was said that he was 
the most fearful swearer and calumniator of God and the saints in 
those parts. However, there is no wonder that he was a blasphemer, 
for that foul vice is as proper to gambling as heat is to Are or light 
to the sun. 

“Sirs,” said John Bromyard to Beryn and Bandello, “your tales are 
instructive, and have a moral tone which should induce even John 
Wiclif to concede that secular literature may sometimes serve a good 
purpose ” 

“Hugh Latimer,” said Sir Thomas Elyot, “used often to preach on 
the theme. ‘All things that are written are for our behoof.’” 

“‘Old things arc passed away, and all things are become new,’” 
answered Wiclif. 

“For my part,” spoke up John the Reeve, “I have never been able 
to understand the awe in which scribblers are commonly held. The 
hand that guides the plough or wields the sword does some useful 
labour, and by the sweat of his brow that man really earns his 
bread. But what valuable end is served by putting colours on good 
white sheepskin^ It is a mere idle pastime.” 

“Well for you that you cannot wnte — or read — Master Reeve,” re- 
joined Adam Scrivener, “for that opinion, if circulated abroad on 
book-skin or paper, would not enhance your reputation as an intel- 
ligent man Though you may not know it, this company knows that 
the Romans were aided more by the pen than by the sword. Scrib- 
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biers, as you call them, are far from idle. The purely physical labour 
of writing IS back-wrenching, hand-cramping, and sometimes ruinous 
to the eyesight Perhaps you remember how the Merchant Adventurer 
of Bruges took great pains to point out, with abundant reference to 
authority, that it was to save himself from idleness that he undertook 
to make one book out of three books of the lives of the saints, and 
that the task was so arduous that he was half desperate to accom- 
plish It.” 

“I have heard of that,” answered the Reeve; “but I also remember 
that It was not the fear that idleness would corrupt his soul which 
gave him strength to finish it, but rather the promise of a buck in 
summer and a doe in winter.” 

“At best,” remarked Sir William atte Pole, “a writer is nothing 
more than a paid hack. The really important people of the world 
are those whose labour is directed towards the acquisition of goods 
and money, honours and titles.” 

“Honours and titles they may acquire,” conceded Polydore Vergil; 
“but persons of your class usually lose both their honours and their 
heads on the scaffold, as did your grandson in 1450.” 

“Or in a cellar,” said Snorri Sturlason gloomily. 

“Hacks they are not,” stated Master Wace somewhat violently 
“And paid they are not; or at least,” he added bitterly, “if they are 
paid they are more fortunate than I have ever been ” 

“Various crafts arc necessary for the commonweal,” said John 
Major, “and every craft is equally honourable.” 

“Of writers and of writings 1 know little,” remarked Sir John 
Hawkins, “but no one will be surprised, I think, if I give it as 
my opinion that among crafts and professions those which give a 
man an active and moving part on the world’s stage are superior 
to others ” 

“And yet,” said Camden, “you chose to write about the part you 
played ” 

“Men,” said the Clerk of Oxenford, “pass away; books remain. A, 
wise man, himself a man of action as well as a writer, once said — 
or rather wrote — that books serve as so many aids and assistances 
to our memory and experience by recapitulating the deeds of old 
time Wherefor a man has greater insight into affairs by reading one 
single book in three months’ time than can be observed or under- 
stood by the age or experience of twenty men living successively one 
after the other ” 

“You are right, of course,” said Robert Mannyng, “yet it often hap- 
pens that Ignorant people know not how to extract the good from 
writings and tales, and being of light mind, are corrupted.” 



HOW THE JONGLEUR OF SENS THREW DICE Vj 

“Books are not for people of light mind," rejoined the Clerk “And 
if any, even of sober mind, is offended and unable to withstand the 
shock of the message which the writing conveys, let him turn over 
the leaf and choose another tale" 

“I agree,” said the Knight of La Tour Landry, “that the flesh is 
weak, and that some minds are still weaker. But I believe, as Phny 
was wont to say — ^if I can believe my clerk — that there is no book 
and no story so bad but that some good may be found in it I ex- 
cept, of course, some of the fabliaux, which are merely koprolitic ” 

“You might also except books which are merely stupid,” said the 
Clerk “The fact that such and such a book, poem or tale exists 
does not constitute proof that it has a right to exist Books do and 
should shelter all life within their covers except two things — ^pure filth 
and pure stupidity ” 

“Well,” answered the Knight, “within the limits you set it seems 
to me that even vice may sometimes be turned to good account, and 
the devil himself made to serve virtue.” 

“Sir,” said Jean de Meung, “that has always been my opinion too, 
though the Chancellor of the Sorbonne hadn’t the wit to see it Jehan 
Madot’s misfortune puts me in mind of a story which, I think, will 
illustrate what you say.” 
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HOW THE JONGLEUR OF SENS THREW DICE WITH SAINT 
PETER 


]ean de Meung 


Once there was a jongleur of Sens — do not know his name — who 
was indeed in evil case Very seldom had lie whole clothes, for it 
frequently happened that he peeled himself at dice Many a time he 
lost his fiddle, his coat and his hose so that he went about exposed 
to the wind in his shirt I do not lie when I say that he was fre- 
quently without shoes The tavern was his resort, and from the tavern 
he went to the brothel Indeed, he was the bell-wether for these two 
institutions. If I make my meaning clear, he spent everything he 
could get on dicing, drinking and wenching He was ill content un- 
less he could be gaming, drinking or whoring He went about with 
a green chaplet on his head and wished every day were Sunday or 
a feast day Now hear what happened to him 
When the jongleur had lived all his life in sin the day finally 
came for him to die The devil, who never ceases from deceiving 
and taking advantage of mankmd, came to his corpse and seized 
the soul. "This particular imp had been wandering about outside hell 
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for a whole month without catching a single soul; so, when he saw 
the jongleur die, he rushed at once to seize him, for he had died 
in sin, and no one contested his right; straightway he threw him 
over his shoulder and dashed off to hell His companions, ranging 
through the country, had snatched many souls One brought cham- 
pions, another priests, a third thieves, monks, bishops, abbots or 
knights in great plenty to their master Lucifer in hell. 

When Lucifer saw them coming so laden down “My word,” said 
he, “you are welcome, for it is evident that you have not been wast- 
ing your time. These souls will have an evil hostel from now on. But 
It seems to me that you are not all present ” 

“Lord,” said the imps, “we are all here save one — a wretch who 
does not understand how to dupe the people or win souls.” 

But at that moment they saw their companion coming in at his 
leisure. He had the jongleur slung over his shoulder, and a sorry 
state was he in, for he made his entry into hell quite naked except 
for his shirt. The imp threw the jongleur down and Lucifer said: 

“Vassal,” said he, “tell me now, were you a rogue, a traitor or a 
thief in the world?” 

“Not at all; I was a jongleur, and though I was a good one, I 
bear with me here everything which the body was wont to have 
up above. Many times my body suffered cold there, and I endured 
many a hard word, but now that I have reached this warm hostel 
I will sing, if you wish ” 

“Singing doesn’t interest us,” answered Lucifer. “You will have 
to follow some other trade here Since I see you so scantily dressed, 
you shall tend the fire under the boiler ” 

“Just as you say,” replied the jongleur, “by St Peter, for I certainly 
have great need to warm myself a little.” 

So he sat down beside the hearth and mended the fire quickly, 
and with good will. 

One time it happened that the devils all assembled to go out search- 
ing for souls in the world. The chief came to the jongleur, who had 
tended the fire night and day and said: “Jongleur, now pay close 
attention. I put you in charge of all my people Guard these souls 
well, by your eyes, or I will tear them out, both of them. If you 
lose a single one of these souls I will hang you up by the throat.” 

“Lord,” said he, “have no fear. I will guard them loyally as well as 
I am able, and return you an accoimt for every one of them.” 

“I’ll take your word for it,” replied Lucifer. “But remember this: 
If a single one escapes, you shall be eaten alive. But if you perform 
your task well, when we come back 1 will reward you handsomely 
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with a fat monk grilled to a turn, with usurer-sauce, or perhaps 
whoremonger-sauce.” 

Then the devils took their departure, and the jongleur remained, 
tending the fire faithfully 

Now I must tell you what happened to the jongleur left in charge 
of hell, and of St Peter’s machinations. St Peter came right down to 
hell, all alone He was dressed very handsomely, and wore a black 
beard and curly moustaches. With him he brought a gaming-board 
and three dice He sat down by the jongleur and said softly “My 
friend, would you like to play a game or two? Take a look at this 
fine gambling-table Moreover, 1 have three full-sized dice. Probably 
you could win good pounds sterling from me without much diffi- 
culty.” And he showed the jongleur a purse full of silver 

“Sir,” said the jongleur, “I swear to God that I possess nothing 
at all but my shirt. For God’s sake, go away. I haven’t a spot of 
money.” 

“Well,” said St Peter, “you could put up five or six of these souls.” 

“Sir,” answered the jongleur, “I should not dare, for if I were to 
lose a single one of them my master would eat me alive ” 

“Who will tell him?” asked St Peter. “Certainly, you could lose as 
many as twenty souls without the loss being apparent. Look at this 
beautiful money here You have a good chance to win these fine, 
newly minted pieces from me Come, I’ll lay you twenty sous and 
you put up their worth in souls.” 

When the jongleur saw so many silver pieces he coveted them 
mightily. He took the dice and handled them for a whde, and then 
he said to St Peter “All right, let’s play; one soul a throw and only 
one. 

“No, two,” said St Peter; “that’s too niggardly, and whoever wins 
shall stake one more, whether white or brown, it makes no difference 
to me ” 

“Very well,” said the jongleur. 

“You begin,” said St Peter. 

“The devil!” exclaimed the jongleur; “before we begin, put the 
money on the table.” 

"Willingly, in God’s name,” replied the saint, and put down the 
pieces. 

There they sat by the furnace, the saint and the jongleur, and 
played tremerel, in which the winner’s pot is always increased by 
three. 

“You throw for us both,” said St Peter, “for you have skilful hands.” 

The jongleur threw “My word*” cried St Peter, “it seems to me 
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I have eight. I£ you throw ‘hasart’ [a losing cast] I shall win three 
souls.” 

The pngleur threw again, this tune for himself, and rolled a trey, 
a deuce and an ace. Said St Peter: “You have lost.” 

“By St Denis!” replied the jongleur, “you are right; they read 
only SIX.” 

Now St Peter threw for both of them and the dice read twelve. 
“Hal” said he gleefully, “you owe me nine Three was the stake and 
you owe me the double of it in addition ” 

“Right you are,” replied the other, “but if I risk more, will you 
agree?” 

“Of course, by my faith.” 

“Those nine, then, which I already owe you, and twelve more, 
whoever wins.” 

“Curse him who refuses,” answered the saint. 

“Your dice,” said the jongleur. 

“Very well; now watch Ah' 1 see ‘hasart,’ it seems to me, and you 
owe me three and ten and eight.” 

“Look here, now!” said the jongleur. “By the head of God! that 
never happened before in any game 1 have played Are you using 
four dice? Or perhaps your dice arc numbered wrong? I’ll change 
the game now and play for the highest number of points.” 

“My friend,” answered St Peter, “just as you wish. Shall it be on 
one throw or two?” 

“On one throw; the twenty I already owe you and twenty to 
boot.” 

“God help me,” said St Peter. He threw seventeen and boasted 
that he would make them worth forty. 

“All right,” said the jongleur; “now it’s my dice” 

“That cast isn’t worth a herring,” said St Peter; “you’ve lost, for 
the dice read only five each. This is my lucky day. You now owe me 
forty-three.” 

“By the heart of God!” exclaimed the jongleur. “I never saw a 
game like this! By all the saints of Rome, I wouldn’t beheve you or 
any man who said you haven’t juggled the dice ” 

“You are crazy,” said St Peter. “Come, it’s your throw” 

“I’ll wager you were a strong thief,” replied the jongleur, “since 
you are still such a trickster in changing and interfering with the 
cast.” 

St Peter did not like this speech and replied angrily: “So may God 
save me! you are a bar. But it is always the rascal’s way to complain 
that the dice have been changed on him when they do not fdl to 
his advantage. If anyone changed the dice, a curse on him, and a 
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curse on you for saying so. You are a filthy rogue to call me a thief. 
By St Marcel, I’ve a good mind to anoint your mug for you!” 

“A thief you certainly are, sir oldster,” replied the jongleur, burn- 
ing with wrath, “spioiling my play in this manner. But you won’t 
get away with a denier, by my word Come and get ’em if you think 
you can I” 

Therewith he jumped up to snatch the money, but St Peter seized 
him by the loose flesh under the ribs so that he dropped the coins 
with a shriek. He for his part seized St Peter by the beard and pulled, 
but the saint ripped his shirt down to his middle. Never was the 
jongleur so wroth as when he saw himself naked to the waist. Back 
and forth they pulled and beat and punched But finally the jongleur 
saw that he could do nothing, for he was neither so big nor so strong 
as St Peter, and he realized that if he kept up the struggle his dress 
would be in such condition that he would never more have joy of it 
“Sir,” said he, “peace We have tried each other’s strength enough. 
Let’s start again in a friendly way, if you will ” 

“I take It much to heart,” replied St Peter, “that you criticized my 
play and called me a thief” 

“Sir, 1 spoke folly, and I assure you that I repent of it. You have 
done much worse to me by tearing my clothes in such fashion that 
I shall suffer from it from now on Let’s be quits now ” 

“Very well,” said St Peter, and they exchanged kisses 
“My friend,” said the saint, “let us understand each other you 
owe me forty-three souls ” 

“Right,” replied the jongleur “I began the game too hastily Let’s 
throw again now for triple or nothing” 

“By God, that suits me But will you really pay mei*” 

“Of course, and well, too, whether it be knights, canons, ladies, 
thieves, champions, freemen, priests or chaplains that you wish.” 

“All right,” answered the saint, “now make your cast ” 

At that throw the saint got only five and four and a single trey 
“I see only twelve,” said the jongleur 
“Alas!” cried St Peter “Alas' unless Christ has mercy on me this 
last throw has ruined me ” And he made his cast violently and threw 
only fives and one deuce “By God!” exclaimed St Peter, “this tie 
will turn out well for me in the end Twenty-two, now, win or lose.” 
“All right,” said the jongleur. 

“I’ll throw now, by St Julian,” said the saint, and he rolled two 
sixes and a single ace. “I threw well,” said the saint, “I passed you 
by a point.” 

“Look, now,” said the other, "how he has done for me in passing 
me by a single point' I never did have any luck! All my life I’ve 
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been a miserable, unfortunate wretch, both here and in the world.” 

When the souls m the fire heard that St Peter had won, they 
cried out to him from all sides: “Sir, in the name of God, we place 
our faith entirely in you.” “You and I both,” said St Peter “In order 
to get you out of this torment I am risking all my money. If I had 
lost everything you would have no chance at all. But you shall be 
m my company before night, please God.” 

Now the jongleur was speechless for a moment. Then he said: 
“Sir,” said he, “either I shall acquit myself fully, or else I shall lose 
everything, both souls and my shirt; there is no other alternative.” 

There is not much more to tell. St Peter held the jongleur in 
play so long that finally he had won all the souls; in great gangs 
he led them out of hell into Paradise. But the jongleur remained 
below, fearful, sorrowful and wroth. 

And now behold the devils have returned When the master came 
in and looked about and up and down he saw not a single soul, fore 
nor aft, neither in the furnace nor in the cauldron He called the 
jongleur. “Come, now,” he said, “where are all the souls which I 
left in your charge?” 

“Sir,” said the other, “I’ll tell you, but for God’s sake have mercy 
on me. Not long ago an old gentleman came in bringing a great 
deal of money with him 1 thought I could get it all, so we played 
dice together — to my great vexauon He used loaded dice, the false, 
disloyal traitor I I swear to you I never had a single lucky throw; and 
in that way I lost all your people, for the souls were my stake.” 

When the master had heard him to the end he almost pitched 
him into the fire. “Bastard whoreson*” said he. “You rogue! Your 
jugglery costs me too dear. Cursed be he who brought you ml By 
my head, he shall pay for it!” 

Hereupon all the devils gathered round him who had brought the 
jongleur to hell, and beat and thwacked and thumped him, and 
so maltreated him that he was glad to promise never to bring in 
another soul of either roisterer, pander, jongleur, or anyone else ad- 
dicted to dice-throwing Then said the master devil: 

“Now, my good friend, get out of my hotel A curse be on your 
jugglery that has cost me my meiny* Get out of my house, I say, 
for 1 have no wish for servants like you. Never again will I look 
for a jongleur or any of his kidney Let them go their ways. God, 
who loves jollity, may have them all. Take yourself off to heaven; 
scat!” 

You may be sure the jongleur lost no time, and the devils assisted 
his departure He went straight off in the direcuon of Paradise. When 
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St Peter saw him coming he ran to open the door for him and had 
him handsomely put up. 

Now let jongleurs make merry to their heart’s content; never shall 
they be tormented in hell, for he who lost the devil’s souls in a game 
of dice redeemed them all in advance. 

“You illustrate your opinion very cleverly,” said the Curtal Friar; 
“and we see too from your tale that there is apparently justice some- 
where, if not in the world. But I must arise and go now,” he said, 
heaving himself to his feet, “and pluck a few beans for dinner.” 

“Beans, is it?” asked Mac Congjinne. “What do you mean by 
‘beans’ ? We came here expecting to find all sorts of dainties in plenty. 
Is not this the Land of Cockayne?” 

“Ha!” snickered the Curtal Friar. “You have been dreaming — or 
reading a book. We live mostly on beans and pease here” 

“Beans!” expostulated John the Reeve. “In my country I would 
provide” — with a covert glance at King Richard — “a venison pasty 
and a cask of old claret which a friend of mine brought me at great 
risk and expense from Bordeaux” 

“That would be eminently suitable for the occasion,” said King 
Richard. It seems to me I have been hungry ever since the king of 
Almain kept me on short rations.” 

“But he gave you royal meat, my liege, a lion’s heart,” said 
Ambroise. 

“Gentlemen,” remarked Jean Froissart, “the subject of hearts may 
be a delicate one in this company.” 

“Well,” said Robert the Bruce, “it is true that I once felt some 
bitterness on that score. As some of you know from John Barbour’s 
book, I entrusted James Douglas with an imjxirtant mission in re- 
gard to my heart, but instead of proceeding to Jerusalem, as he prom- 
ised, he dallied in Spam and lost it ” 

“I lost my life, too,” said Sir James bitterly, “in attempting to ex- 
ecute that bit of Quixotism ” 

“How was that?” asked Peter Bell. 

“If King Robert permit, I will tell you,” answered Froissart. 

“Tell on,” rephed Robert; “there is htde feeling left in it now.” 


4 . THE HEART OF KING ROBERT 

Jean Froissart 

King Robert the Bruce, when sickness and old age was hurrying 
him on towards his death, called together his chiefs and barons, ex- 
horung them to preserve the kingdom intact for his son David. Then 
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he summoned my lord James Douglas and said: “As you know, it is 
not long since that I made a vow to the effect that if God gave me 
peace at home I would go to the Holy Land to Hght the enemies of the 
Christian faith. But 1 have had so much domestic trouble in my life- 
time that I could never get away. And now, since sickness prevents 
my body from accomplishing the desire of my heart, I will send my 
heart instead of my body to fulRl my vow. And as 1 do not know 
any knight so gallant or enterprising, nor any who is better formed 
to complete my intentions than yourself, I entreat you, my dear and 
special friend, that you will have the goodness to undertake this 
expedition for the love of me, and acquit my soul to Our Lord; for 
1 have that opinion of your nobleness and loyalty that if you under- 
take It, It cannot fail of success, and 1 shall die contented. As soon as 
I am dead, you must take the heart from my body and have it well 
embalmed. You will also take as much money from my treasury as 
seems to you necessary to perform the journey for yourself and your 
companions. At Jerusalem you will deposit your charge at the Holy 
Sepulchre of Our Lord. Do not be sparing of expense, but provide 
yourself with such a company and with such things as may be suit- 
able to your rank And wherever you pass, let it be known that you 
bear the heart of King Robert of Scotland to the Holy Land beyond 
seas.” 

At these words all the lords present began to weep and wail bit- 
terly. When at last Lord James was able to speak he said. “Gallant 
and noble king, I give you a hundred thousand thanks for the high 
honour you do me, and for the dear and valuable treasure which 
you entrust to me I will most willingly do all you command in so far 
as lies in my power ” Then said the king “Thanks be to God, for 
now I can die in peace, since I know that the most valiant and ac- 
complished knight of my kingdom will perform for me that which I 
cannot do for myself.” 

Soon after this the valiant Robert Bruce departed this life on 
the seventh of November, 1337 His body was buried in the monastery 
of Dumferlinc, and his heart embalmed Early in the spring Lord 
Douglas made provision of everything that was proper for his ex- 
pedition. He placed the heart in a silver enamel casket, and this 
he hung from his neck by a chain Then he embri.ked from the 
port of Montrose, or from Berwick, as others say, and sailed directly 
for Sluys, where he expected to take ship for Jerusalem There he 
stayed twelve days and would not set foot on shore, but remained the 
whole time on board, keeping a magnificent table, with music of trum- 
pets and drums, as though he had been the king of Scotland His com- 
pany consisted of one knight banneret, and seven others of the most 
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vaLant knights of Scotland, with their men-at-arms His plate was 
of gold and silver — ^pots, cups, basins, porringers and other such 
things He had likewise twenty-six tall and gallant esquires of the 
best families of Scotland to wait on him; and all who came to visit 
him — that is, all of a certain rank — were handsomely served with 
two sorts of wine and two sorts of spices. 

Now when my lord Douglas had rested twelve days at Sluys he 
heard that Alfonso, king of Spain, was waging war against the 
Saracen king of Granada He considered that if he should go thither 
he would be employing his time m accordance with the late king’s 
wishes, and that when he had finished there he would go on to 
complete the task with which he was charged. So he made sail and 
landed at Valencia — though Barbour says it was at Seville; this must 
be wrong, for Seville is not a seaport — whence he proceeded to join 
the king of Spain, who was lying with his army very near the king 
of Granada’s frontiers. 

The two opposing monarchs ranged their armies for battle, while 
Lord James drew off to one side to watch proceedings. When he 
thought the armies were on the point of going into action, wishing 
ever to be among the first on such occasions, he and all his com- 
pany struck spurs to their horses and galloped into the midst of the 
Saracens He expected that he would be supported by the Spaniards, 
but in this he was mistaken, for not one of them moved that day. 
Sir James and his knights performed prodigies of valour, but to no 
end they were all killed 

“I grant you,” said John Barbour, “that Seville is not a seaport; 
neither is Athens But I should like to correct you on a matter of 
graver import. Robert the Bruce did not die in the year 1337, but on 
June 7, 1329.” 

“Indeed?” said Froissart, “I will make a note of it” 

“Well,” said the Sacrilegious Caroller, “since there seems to be a.n 
objection to hearts, I will bear in hand the boar’s head ” 

“We must have oatmeal cakes,” said the Lochmaben Harper. 
“Why must we?” inquired Henry Knighton 
“Because oatmeal bread is good bread,” answered John Major. “The 
main strength if the Scottish and English armies is in men who 
have been tillers of the soil — a proof that oaten bread is not to be 
laughed at. Just eat this bread once and you will find it far from bad.” 
“1 will furnish the savoury,” said lolo Goch — “causs boby ” 

“You’ll eat it yourself,” said Andrew Boorde 
“With pleasure,” answered lolo, “if I can keep any of it from Gerald 
de Barry and Adam Usk ” 
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“Beans! Oats!” cried King Richard; “this cereal diet nauseates me.” 

“Pardon me, my liege,” said Gerald de Barry, who liked to be 
known as Giraldus Cambrensis, “beans is not . . 

“Are not,” interrupted the Clerk of Oxenford 

“Beans is not a cereal,” went on Gerald. “Whereas oats and corn 
are farinaceous seeds produced as the fruit of certain grasses, beans 
is . . 

“Are,” said the Clerk. 

“Beans is a vegetable of the vine, as faba phaseolus, faba dolichos 
and faba faba.” 

“Who cares?” asked the Curtal Friar. 

“As I was saying,” continued Richard, “beans either as a cereal 
or as a vegetable nauseates — nauseate — me. Let us have food for men! 
1 see no horses here.” 

“But some asses?” inquired the Clerk of Oxenford 

“Perhaps you would prefer a Saracen’s head?” suggested the Min- 
strel of Reims. 

“I have heard of various kinds of heads,” said Peter Bell, “returning 
heads, such as that of the Green Knight, heads carried in the hand 
by their owner like a lantern, as is related of Dionysius and Bertrand 
de Born, heads hung at saddle-bows or at stirrups as trophies — one 
such bit Earl Sigurd in the leg and caused his death — and of various 
speaking heads, such as those of Mimir, Atbertus Magnus and Ger- 
bert. Was a Saracen’s head like any of these?” 

“No,” said Richard 

“The wild Irish,” offered Gerald, “heaped the heads of their slain 
enemies in cairns as tallies of victory.” 

“That seems to be true,” agreed Fynes Moryson “When I was 
travelling in the island of Egg I saw a sepulchral urn full of human 
bones, but there was no skull among them When I asked the guide 
what had become of the heads he replied that they had been cut 
off with a two-handed sword and borne away by the victors in batde. 
Perhaps you used Saracens’ heads similarly.” 

“Not at all," replied Richard. “We were on short rations at Acre 
. . . but Ambroise can tell the story better than I ” 

“Very well, my liege,” said Ambroise, “I will tell it.” 

5. KING RICHARD ENTERTAINS SARACEN AMBASSADORS AT 
LUNCH 

Ambrotse 

When King Richard landed at Acre he lost no time in setting up 
his pavilion by the hospital of St Thomas, and he also set up his 
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movaole tower Mate Griffon, which had served him so well at Mes- 
sina And with his perricrcs and mangonels he threw a thousand 
beehives over the walls of Acre into the city. While the Saracens fled 
to cellars and drains to escape the bees’ stings, Richard set his miners 
and sappers to work at the Accursed Tower, and before noon he 
had accomphshed more than had been done by anyone else in seven 
years. 

But this sudden and furious activity had its evil effects: the travail 
on sea, the sudden change from cold to fierce heat, the corrupt air 
of the country, the change of food and drink, brought Richard to his 
bed with a tertian fever. The Christian host was stricken with grief 
at the prostration of their leader, and as one man they offered up 
prayers for his recovery Their supplications were heard. Richard 
turned off his ague, indeed, but had no desire for food, nor for wine 
nor water; only one thing did he crave with overwhelming passion, 
and that was pork meat 

Servants were sent here and there in search of pork, but in that 
country they could find none for gold, silver or other money, though 
they should be hanged. The cook was at his wits’ end till an old 
knight drew him to one side and said “Take a fat young Saracen, 
kill him, flay him and open him; then boil him quickly with powder 
and spices and good saffron When the king has eaten his fill thereof 
and supped the brewit, and then slept and sweat a little, by God’s 
grace and my counsel, he shall be fresh and hale.’’ 

Not to make a long story of it, a heathen shrew was slam and 
sodden, and brought before the king as he lay in bed. “Here,” said 
the stewards, “is the pork which you craved ” A knight carved for 
the king, but he ate faster than the man could carve, and gnawed 
the bones clean, while his people turned aside and laughed for ]oy. 
When he had drunk, he drew in his arm, and the chamberlain 
wrapped him up warm. After he had slept and sweat a little, he arose 
whole and sound and called for his armour. You may be sure that 
the host was rejoiced to sec the king walking abroad again. 

In the meantime Saladin was attempting to storm the Christians’ 
position in order to rescue the Saracens within the aty. But now 
Richard rode into the heathen army One he slit down to the sad- 
dle, another he cut in two at the saddle-bows; all whom he smote 
fell to earth. In such wise did Richard give a good account of him- 
self that day till the infidels were utterly put to flight. 

Richard returned to his tent, sorely fatigued His squire unlaced 
his armour and the chamberlain brought him a sop in wine. But 
that was slight refreshment after the doughty dints he had dealt all 
day. “Bring me,” said he, “the head of that swine whose flesh I ate 
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lately, for I am feeble and fordone. I fear my illness will return on 
me unless I have that head for my supper.” 

At these words the cook shook from top to toe. “Sire,” said he, “I 
have not that head at hand ” “By God,” cried Richard, “unless I see 
the head of that swine, you shall lose yours.” The cook saw that eva- 
sion was impossible, so he brought the head and fell on his knees 
before the king, crying him mercy. 

When Richard saw the swart visage and the black beard, the 
white teeth and the grinning mouth — ^“What the devil is this?” he 
cried, and laughed as though he were mad “Is Saracens’ flesh really 
so good? That is certainly news to me By God’s death and His 
resurrection I we shall never die for lack of food in this campaign 
so long as we can slay Saracens, and boil or roast, or else bake 
them, and gnaw their flesh to the bones Now that I have once tasted 
such flesh, I and my folk shall eat more, rather than be woe for 
hunger.” 

On the morrow the battle was renewed with such vigour by the 
Christians that finally the city capitulated, and the Saracens therein 
were held to ransom Richard himself had taken prisoner knights of 
great importance — chief lords, princes, dukes’ sons, admirals and sul- 
tans of Heathennesse From their prison they sent word to Saladin, 
begging him to rescue them. Accordingly Saladin sent off ten earls, 
all old men, relatives of the prisoners, to treat with Richard for their 
release. And with them he sent a mule bearing as much gold as 
twenty men could lift. 

Richard replied to the ambassadors. "Share the gold among your- 
selves, for I have no need of it, in my ships I brought more gold and 
silver than is possessed by Saladin or three like him But for my 
love I bid you stay now and have lunch with me, and after I have 
sought counsel, 1 will give you an answer to bear back to your lord.” 

Then Richard called his marshal and said to him privately “Go 
to the prison and choose out those infidels who are of most renown 
and most nobly born, smite off their heads and write each man’s 
name on a scroll of parchment; take the heads to the kitchen and 
have the cook boil them, first removing the hair from head, hp and 
chin When we are at table, serve them in this manner Put each 
head on a platter in such wise that the grinning teeth are upper- 
most, and see to it that each head is identified by the scroll bear- 
ing Its owner’s name. Then bring a good hot head and place it 
before me ” The steward did as he was bidden. 

Now when it was noon and the attendants blew for hand-washing, 
Richard said to the envoys “Friends, you are welcome.” When they 
were seated at table, salt was set on, but no bread, nor water nor 
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Wine, neither white nor red. “Alas, what curious service is this?” said 
the ambassadors one to the other. Richard was seated on a dais with 
dukes and earls in splendid array The first course came from the 
kitchen to the sound of pipes and trumpets and tabours, and the 
steward took right good care to bring Richard a Saracen’s head all 
hot, lest he have an evil hap after lunch And the ambassadors were 
similarly served, with a Saracen’s head between each two, with the 
name of its owner written on the forehead When they saw those 
grisly heads they were sore adread, and the tears ran out of their 
eyes; and when they had read the identification scrolls, they feared 
to meet a similar fate themselves 

King Richard watched his guests closely and saw how they changed 
colour. Well might they forbear to laugh and jest, for these heads 
belonged to their near km None of them would approach his por- 
tion nor eat a bit thereof 

Now the knight whose duty it was to serve the king began to 
carve with a sharp knife, and when Richard began to eat with a 
right good heart, the Saracens thought he must be mad They nudged 
each other and said “This man who slays our folk and cats them 
IS the devil’s brother ” But King Richard looked about him sharply, 
with stern eyes and wrathful countenance, and he said to the am- 
bassadors. “Now for my love, make good cheer and take your ease. 
Why do you not carve your portion and cat readily, as I do? Tell 
me, why do you lower so?” 

The Saracens sat still and shook in their boots, for they dared 
neither speak nor look, and would have crept under the earth had 
they been able King Richard said to the stewart “Bear this away 
and set some other meat before my guests ” Then the servants brought 
bread and venison and cranes and good roast, piment, claree and 
other good drinks. “Come, now, my friends,” said Richard, “do not 
be squeamish This is the manner of my house, God wot, to be 
served first with Saracens’ heads .ill hot Forgive me if I did not know 
your manners of etiquette But as I am a Christian king, I give you 
my word that you shall have safe conduct hence For nothing in the 
world would I have it said that I had such bad manners as to mis- 
treat envoys Go home,” said he to an old Saracen, “and tell your 
lord that you came too late, the meat was already dressed before 
you arrived. And say, too, that though he prevent victuals from com- 
ing to us, we shall not starve as long as we can kill Saracens and 
roast their flesh. I can feed nine or ten of my men with one heathen; 
and, indeed, there is no flesh so nourishing to an Englishman, whether 
It be partridge, plover, heron, swan, cow, ox, sheep or swine, as is 
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the head of a Saracen. Every day we shall eat as many as we can get. 
Indeed, we will not return to England till they be all eaten.” 

It IS said that when the messengers returned to the sultan, Saladm 
almost went mad with rage and sorrow on hearing then report. 

“Speaking of hot dishes,” said John Barbour, “would the company 
hke a nice hot Scotch haggis?” 

“It would not!” shouted Mac Conglinne and Senchan Torpeist to- 
gether. “Rather a Saracen’s head!” 

“Well,” said Bartholomew Anglicus, “if the learned scholar and the 
eminent poet object to haggis, perhaps they will provide something 
more succulent to the tooth?” 

“1 was always abstemious,” Senchan excused himself. “But I be- 
lieve there is still half a boiled egg remaining from the light reflec- 
tion which Guaire Aidne Mac Colman was able to arrange in my 
honour.” 

“And you?” asked Bartholomew, turning to Mac Conglinne 

The scholar made an impatient gesture. “Musha! All I have is a 
piece of dirty bacon in my book-satchel, and that is somewhat the 
worse for wear. I brought nothing else with me from Cork, for those 
dunghill monks gave me only a little whey and water.” 

“Half an egg' Dirty bacon< Whey and waterl” exclaimed Bartholo- 
mew. “You shall both cat Barbour’s haggis, and like it ” 

“A truce to this brawling!” roared Guilhem IX “As to the Friar’s 
beans, I can use them, and I guarantee that none of this fastidious 
company shall have cause to object to them when they appear in 
a cassoulet — a dish for which my country is justly famous After 
Senher Faba has been subjected to the fires of hell for fifteen hours 
in a tight earthen pot, in the company of a succulent sausage and 
a bit of garlic, he is as coy as a maid. You, Richard, shame your an- 
cestry. Run along. Friar, and pluck your beans.” 

“Gentlemen,” spoke up Earl Marshal, “I have a better idea* You 
shall all be my guests, and Bartholomew shall arrange the entertain- 
ment ” 

“Excellent,” said King Henry II; “I have long wished to visit Pem- 
broke castle ” 

“My lord,” said Bartholomew, “I am deeply honoured by the con- 
fidence you repose in me, but have I a free hand?” 

“Just what does that entail?” asked the earl cautiously. 

“Various things,” replied Bartholomew, “are necessary for the hon- 
our and dignity of a supper The first is proper time, for it is de- 
su-able that supper be made in due time, and neither too early nor 
too late. The second is proper place, large, pleasant and sure. The 
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third is the heartiness and glad cheer of him who makes the feast: 
the supper is not worthy of praise if the lord of the house be of 
heavy cheer. The fourth requuitc is a variety of dishes, so that he 
who does not like one may taste another. The hfth is divers wines 
and drinks. The sixth is the mannerliness and decency of the ser- 
vants. The seventh is the pleasant friendship and company of those 
who sit at supper. The eighth thing is the mirth of song and musical 
instruments, for noble men do not ordinarily make suppiers without 
harp or symphony. The ninth is plenty of hght from candles, 
prichettes or torches, for it is a shame to sup in darkness, and 
hazardous also, on account of the flies and other filth The tenth 
Item is the delicious savour of all that is set on the board, for at 
supper It IS not customary to serve coarse and common meat as at 
dinner, but light and delicate foods, particularly in lords’ courts The 
eleventh is the long duration of the supper, for it is usual for men 
to sit long at supper after the full end of work and travail, since 
food hastily eaten is prejudicial to the strength; consequently one 
should eat with leisure and not hastily at supper. The twelfth is 
sureness, by which I mean that everyone may accept an invitation 
to supper without fear of harm or damage . . . These things are, 
of course, in addition to proper provision for the preparation and 
service of the food.” 

“Well,” said the earl with a smile when Bartholomew had finished, 
“I am sure that Pembroke will be able to provide all you require. 
For a moment you made me uneasy, but I see it is a mere trifle.” 

“There is one thing more,” added Bartholomew; “I must have 
the assistance of Bonvesin da Riva and the Goodman of Pans.” 

“That you shall have with good will,” said ^he Italian courteously. 


At Pembroke castle Bartholomew and his coadjutors inspected the 
larder and made an inventory of the stock. They found — 


14 oxen lying in salt 

2 fresh oxen 

6 score heads of sheep, fresh 
6 score carcasses of sheep, fresh 
12 boars 
14 calves 
140 pigs 

3 tuns of salt venison 

3 does of fresh vemson 
12 gallons cream 
II gallons curds 


3 bushels apples 

11 thousand eggs 
50 swans 

210 geese 
5 herons 

5 dozen pullets for gel& 

12 dozen pullets for roasting 
100 dozen pigeons 

12 dozen partridges 
8 dozen rabbits 
10 dozen curlews 
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12 cranes 

wild fowl enough 
lard enough 
6 score gallons milk 
50 extra-fat capons 


8 dozen other capons 
60 dozen hens 
200 pairs of Connies 
4 pheasants 
6 kids 


To this, with the assistance of the earl’s seneschal and butler, they 
added what seemed necessary, and succeeded in preparing some really 
Hne menus Thanks to the knowledge, the skill and the understand- 
ing of Bartholomew, the munificent generosity of Earl Marshal and 
the housewifely competence of his lady, it would be no exaggeration 
to say that the boards set out in the Great Hall fairly groaned with 
meat and drink As a tribute to both Bartholomew and the earl, the 
fourth course is subjoined herewith. 


BALLOCK BROTH CAUDLE FERRY 

LAMPREYS EN GALENTINE OYSTERS IN CIVEY 

EELS IN SORRE 

BRAWN WITH MUSTARD 

BAKED TROUT 

NUMBLES or A HART 

PIGS Y'FARSED 

GOOSE IN HOGEPorre 

COCKYNTRYCE 

VENISON EN FRUMENTY 

HENS IN BREWET 

HAGGIS OF SHEEP 

SQUIRRELS ROASTED 

PUDDING DE CAPON-NECK 

GARBAGE 


TRYPE DE MOUTON BLAUNDESORYE 

CABOGES BUTTERED WORTS 

APPLE MUSE GINGERBREAD TART DE FRUIT 

QUINCES IN COMFIT 
ESSEX CHEESE STILTON CHEESE 

CAUSS BOBY 

ALE, OLD PORT CLARET METHEGLYN 

ALE, NEW CLAREE HOCK PERREYE 

MEAD SACK BEER HIPPOCRAS 

UISCE BETHA 

In deference to the number of continental guests present the Good- 
man of Pans was asked, and readily agreed, to prepare a special menu 
for them Among its more succulent dishes were found pimpernel 
pasties, black puddings, tench with sops, rissoles, mallard a la dodine, 
bourreys with hot sauce, neflles, sugared flawns and cookies 
During the intermissions between courses, while the Sacrilegious 
Caroller and his band were providing soothing or merry music under 
the watchful eye of Walter Haliday, there could be heard many a 
complimentary remark on both the steward and the host. 
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**The leek soup was excellent,” said Geoffrey of Monmouth. 

“I never drank better mead,” conceded Seithenyn ab Seithyn Saidi, 
“even out of the Hirlas Horn ” 

“Owen Glyndwr never provided such hospitality as this,” admitted 
lolo Goch. 

“I have travelled far,” remarked Fynes Moryson, “and often fared 
worse.” 

“So have I,” said Sordello. 

“It IS myself who could tell a tale on that score,” said Mac Con- 
glinne “Sixty miles we walked from Cashel to Cork, and went to 
bed supperless ” 

“So did I,” said Sordello 

“How was that?” asked Walter Map 

6. BROTHER juniper’s HOSPITALITY 

Sordello 

It was towards the end of February in the vear 12 — . I was sitting 
at Scamorza’s trattoria in the Borgo Ognissanti one evening, enjoying 
a glass of wine as much as the prospect of the incessant ram outside 
would permit, and thinking of nothing in particular, when who 
should stamp in but Ferrari da Ferrara, Nicoletto da Torino, and 
Simon Dona We had hardly exchanged greetings, ordered fresh 
bottles and cursed the weather when we were joined by Alberto 
Malaspini. 

In sueh company you can well imagine that the conversation turned 
mainly on love and literature Simon asked me if 1 had anything 
new, and I was forced to confess that I had just eompleted a canso 
in the Provencal tongue The companions very courteously begged 
me to sing it, and with equal courtesy 1 did so 

“Gentlemen,” said a new voice when 1 had finished, “with your 
permission I will introduce myself I am Raimbaut dc Vaqueiras, 
late of Les Baux and Montferral, now travelling for my health. 1 
should not be guilty of such gross bad manners as to thrust myself 
upon you in this way were it not that, being a Provencal and a com- 
poser of cansos myself, I should like to extend my hearty eongratu- 
lations to the poet who has just sung so well " 

I rose and bowed. Alberto rose and clapped the stranger on the 
back. “Sir,” said he, “I know you this long time by reputation, and 
now I thank the devils who stirred up this brutto temporale since 
It has blown you into our trattoria m person. Will you not join us?” 
“Nay,” answered Raimbaut, “I cannot leave my companions,” and 
he nodded toward a corner table. “By Bacchus! ” said Alberto, “they 
are welcome too, if they are friends of yours ” 
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It was thus wc made the acquaintance of Gaucdm Faidit — who, 
I see, IS with us tomght — Guilhem de la Tor, and Uc de Saint Circ. 
Glasses were filled, and I can’t say which flowed the faster, wine 
or talk, till of a sudden Alberto rapped on the table with the pom- 
mel of his poniard “Gentlemen,” he said, “our friend Gaucelmo has 
disputed my opinion on a delicate point. The question is’ Which 
are the greater, the pleasures or the ills of love? I have challenged 
him to a tenzone, and you gentlemen shall be the judges.” 

Well, not to drag it out, there being five Italians and two French- 
men, Alberto was judged to have won the contest At this decision 
Guilhem de la Tor muttered something under his breath. 

“It IS hard words you give us, Senher,” said Simon Dona, who 
was sitting next to him 

“Then 1 will give you something soft,” replied Guilhem, pushing 
a handful of cream cheese into his fiice 

“He can’t take it!” gurgled Gaucelm Faidit. 

“Can youi”’ asked Nicoletto, emptying a dish of tripe down the 
fat troubadour’s jerkin. 

In the meantime Guilhem had snatched up Alberto’s dagger from 
the table, and Simon Dona had seized a flask of Chianti by the 
neck. Of what happened next I have no clear recollection. When I 
again came to my senses wine was dripping from my hair and ears, 
and I was alone m the trattoria with a dead man in the middle of 
the floor Do I bore you’’ Well, I suppose they thought I was dead 
too, and I had no wish to make a fact of that hypothesis by falling 
into the hands of the sbirn Florence suddenly seemed very un- 
healthy to me, and I had about decided to move anyway, for my 
rent was long overdue Taking advantage of what darkness stiU 
lingered m the nooks and corners, 1 managed to saddle my land- 
lord’s horse without rousing anyone, and by sunrise I had reached 
Pontassieve. 

Passing by Arezzo and Perugia I was able to reach Todi on the 
Tiber before the week was out, but in a state of almost complete 
exhaustion. I must, indeed, have presented a sorry spectacle as 1 sat 
there on the church steps, with my head between my hands and 
my elbows between my knees. Certainly, 1 was in no condition to 
be tapped on the shoulder But it was only Brother Anselm, a reli- 
gious from the neighbouring house of monastics. Without being im- 
pertinent, he inquired into my case It was enough for him that I 
was cold and hungry and weary, and for my part I needed no sec- 
ond bidding to accompany him to the friary “There will be a warm 
fire,” he said, “and warm food. Before coming away this morning 
we left Brother Juniper in charge of the kitchen with instructions 



BXOTH£R JUNIPBX’s HOSPITALITY 45 

to prepare our evening meal. And if the beds are not what you liave 
been used to, you will at least have a roof over your head ” 

At the gate we were greeted by the porter “We shall have good 
cheer tonight,” he said. “I have just looked into the kitchen Brother 
Juniper has a great fire going, and he is dashing about from pot to 
pot; you would think he was preparing a marriage feast ” 

It was not long now till we heard the bell, and the brothers filed 
in to the refectory Soon Brother Juniper came in, flushed and red 
from the fire and from his exertions Said he “Fall to and eat heartily, 
and then let us hasten to prayer No one will have to think about 
cooking again for a long while, for today I have cooked enough to 
last us for a fortnight or more” 

Therewith Brother Juniper set his stew on the table. But seeing 
the brothers hang back, he urged us on, saying “Come, now, cat 
your food. These hens are strengthening to the brain, and this stew 
will be a restorative to the body, so good is it ” 

But the brothers held their noses and turned away 

What was the matter with the food? you ask I will tell you, as 
1 found out later. When the brothers went forth in the morning, 
delegating Brother Juniper to cook their evening meal, he said to 
himself “Now this is all nonsense and a lot of useless trouble. The 
duties of the kitchen always keep one brother away from prayer; but 
I will remedy that Since I am to be cook this time, I will cook up 
enough in one batch to last for a week or two” So he went into 
the country and begged meat and eggs and firewood and the like. 
And when he had got everything home, do you know what he did? 
He put everything into the pots together — the eggs m their shells, 
the fowls with their feathers, the fish with their scales, and the hares 
in their skins’ Believe me when I say there was not a hog in all the 
land from Messina to Aquileia so famished as to have touched the 
least part of that mess. That night I went to bed without any supper. 

“Well,” said the Goodman of Pans when Sordello had finished, 
“you can repair that lack now. Help yourself to this cochon farci, 
and do try these reversed eels, both are prepared according to my 
own recipe.” 

“Thank you,” said the poet, “I will ’’ 

“You Italians,” said Geoffrey Keating, “are too dainty about your 
food. I wonder what you would have done had you been in Scan- 
lann’s boots?” 

"Who was Scanlann?” asked Bonvesin da Riva, and what did 
he do?” 

“I will tell you,” answered the historian . . . 
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HOW COLUMCILLE FREED SCANLANN FROM SALT BACON 
AND BEER 


Geoffrey Keating 


When Colutncille had hccn thirty years in Scotland, anxiety seized 
the men o£ firm to see him and speak with him before he died. So 
they sent messengers to him that he might come to commune with 
them at the great convention which King Aed son of Ainmire was 
about to hold at Druim Ceta. And the reason why Columcille came 
from the east was this That he might act as a peacemaker between 
King Aed on the one hand, and the poets and the men of Scotland 
and Scanlann on the other Scanlann, now, was the son of Cennfaelad, 
son of the great king of Ossory His father had given him as a hostage 
into the hand of Aed son of Ainmire, and Columcille went surety 
that he would be released at a year’s end But he was not released, 
and no hostage was accepted in his stead Around Scanlann was con- 
structed a wicker building having no passage out of it save a way 
whereby a little salt bacon and a small supply of ale used to be given 
to him And fifty warriors were wont to be around the building 
outside, guarding him, and nine chains upon him in the building. 
And when he would see anyone going past what he would say was* 
“A drink!” says he And this was reported to Columcille at Hy, and 
he wept greatly at what he heard, and this it was that brought him 
quickly from the east 

Now when Columcille came from the east he went to visit Aed. 

“Release Scanlann,” said Columcille 

“I will not do that,” replied Aed, “till he dies in the hut wherein 
he is” 

“We will not pursue the subject,” said Columcille “But if it be 
pleasing to God, let it be Scanlann who shall take off my sandals 
tonight at matins in whatsoever place I may be ” 

Then Columcille went out of the assembly till he came to Dubh- 
rcgles in Derry It was not long after his departure until a thunder- 
bolt came into the convention, and all turned their faces to the ground. 
Afterwards a bright cloud came to Scanlann to the place in which 
he was, and a voice in the cloud said to him “Rise, O Scanlann, 
and leave thy chains and thy prison, and come forth and put thy 
hand in mine ” Scanlann came out, with the angel before him. The 
guards heard the noise of something passing by them and they said. 
“Who IS this going past us?” “It is Scanlann,” answered the angel. 
“Don’t be silly,” said the guards. 

Thereafter Scanlann and the angel went to Derry. And when 
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Columallc at matins was going through the chancel screen, it was 
Scanlann who assisted in removing his sandals. And Columulle said: 

“Who IS this?” 

“It IS Scanlann” 

“Have you any news?” asked OilumciUe. 

“A drink I” answered Scanlann 

“Have you brought us a blessing?” 

“A drink I” said Scanlann. 

“Tell how you came here,” said Columcille. 

“A drink I” answered Scanlann 

“May delay in answering attend your posterity,” said Columeille. 

“Say not so,” replied Scanlann, “you shall always have their rents, 
their tributes and their tolls,” said he 

“May bishops and kings be of your race forever,” said Columcille. 
“Here is one drink for you,” he said, “even a vat of ale containing 
enough for three.” 

Then Scanlann lifted the vessel between his two hands and drank 
Its contents in one draught Afterwards he ate his meal, to wit, seven 
joints of old bacon and ten wheaten cakes Thereafter he lay down 
and was three days and three nights in one sleep. 

“That was a long drink,” said Seiihenyn ab Seithyn Saidi. 

“And enough bacon to last me for three half years,” added Mac 
Conglinne. 

“Ah I” sighed Ossian “In the old days the Irish never stinted them- 
selves m the matter of meat and drink. But Patrick changed all that, 
and I have been hungry ever since” 

“It IS true,” remarked Cuan O Lochan, “that the enjoyment of 
food and drink came to the Irish honestly from ancient times Our 
historians and poets relate that during the hostilities between the 
Fomorians and the Tuatha De Danann, Lug sent the Dagda to 
the Fomonan camp to arrange a truce till the men of Ireland could 
assemble Now it was well known to the Fomorians that the Dagda 
loved stew, so in order to preserve their reputation for hospitality 
they prepared a magnificent pottage for the envoy. Into a cauldron 
they put eighty gallons of fresh milk and an equal amount of meal 
and fat, to this they added a number of goats, sheep and swine, and 
boiled all together. When the mess was cooked, they dug a hole in 
the ground and poured the stew into it ‘Here is a slight refection for 
you,’ said they to the Dadga, ‘and you shall have death if you leave 
any of it uneaten ’ Then they gathered round to see what the Dagda 
would do And what he did was this He took his spoon, wherein 
a man and a woman might lie comfortably, and tasted the pottage. 
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‘This is delicious,’ said the Dagda. He ate it up to the last drop 
and morsel, and then ran his finger round the rim of the pit to wipe 
up the grease. Then he took a nap.” 

“I once heard of a lady,” said Dick O the Cow, “who also had an 
appetite more keen than fastidious. But hers was not an inborn 
greediness, as the Dagda’s seems to have been. The story of her 
prowess has been preserved in a ballet, which goes like this . . .” 


8. KING henry’s guest 

Let never a man a-wooing wend 
That lacketh thingis thric- 
A rowth o’ gold, an open heart 
And fu’ o’ courtesy. 


Dtck_ O the Cow 


And this was seen o’ Kmg Henrie, 

For he lay burd alane; 

And he has ta’en him to a haunted hunt’s ha’, 
Was seven miles frae toun. 


He’s chaced the dun deer thro’ the wood, 
And the roe doun by the den 
Till the fattest buck in a’ the herd. 

King Henrie he has slain. 

He’s ta’en him to his hunting ha’. 

For to make burly cheir. 

When loud the wind was heard to sound. 
And an earthquake rocked the floor, 

And darkness covered a’ the hall 
Where they sat at their meat; 

The grey dogs, youling, left their food 
And crept to Henne’s feet 

And louder houled the rising wind, 

And burst the fast’ned door. 

And in there came a gricsly ghost, 

Stood stamping on the floor. 

Her head touch’d the roof-tree of the house. 
Her middle ye weel mot span. 

Each frighted huntsman fled the ha’. 

And left the king alone 



Her teeth was a’ like tether stakes. 

Her nose like club or mell. 

And I ken naething she appeared to be, 
But the fiend that wons in hell. 

“Sum meat, sum meat, ye King Henriel 
Sum meat ye gie to me!” 

“And what meat’s in this house, ladye. 
That ye’re na wellcum tee!*” 

“O ye’se gac kill your berry-brown steed. 
And serve him up to me.” 

O when he killed his berry-brown steed. 
Wow gin his heart was sair* 

She eat him a’ up skin and bane, 

Left naething but hide and hair 

“Mair meat, mair meat, ye King Hcnrie! 
Mair meat ye gie to me'” 

“And what meat’s i’ this house, ladye. 

That ye’re na wellcum tec^” 

“O ye do slay your gude grey houndes. 
And bring them a’ to me.” 

O when he slew his gude grey houndes. 
Wow but his heart was sair' 

She’s ate them a’ up, ane by ane. 

Left naething but hide and hair 

“Mair meat, mair meat, ye King Heariel 
Mair meat ye gic to me'” 

“And what meat’s i’ this house, ladye. 
That I hae left to gie >*” 

“O ye do fell your gay goss-hawks. 

And bring them a’ to me” 

O when he felled his gay goss-hawks. 
Wow but his heart was sair' 

She’s ate them a’ up, bane by bane. 

Left naething but feathers bare. 

“Some drink, some drink, ye King Henrie! 
Sum drink ye gie to me!” 

“And what drink’s i’ this house, ladye. 
That ye’re na wellcum tec?” 
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“O ye sew up your horse’s hide, 

And bring m a drink to me.” 

O he has sewed up the bluidy hide, 

And put in a pipe of wine 
She drank it a’ up at ae draught. 

Left na a drap therein. 

“A bed, a bed, ye King Henrie! 

A bed ye make to me*” 

“And what’s the bed i’ this house, ladyc. 

That ye’re na wellcum tee?” 

“O ye maun pu’ the green heather, 

And mak a bed to me.” 

O pu’d has he the heather green, 

And made to her a bed, 

And up he’s ta’en his gay mantle. 

And o’er it he has spread. 

“Now swear, now swear, ye King Henrie, 

To take me for your bride'” 

“O God forbid,” King Henrie said, 

“That e’er the like betide. 

That e’er the fiend that wons m hell 
Should streak down by my side'” 

When day was come and night was gane. 

And the sun shone through the ha’. 

The fairest ladye that e’er was seen 
Lay atwcen him and the wa’. 

“O weel IS me,” King Henrie said, 

“How lang will this last wi’ me?” 

And out and spake that ladye fair. 

“E’en till the day ye die, 

“For I was witched to a ghastly shape. 

All by my stepdame’s skill. 

Till I should meet wi’ a courteous kmght 
Wad gie me a’ my will” 

“That was a spirited ballet,” said William Cecil, “and you shall 
have a new coat for it ” 

“Thank you, my lord,” replied Dick; “it will come in handy ” 
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“Your heroine was indeed a valiant lady,” said Snorri Sturlason, 
“and she might have entered the contest with Loki, if not with Logi.” 

“What was that?” asked Dick. 

“According to our ancient histones,” answered Snorri, “Loki and 
Logi once entered into competition to see which could eat the more 
quickly A wooden kneading-trough was placed in the middle of the 
floor and Riled with meat. Loki took his place at one end and Logi 
at the other. Each ate as fast as he could till they met at the middle 
of the trough Loki, it was found, had indeed eaten all the meat from 
the bones; but Logi had eaten not only the meat, but the bones and 
the trough as well ” 

“The French have always been good trenchermen, too,” remarked 
Guillaume de Naiigis, “though of course they cannot compare with 
gods or demons The great Charles, though he thought little of bread, 
and drank only thrice during a meal, was a great lover of flesh. At 
one sitting he was wont to eat a goose or a peacock, or a couple of 
hens, or a swine’s shoulder or a quarter of a wether ” 

“And did he not die of apoplexy?” inquired the Curtal Friar 

“No, indeed, for abundance of food and drink prolong life rather 
than shorten it” 

“With that view I cannot concur,” answered the Friar. “And I 
will tell you why. The stomach, as you know, is right in the middle 
of a man’s body, and everything a man eats or drinks goes there 
Rrst of all. Now the stomach may be likened to a cauldron on the 
fire wherein one cooks one’s food. Everyone knows that when the 
cooking pot IS filled too full it cannot be tended properly, for the 
food either runs over the rim and puts out the fire, and so remains 
uncooked; or if the fire is not put out, what remains in the pot is 
scorched, and so also remains uncooked But when the kettle is prop- 
erly filled and the food is properly sodden, and is clean and good and 
wholesome, then all the household partake of it with pleasure. But 
if the food IS spoiled, then the family remain unsatisfied and un- 
nourished, and their joy and strength are abated Now all this may 
be applied to man’s stomach The stomach lies close to the liver, 
which IS Its fire for cooking whatever a man eats or drinks. And 
when the stomach is properly filled with food, then the food is well 
digested And if the stomach is adequately nourished, $0 also are all 
the members which depend on it stronger and healthier. But when 
there is too little in the stomach, the members are underfed and lose 
their strength and health, though it is better to have too little than 
too much And when the stomach is crammed to overflowing, no 
matter how hot the liver may be, some of the food remains undigested 
and the stomach must cast it out, or else it spoils there And if the 
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superfluity overflows into the various members, then their balance 
and well-being arc upset, and grievous ills arise in those members, 
so that a man may lose his sight, or his hearing, or go lame. . . 

The Friar would have continued, but was stopped by Bonvesin da 
Riva’s upraised hand “We will gladly hear your sermon on another 
occasion,” he said, “but while we are at supper we will hinder neither 
the stomach nor the liver in their functions by talk of a lugubrious 
nature.” 

“Very well,” answered the Friar. “But you see that I am healthy, 
and 1 live mostly on beans and cress and sour milk. I have a wealth 
of experience which I should be glad to put at the disposal of this 
company.” 

“What would you say to nettle soupi*” asked Henry Castide. 

“I wouldn’t mention it at all,” replied the Friar shortly. 

“What IS netde soup?” asked the Goodman of Pans in astonish- 
ment 

“When I was living in Ireland,” said Castide, “there was a story 
current that Columcille existed during the last years of his life on 
such a pottage ” 

“How extraordinary!” exclaimed the Goodman. 

“But true,” said John Colgan “One day the saint happened to be 
wandering over the rocks and crags, the fields and moors, the heaths 
and brakes of Hy when he came upon a miserable old woman cut- 
ting?nettlcs ‘What is the meaning of what you do?’ asked the saint. 
‘This is the meaning on it,’ answered the woman ‘I am cutting these 
nettles to make pottage ’ ‘Indeed ?’ said Columcille ‘It is so,’ answered 
the woman, ‘that I have only the one cow, and she with calf, and 
nettle pottage is what serves me this long time while I wait for her 
to come fresh.’ That seemed good to Qalumcille ‘Since it is only 
for expectation of the one cow that the woman is in this great hunger,’ 
said he to himself, ‘how much more fitting is this food for us, though 
sore were the hunger in which we should be, since it is the eternal 
kingdom which we expect?’ So he said to his servant: ‘Pottage of 
nettles from thee every night, and bring not the milk with it’ ‘It 
shall be done,’ said the cook. So Columcille was served with nettle 
soup and died of hunger ” 

“The story goes,” remarked Blind Harry, “that the Gyre Carling 
of the Tinto Hills considered green and raw hides a great delicacy; 
and yet some people object to Scotch haggis ” 

“ ‘Each man to his own taste’ is, I suppose, a venerable precept,” 
said Hector Boece, “yet Columcille’s soup appeals to me as little as 
the diet preferred by a lass of my home town.” 

“What about her?” asked Christine de Pisan. 
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“Tis a sad story," answered the historian. “Will anyone offer me 
a drink?” 

Dunbar pushed his flask of usquebaugh nearer to his countryman, 
and after Hector had wet his throat he began the story of . . . 


9. THE MAN-EATING MAIDEN OF DUNDEE 

Hector Boece 

It IS said that in the tyme of King James II thair was many mar- 
vellis that prognosticat the kingis death The night befoir his deceas 
thair appeared an clcir comet In the yeir preceiding thair was one 
borne quhilk had the membens both of male and female, called in 
oure language ane scratch, in whom manes nature did prevail, bot 
becaus his dispositioun and proportioun of bodie represented ane 
voman, he being in ane manes hous in Linlithgow, and so associat- 
ing in bedding with the guidman of the hous his dochter, maid hir 
to conceave with chyld, quhilk being devulgit throw the countrie, 
and the matrones vnderstanding this damosell deceived in this man- 
ner, being offendit that this monster tratour should sett him forth 
as ane voman, being ane verric man, they gatt him accused in judg- 
ment, to be brunt quick for his schamfull behaviour. 

“Sir,” interrupted Bartholomew, “stop there. Your language is 
obscure to some of this company I daresay it is the fault of your 
native fogs and mists, and that constant indulgence in usquebaugh 
has finished the rum begun by the climate If you must speak a 
foreign language, choose Latin or French, which everyone can un- 
derstand.” 

“Nay,” rephed Hector, “do not asperse the drink I will not speak 
in French, and if the Scots tongue displeases you, then you must be 
content with such English as I can command" 

Then taking another drink the historian continued. 

About this ume there was taken a brigand, along with his whole 
family, who haunted a place in Angus. This mischievous man had 
an execrable fashion of taking ail young men and childer which he 
could steal or bear away quietly without anyone’s knowledge, and 
eating them; and the younger they were, the more tender and de- 
hcious did he esteem them For the which cause and damnable abuse, 
he, with his wife and bairns, were all burnt, with the exception of 
one young wench a year old She was saved and brought to Dundee, 
where she was brought up and fostered, until she also came to be 
burned for the same crime of which her father had been convicted. 
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It 1$ said that when she was coming to the place of execution, there 
gathered a great multitude of people, especially of women, cursing 
her for being so unnatural as to commit such damnable deeds. She 
turned about upon these women, saying with an ireful countenance: 
“Why do you chide me, as though I had committed an unworthy act? 
Give me credence and believe me when I say that if you had had 
experience in eating the flesh of men and women you would think 
It so delicious that you would never forbear it again.” Thus, without 
any sign of repentance, this unhappy creature died m the sight of 
the assembled mulutude. 

“I am sorry,” apologized Hector, “that 1 am unable to give you 
the best version of this affair Robert Lindsay has a better account 
of It, but his manuscript is under lock and key ” 

"A pity,” said the Clerk of Oxenford. “I wonder why Lindsay wrote, 
if It was not with the hope that his message might reach as many 
people as possible ?” 

“You need make no excuses,” said John Major. “Probably you have 
said enough It is a distasteful subject ” 

“And yet,” remarked John Stow, “following Andrew of Wyntoun 
and Walter Bower, you yourself record the perverted taste of Crysty 
of the Klek, who set traps for women and children in the vicinity 
of Perth, and ate all he could catch.” 

“The circumstance is not peculiar to Scotland,” said John Mirk. “I 
have read that when Titus besieged Jerusalem the citizens were so 
reduced that they ate their boots and shoes for hunger Among the 
other starving people was a well-born woman who had a small boy. 
To him she said- ‘Dear son, I have suffered a great deal more pain 
for you than you for me; wherefor it seems proper that I should 
appease my hunger with your body rather than that I should die 
and you too ’ Then she slew her child and roasted half of him, laying 
up the other half raw As the flesh was roasting the odour of it 
penetrated to the street and attracted some passers-by The woman 
would have hidden the meat from them, but they insisted on shar- 
ing with her. So she said ‘What I am roasting here is half of my 
son. Since you will not leave me, here is the other half raw, which 
I was saving for tomorrow.’” 

“Romance!” exclaimed Polydore Vergil “Fantasy'” 

“Nay!” protested Higden “When the Tatars ravaged Pannonia in 
1239 so great was the dearth of food that people there too were driven 
to eat their own children ” 

“The historian is right,” said Raoul Lefevre. “When I was in my 
early thirties war had spread famine and pestilence over all France. 



THE FRIAKS OF BERWICK 55 

It was pitiful to see the multitudes of poor who died dady from 
sheer want, lying in heaps on the dunghills. Ac a village near Abbe- 
vdle a woman was arrested on the charge of having murdered sev- 
eral children, which she kept hidden in her house pickled m brine. 
The crime was discovered by some foragers who discovered parts 
of the bodies of these children in her house She confessed herself 
guilty and was publicly burned at Abbeville according to the sen- 
tence of the law.” 

“Gentlemen,” protested Bonvestn da Riva, “this conversation is in 
the worst possible taste.” 

“Well,” offered Dunbar, “if anthropophagy distresses your stom- 
ach 1 will give you a tale which will comfort it, I hope ” 

“Pray do so,” said the Goodman of Pans. 

lO THE FRIARS OF BERWICK 

WtHtam Dunbar 

At Tweed’s mouth there stands a noble town called Berwick, walled 
about with stone Therein dwell many lords of great renown, many 
fair ladies, and many a lusty gallant. There, too, is the great church 
and the Maison Oieu, and the four orders — ^Jacobins, Carmelites, 
Austin Friars and Friars Minor are not far to seek, for they all dwell 
in this town 

Now It happened one day that two of the ablest and most cun- 
ning of the Jacobins, Friar Allan and Friar Robert, were sent on a 
visit to their upland brethren, as was the custom These friars knew 
well how to talk flatteringly with women, wonderfully well did they 
please all wives, telling them talcs of the holy saints’ lives until such 
time as they were ready to return home But Friar Allan was very 
tired and wet and could not travel well, also, he had a touch of the 
gravel. Friar Robert was young and hot-blooded, and on the trip 
he carried the clothes and all the gear, for he was strong and sturdy 

Now night was coming on as they drew near Berwick, when 
Allan said. “Dear brother, it is late, I fear the gates be closed; we 
are tired and ill prepared to lodge outside the walls, except we find 
some good house wherein we may be harboured this night” 

It happened that they knew an excellent hosteler by the name of 
Simon Lawrear dwelling not far outside the town. As fair and blithe 
a wife he had as might be found anywhere, except that she was 
somewhat cool and aloof. ^Vhen the friars came to the hostel they 
greeted her courteously, and she answered them in like manner Friar 
Robert asked after the goodman, and she replied that he had been 
m the country since Wednesday buying up corn and hay and other 
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necessities. Robert wished him god-speed and asked dame Alison for 
a stoup of ale, “for,” said he, “we are wondrous dry.” The goodwife 
brought bread and cheese and ale, and for a little they sat there at 
their ease Then said Brother Allan* “Come hither, dame; sit down 
by me and fill the cup at least once ” “You shall be well paid,” added 
Brother Robert. 

Thus both friars were cheerful and told merry tales until suddenly 
they heard the prayer-bell of their abbey Thereat they were some- 
what disturbed, for they knew that now the gates were closed indeed 
and that they could certainly not get in. Then they prayed the good- 
wife for charity’s sake to grant them lodging for the night. But she 
answered sharply “The goodman is from home, as I told you. If I 
were to harbour friars in the house with me, what would Simon say, 
indeed, but that I abused his place in his absence^ Lady Mary for- 
bid,” said she, “and keep me from peril and shame ” 

Then said old Friar Allan “Nay, fair dame, listen to me. The 
gates of our abbey are closed now and we cannot get in. The road 
IS bad and I am tired and wet We should be dead before day if 
we went abroad now It would be a great sm if you were to cause 
us both to perish thus. Therefore, of very necessity, we must abide, 
and you may do with us what you please.” 

For a moment the goodwife looked at the friars in silence “By 
God who redeemed us,” she said, “you shall not stay here unless 
you are willing to he up in yonder loft at the end of the hall There 
IS straw there, and I will provide some bedclothes If this does not 
please you, wend your ways, for under no other conditions will I 
harbour you.” 

The friars followed the goodwife and the maid up the ladder to 
the hay and corn loft at the end of the hall. She made their bed 
and then passed down and closed the trap-door. Allan bedded him- 
self down as best he might, but Robert said he would look if he might 
see some sport or other 

Now as to Alison — she was right blithe to have the friars shut 
up in the loft, for she had made a tryst to prepare supper for her 
lover. Friar John, that very night, and she was not anxious for other 
company since he was to lie with her. John was a Grey friar of 
great fame, from Berwick, where he had the abbey in his governance, 
with plenty of silver and gold at his command. He had a privy postern 
of his own which he could use when he wished his goings and com- 
ings to remain unknown. 

The goodwife now beat up the fire, thrust fat capons on the spits, 
laid plump rabbits to roast, and bade the servant-girl tend all zeal- 
ously. Then she went to her chamber . . . clothed herself in a fine 
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red kirtle of silk adorned with silver, and on her head she put a 
fair white kerchief Her other garments shone with red gold; on 
every finger she wore two rings and was as proud as a parrot. After- 
wards she spread the table with a cloth of costly weave, and her 
napery was of the finest. When these preparations were completed, 
she went to see if anyone were coming, for she thought it a long 
time till she met her lover John. 

Shortly now Friar John knocked Alison knew his manner and let 
him in, welcoming him with every courtesy. John thanked her and 
said: “My own dear love, I have brought you these two leather bot- 
tles, each holding a gallon of Gascon wine; take this brace of newly 
killed partridges also, as well as this basket of finest white bread, 
and make good cheer. Since Simon is from home, I will he homely 
with you, my own dear love” “You know,” replied Alison, smiling 
brightly, “that you are welcome here any time you wish to come.” 
Therewith Friar John pressed her hand tenderly, and they talked to 
each other amorously for a while. 

1 will now leave the goodwife and the friar to their sport and say 
something about those two simple friars who were locked up in the 
straw-loft Friar Allan lay quietly, but Robert was curious, and with 
his bodkin he made a little hole through which he was able to see 
everything that passed in the room below, and hear everything that 
was said He beheld the goodwife proud and fresh and gay, and 
heard how she called the friar “sweetheart,” “leman,” “lover.” You 
can imagine that Friar John’s courage rose when she whispered pri- 
vately in his ear 

After a while, when Alison saw that the supper was ready, she 
set the table and put on the two bottles of wine But she had hardly 
set them down when they heard the goodman cry out as he knocked 
sturdily at the gate outside Both were aghast. John started up and 
would have run away, but alasi there was no way out. Said Alison; 
“That is Simon making all that noise. I thought he was well away. 
If I live another half year you may be sure I shall be quits with 
him for disturbing us in this manner; we can’t bide together now.” 
“What shall I do?” asked John “Hide in yonder big kneading- 
trough in the corner,” she replied, “until he goes to bed”; and she 
helped him creep under it, urging him to lie quietly To the servant- 
maid she said" “Take the meats from the fire and then slake it; 
strip the table and lock everything up in the aumry, meat, ale and 
wine; and sweep the floor clean so that there may be no appearance 
of a feast.” Afterwards she quickly put off her gala attire and went 
to bed, suffering Simon to knock his fill the while 

Now when Simon was tired knocking he went to the other side of 
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the house and cried out for Alison. At last she answered crabbedly; 
“Who IS It who knows my name so well? Go away, for Simon is 
not at home, and I will harbour no guests, by my faith.” Said Simon: 
“Fair dame, do you not know me? 1 am your Simon, and husband 
of this place.” “Are you Simon?” she asked; “alas! who would have 
expected you home so late?” Then she rose, got a light and opened 
the gate. She relieved him of all his gear and gave him a most hearty 
welcome. 

Simon bade the maid kindle the fire and prepare him some sup- 
per, and that hastily. Said Alison shortly: “There is no food here 
fit for you” “How so, fair dame? Get me some cheese and bread 
and fill the stoup; and don’t argue with me, for I am very tired, 
wet and cold.” Alison dared not disobey, but covered the board and 
quickly set on a soused neat’s foot, a sheep’s head, some cold meat 
and a stoup of ale. When the goodman sat down to this he was blithe 
enough. "By Allhallows,” he said, “1 should have no complaint to 
make if I had a fellow to eat with me. Dame, do you eat and drink 
with me, if you please.” “Devil a bit can I taste,” answered she; “and 
as for you, you ought rather to be in bed than sitting here wishing 
for company” 

Brother Robert, who had seen and heard all this from the loft, 
now whispered to Allan “Dear brother, I wish the goodman knew 
we were here — he might fare somewhat better Indeed, my heart will 
be sore if Simon cleans up yon sheep’s head when there is such 
muckle good cheer in the aumry.” And with that word he coughed 

“Who IS yon?” asked the goodman “It is only two friars,” said 
his wife. “What friars?” asked Simon. “Friar Robert and old Friar 
Allan,” said Alison. “1 gave them shelter after hours.” “They arc 
heartily welcome,” said Simon. “Go call them down so that we may 
drink together ” “If you take my advice,” replied the dame, “you will 
let them be, they had liefer sleep than sit in company ” Said Simon 
to the servant-maid “Go call the friars and ask them to come down 
to me.” And she did as she was bidden 

The two fnars greeted Simon, and he welcomed them heartily. 
“Come, my dear brothers, sit down beside me and bear me com- 
pany, for, as you see, 1 am alone Take your part of such cheer 
as we have ” Said Friar Allan “I pray God save you, for here is 
enough of God’s good.” “Nay,” replied Simon, “I’d give a crown 
for some really worthy food and drink for the three of us.” “What 
food and drink would you have?” asked Brother Robert, “for I have 
various and sundry arts which I learned beyond sea in Pans, and 
I would gladly put them to the test for your sake, and for the sake 
of your dame who gave us shelter If you will keep the matter a 
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secret, I guarantee to produce the best food in this country, and 
Gascon wine, too; if there be any within a hundred miles, it will be 
here shortly now.” The goodman was amazed. “My heart will never 
be whole,” he said, “if you do not put that art into practice before 
you leave.” 

Thereupon Robert took his book and walked about for a while 
turning the leaves First he faced east, then he turned west and read 
a passage from his book. But he glanced frequently, too, at the aumry 
and at the trough where Friar John was lying Afterwards he sat 
down, cast back his hood and grinned and grimaced as though he 
were mad One while he would sit studying, another while he would 
read from his book, another while he would clap his hands and glower 
and gape Then he turned thrice about to the south, and when he 
came by the aumry he loured low. 

Alison beheld all this with great perturbation, for she suspected 
that Robert knew how she had arranged matters She observed how 
he fixed his attention on the aumry and said to herself' “Alas! he 
knows alll What shall I do? Woe the day 1 was born, for if Simon 
catches on, it will be dear doing” 

By now the friar had left his studying. He stood up and said. 
“Thanks to my art the matter is now finished. We shall have plenty 
of the best bread and wine in the country. Go quickly to yon aumry, 
fair dame, and open it, and bring us a couple of bottles of Gascon 
wine — they must hold a gallon and more, I think; and bring us the 
basket of fine bread, and the pair of fat rabbits, piping hot; the 
capons, too, you shall bring us, and the two brace of partridges, and 
two plovers. That is all, I believe” 

The goodwife perceived that the friar knew all her secret and 
that It was useless to make denial, so she opened the cupboard and 
found everything he had named She started back as though in amaze- 
ment, and crossed herself. “Ha' God’s mercy! What may this be? 
Who ever saw such a marvel before? Indeed, the holy friar spoke 
the truth” So she brought out all the food and set it on the table, 
both wine and other things, as you have heard Robert watched her 
closely to see that there was nothing missing 

when Simon beheld all this he was amazed and swore by the 
moon that Robert had done his task well “He who brought us all 
this so quickly through his great subtlety and knowledge of philos- 
ophy may be called a great man of science,” he said, “in a good 
hour came he hither. Now fill the cup and let us drink together and 
make good cheer after this wearisome day, for I have ridden a won- 
der toilsome road ” So Simon and his guests pledged each other with 
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Gascon wine, and made merry with loud song, and thus drove away 
the long night. 

Once Simon called to Alison* “Q>me hither, dame; sit by me and 
partake of our good cheer And I pray you thank this friar for his 
great skill and art in having provided us so abundantly.” But all 
their sport and merriment brought little joy to Alison, for some- 
thing else was m her mind. Her heart was a-flutter with dread lest 
the friar betray her. So she sat still and drank with feigned cheer. 

Finally, after the wine had worked in them and they were right 
blithe and merry, Simon said “I marvel indeed how you were able 
to bring us so many dainties with such speed.” “There is nothing 
to marvel at,” replied Robert “I have a privy page who comes to 
me without anyone’s knowledge and brings me whatever I wish. If 
you want more, I will get it for you But 1 pray you, keep it a secret, 
and let no man know that I can do such a thing ” 

Simon swore by heaven that so far as he was concerned the affair 
should be well concealed. “But, dear brother,” he said, “I should like 
to see your servant so that we may drink together.” “Nay,” said Rob- 
ert, “you must not have sight of him, for I give you to understand 
that if you were to see him in his own form and figure you would 
straightway go out of your mind, so foul and ugly is he. I dare not 
take the responsibility of bringing him hither, particularly now, so 
late at night, except as it were translated and disguised from his 
own shape into another.” Said Simon “1 will not urge you; what- 
ever pleases you, pleases me; but I would fain see him.” “Well,” 
said Robert, “in what likeness shall I make him appear^” “In the 
shape of a friar,” answered Simon, “the white kind, like yourself, 
for white will harm no one.” Robert said that could not be, for it 
would be a great despite to his order. “But you shall see him in the 
likeness of a grey friar,” he said. “Now pay heed; be still, and what- 
ever you see or hear, speak no word and stir not till I have finished 
my business. You, Simon, stand up beside me with a staff in your 
hand; but fear not, I will protect you ” Said Simon “So be it,” and 
he got up and seized a cudgel, somewhat apprehensive, but stout 
of heart. “What shall I do^” he asked. “Nothing,” replied Robert. 
“Stand still by the door and give close attention to me. When I bid 
you strike, lay on stoutly. See to it that you hit him right on the 
neck.” “I will,” said Simon, “with all my might.” 

Hereupon Robert took his book and turned the leaves busily for 
a long while. Then he approached the kneading-trough and said thus: 
“Hal How! Hurlybasl Now I conjure you that you rise up before 
me in the likeness of a grey friar; get up out of this trough where 
you lie, and make no din or outcry. Do no harm to anyone here; 
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withdraw your hands into your sleeves and pull your hood down 
over your face. You may thank God you get so much grace. Go 
back to your own dwelling without delay. Make speed over the stair 
and harm no one in your going. And see to it that you come here 
no more unless I command you.” 

At this Friar John, who thought he had been in the trough a long 
ume, scrambled out and rushed to the door with heavy cheer, for 
never ere had such a chance befallen him When Robert saw him 
going he called to Simon “Lay on' Strike hardily, for now is the 
time.” With that Simon let fly a felon flap with his staff, and hit 
Sir John on the neck, but the blow was so violent that with the 
impetus of It he fell over a sack and broke his head against a stone 
mortar In the meantime Friar John went down the stair in such 
wise that he missed the steps, and fell into a puddle of mire forty 
foot wide at the bottom of it He got up with clothes all bespattered, 
drearily made his way through the slop, and climbed quickly over 
the stone wall. He was glad enough to escape, and will be loath to 
come again, I trow. 

Now Friar Robert looked and saw where the goodman lay won- 
drous low on the floor with a bloody head. He thought he was dead, 
and quickly earned him to the door, but when the fresh wind had 
blown twice in his face, Simon came to his senses “What ails you," 
asked Robert, “to be afraid?” “It was yon friar,” answered Simon. 
“Never mind,” said Robert; “the worst is away; make merry and 
mourn no more You knocked him clean down stairs so that he fell 
into the mire Let him go, for he was a graceless ghost And as for 
you, you had best make ready for bed.” 

Thus Simon’s head was broken on a stone. Friar John has leaped 
into the mire, besmutted from top to toe, and Alison in no wise got 
her will. Of this story there is no more 

“It was good right down to the end,” said Sir John Haringtor 
“Your characters seem really to live as human beings But what I ad- 
mire most IS the way you stick to the point and pass from one 
pioint to another without wandering into discussions of Providence, 
Free Will or the nature of dreams ” 

“The art of story-telling,” said Mac Conglinne, “is not new among 
the Celts.” 

“When I was in Kilkenny . . began Fynes Moryson. But what 
had happened to the assiduous traveller in Ireland the company were 
fated never to know, for they were suddenly startled by a series of 
sharp brittle noises Ossian had gnawed the last shred of meat from 
a haunch of venison and was now snapping the bone between his 
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thumb and forefinger to get at the marrow. Bonvesin da Riva looked 
on with astonishment as the Feman gouged a bit of recalcitrant mar- 
row from the knuckle with his htdc finger. “What manners!” he 
murmured. 

Ossian directed a mild blue eye toward him, but said nothing. 

“What abominable taste in food!” added Peter Bell 

“You are right to be shocked,” said Gerald de Barry. “The Irish 
are like no other people in the world. For instance, when a child is 
born in Ireland . . .” 

“We will keep the conversation clean,” interrupted Bartholomew 
sternly, 

“What about Irish taste and Irish manners?” inquired Geoffrey 
Keating. “Would you have the Irish eat like Germans or drink like 
Flemings? Have they no right to manners or tastes of their own?” 

“Gentlemen,” said William Camden, “you must overlook the Fenian 
poet's peccadilloes; he is of the meere Irish of a ruder day. In his 
time — or not long after it — marrowbones were considered a delicacy ” 

“True for you,” agreed Ossian “A marrowbone was the cause of 
considerable disturbance one time at the banquet of Dun na nGedh.” 

“Will you tell us about it?” asked Cohn Clout 

But Ossian was ranging about, looking for something to eat. 

“I will tell the story,” said Eices ind Righ. 

II. THE FIGHT FOR THE MARROWBONE 

Eices tnd Righ 

It was in the time when Congal Claen made a journey to the kings 
of Alba and of Britain to seek aid against Domhnall son of Aedh, 
king of Erin When he had finished his business in Alba, Congal 
went to Britain, where the king of Britain and the king’s men re- 
ceived him gladly and asked his news Afterwards an assembly was 
convened by them round Congal and the rest of the Ultonians to 
hold a consultation on the project of armed assistance for him. 

While they were assembled at the meeting they saw a single great 
hero approaching them — ^fairest of the heroes of the world, larger 
and taller than any man, bluer than ice his eye, redder than the 
fresh rowan berries his lips, whiter than showers of pearls his teeth, 
fairer than the snow of one night his skin. A protecting shield with 
a golden border was upon him, two battle lances in his hand, a sword 
with knobs of ivory and ornamented with gold was at his side. He 
had no other accoutrements of a hero besides these He had golden 
hair on his head, and a fair ruddy countenance he had. 

When the hero arrived at the border of the assembly he stopped 
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not till he came to the place where he saw the countenance of the 
king, and he sat at his right hand, between him and the king of 
Ulster. 

“Why hast thou sat thus?” said all. 

“1 was not ordered to remain anywhere else,” said he, “and be- 
cause It was I myself who selected the place, if there had been a 
better place, it is there 1 would sit.” 

The king smiled and said “He is right in what he has done ” Then 
they asked him his news, and he told them all the news in the 
present world, for there was not, they thought, a story under heaven 
which he had not. And they loved him very much, both men and 
women, for the goodness of his countenance and for his eloquence. 

Then the hosts repaired into the palace and left him alone outside 
on the hill whereon the meeting had been held I was sojourning in 
Britain at that time and I drew near to him and asked him his news, 
and he told me everything save his name and the name of his tribe. 
“Who art thou thyself?” he asked, “for I perceive by thy dress that 
thou art a poet ” “I am Eices the royal poet,” I answered, “and it is 
to the king’s palace I am now repairing” 

A heavy shower fell then, consisting of rain intermingled with 
snow, and the hero put his shield between me and the shower, leav- 
ing his own arms and battle dress exposed to the snow “What is 
this for?” I asked. “I say unto thee,” he replied, “that if I could show 
thee a greater token of veneration than this, thou shouldst receive it 
for thy learning, but as I cannot, I can only say that 1 am more fit 
to bear ram than one who has learning” “If thou thinkest proper 
to come with me this night to my house,” I said, “1 will procure 
food and a night’s entertainment for thee.” “I think well of it,” re- 
plied the hero. So we went home and got a sufficiency of meat and 
drink there. 

Then it was that the king’s messenger came for me, but I said 
that 1 would not go unless it were the wish of the unknown youth 
who was my guest The hero rephed that it was meet for me to go 
to the assembly, for there were three places at which a poet obtained 
the greatest request, namely, at a meeting, at a wedding and at a 
banquet. “And I will not be the cause,” said he, “that the host of 
Britain should be assembled together in one place and go away with- 
out thy getting anything from them ” 

So we went to the palace, and I was seated in the presence of the 
king, and the youth was seated elsewhere. Food was distributed and 
we got our fill of meat and drmk. Now before entering the palace 
I had told the stranger youth that if a bone should be brought on 
a dish in his presence, he should not attempt breaking it, for there 
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was a young man of the king’s household to whom every marrow> 
bone was due, and that if one should be broken against his will, its 
weight in red gold must be given him, or else battle in single com- 
bat, and that he was the fighter of a hundred “That is good,” said 
the hero. “When that will ^ given, I will do my duty.” He stopped 
not till a bone was brought on a dish to him, and he put a hand on 
each end of it and broke it between his two fingers, and afterwards 
ate its marrow and flesh. 

All beheld this and wondered at it The hero to whom the mar- 
row was due was told of this, and he rose in great anger, and his 
heroic fury was stirred up to be avenged on the person who had vio- 
lated his privilege, and who had eaten what was due to him. 

When the unknown hero perceived this, he flung the bone at him, 
and It passed through his forehead and pierced his brain, even to 
the centre of his head Now the king’s people and his household rose 
to slay him in revenge for this deed But the hero attacked them as 
the hawk attacks a flock of small birds, and made a great slaughter 
of them, so that their dead were more numerous than their living, 
and the living among them fled Then he came and sat by my shoul- 
der, and the king and queen weie seized with awe of him when 
they had seen his warlike feats and his heroic rage and champion 
fury roused But he told them that they had no cause to fear him 
unless the household should again return to the house The king 
said that they should not return 

Now then, the hero took his golden helmet off his head, and fair 
was his visage and countenance after his blood had been excited by 
the fury of battle. And there we sat for a time while the queen 
conversed with him, and he told her his news. 

"If the eating of marrow seems to me bad taste,” said Bonvesin da 
Riva, "spilling men’s blood for the sake thereof impresses me as being 
still more reprehensible.” 

“Indeed?” said Keating “I should be curious to know what judg- 
ment you would pass on the manners and habits of the DubhgaU, 
otherwise known as Vikings? St Elphege, I understand, thought them 
atrocious, and you must admit that he had good opportunity to judge.” 

“Your words arc obscure to me, sir,” said the Italian. 

“I think I know to what the learned doctor refers,” said William 
of Malmesbury. “Svein Forkbeard, in revenge for the murder of his 
sister, was ravaging King Ethelred’s realm up and down. A party of 
his marauders captured Aelfheah, or Elphege, Archbishop of Canter- 
bury, and held him for ransom; but he could not or would not com- 
ply with their exorbitant demands So, as a means of softening his 
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stubbornness, every day at dinner they brought him into the hall, 
set him in a corner, and as fast as they had gnawed the meat from 
a knuckle of beef, they would hurl the bone at him. Thus he died.” 

“It IS true,” said Matthew Pans, “that St Elphege’s effigy adorns 
the facade of Salisbury cathedral, and he holding the instruments of 
his martyrdom in a fold of his gown But they seem to me to be 
stones, and not beef-bones. You yourself, in your History, said he 
was stoned to death ” 

“Yes,” said William, “but you, who are also an historian, know 
very well that some things cannot always be written just as they 
happen ” 

“1 had better taste and omitted the matter entirely,” said Snorri 
Sturlason. 

“The custom of throwing beef-bones at dinner guests is of hoary 
antiquity,” remarked Camden “Did not Ctesippus fling an ox-hoof 
at Odysseus in his own halP Perhaps that branch of the Nordic 
race which migrated northward preserved the custom " 

“There are illustrations of it in our records, to be sure,” said £mar 
Rattlescale. 

“Will you give us one^” asked Matthew Pans. 

“If you like,” answered the skald, “I will tell . . 


12. HOW BODVAR IMPROVED TABLE-MANNERS AT THE COURT 
OF KING HROLF 


Etnar Rattlescale 


There was a prince called Bjorn He loved a maid called Bera. 
He met a violent end Soon after Bjorn’s death Bera bore three sons 
at a birth The youngest of these was Bodvar, and him his mother 
loved dearly. 

Now after the death of Bjorn’s hither. King Hring, Bodvar took 
over his grandfather’s kingdom and ruled quietly for a time. Thyi 
one day he called his men together and announced that he intended 
to ride forth on adventures So he went away alone, with neither 
gold nor silver nor other property on him, though he was well pro- 
vided as to clothes 

One day it rained heavily and Bodvar was wet through. The road 
was heavy with mud and the going difficult for the horse By night- 
fall he had the good fortune to hght upon a peasant’s hut, where he 
asked for admittance and shelter. Here Bodvar was well received 
and his wants satisfied. In the evening he asked his host a great 
many questions about King Hrolf and his heroes’ mighty deeds, and 
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if It were far to his hall. “Not far,” said the old man; “are you bound 
thither?” “That is my intention,” answered Bodvar. “That may be 
very well for you,” said the old fellow, “for I see that you are a large 
and well-built man; and the king’s men, too, seem to be sturdy and 
capable fellows.” 

At these words the old wife began to weep and wail “What is the 
matter with you, old woman?” asked Bodvar. “My husband and I 
have a son,” she answered, “named Hottr. One day he went to the 
king’s burg to amuse himself. The king’s men played their tricks 
on him, and when he did not take it m good part, they seized him 
and put him among the sweepings and bones m a corner of the 
hall With them it is the custom, at meal-time, as soon as they have 
gnawed a bone clean, to hurl it at Hottr It often happens that he 
gets great harm when one of the bones hits him. I do not know 
whether or not he is still alive But if you find him living, I ask no 
other payment for my hospitahty except that you throw only little 
bones at him” 

“I will do as you ask,” said Bodvar; “and I must say that it seems 
to me ill beseeming to heroes to throw bones at people, or mistreat 
children or weak folk.” 

“Do as you have said,” replied the carlin, “for you have a strong 
hand, and I know for sure that he will not survive it unless you 
spare him” 

The next morning Bodvar took his way to Hleidargard, King 
Hrolf's hall Without asking permission he put up his horse in the 
stable beside the best horses of the king, then he entered the hall, 
where he found only a few men present. He sat down on one of 
the lower benches, but he had not been there long when he heard 
a knocking in the corner. As he looked, he saw a black and grimy 
hand emerge from a heap of bones lying there. Bodvar went to the 
corner and asked who was hiding in the bone-heap, whereupon a 
very small voice replied “I am Hottr, dear chap” “Why are you 
here, and what are you doing?” asked Bodvar “I am making a shield- 
burg for myself, dear chap,” replied Hottr. “What a miserable fel- 
low you are with your shield-burg,” replied the prince, and pulled 
him bodily out of the bone-heap. 

Thereupon Hottr shrieked and said. “Now you’re going to kill mel 
Please don’t' I had just forufied myself so nicely, and now you have 
demolished my shield-burg' I had just built it up high enough around 
me so that I was protected from all your shots — for none has hit me 
for a while now— but I had not yet completed it to my satisfaction.” 

“You will not have to budd shield-burgs from now on,” said 
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Bodvar. “Are you going to kill me?” whined Hottr, “Don’t yell so 
loud,” answered the prince. 

Then Bodvar took the wretch out to a fountain and washed him 
from top to toe. Afterwards he returned to his place in the hall and 
sat down, with Hottr beside him The latter, though he seemed to 
understand that this man intended to help him, was so frightened 
that he trembled all over 

As evening came on people began to come into the hall, and 
Hrolf’s champions saw that Hottr was sitting on a bench They 
thought he must be a brave man who had dared to place him 
there Hottr had a bad moment when he saw his friends, for his life 
was dear to him; he had had nothing but evil from them, and would 
have fled again to his bone-heap, but Bodvar held him fast. 

Now the king’s men resumed their old game and began to throw 
bones, at first little ones, across the hall at Bodvar and Hottr. The 
prince paid no attention, but Hottr was so frightened that he could 
touch neither food nor drink, and it seemed to him very certain that 
he should now be knocked to death Said he to Bodvar “Dear chap, 
they are aiming a big bone at you now, and it is certainly meant 
to be our death” Bodvar told him to shut up Then he raised his 
hand, cup-wise, and so seized m mid air the marrowbone with a 
whole shank still attached to it This he sent back at the fellow who 
had thrown it, and with such good aim and power that he killed 
him on the spot 

At this Hrolf’s warriors were frozen with fear. News fled to the 
king and his body-guard that a very imposing hero had entered the 
hall and killed one of his men, and that his retainers now wished 
to kill the stranger Hrolf asked whether the slain man had been 
guiltless or not “Practically guiltless,” said the messengers But the 
king got the truth out of them, and said that the newcomer should 
certainly not be slain “For you have assumed,” he said, “a nasty 
practice of flinging meat bones at innocent strangers, that redounds 
to my dishonour and your shame I have otten spoken about this 
matter before, and you have paid no heed I think the man whom 
you have vexed must be a person of importance Call him to me that 
I may find out who he is ” 

Bodvar came to King Hrolf and greeted him courteously, “What 
is your name'*” asked the king ‘Your people call me ‘Hottr’s cham- 
pion,’” he replied, “but my name is Bodvar.” “What compensation 
will you give me for my man asked Hrolf “He got what he gave,” 
answered Bodvar. “Will you become my man and take the place 
of the slain one?” asked Hrolf “I will not refuse that,” replied the 
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prince, “but only on condition that Hottr and I remain together, and 
that we both sit nearer to you than the other did Otherwise we 
shall go our ways.” “I sec no great honour for me in Hottr,” said 
the king, “but I will not deny him food and drink.” 

Thereupon Bodvar chose a seat that pleased him: he pulled three 
men out of it and sat down there with Hottr; and that was nearer 
the king than the place that had been indicated Hrolf’s people con- 
sidered Bodvar to be a very irritable man, and were very much in- 
censed against him. But Bodvar kept his seat. 

“A moment ago,” said Blind Harry, “Messer Bonvesin remarked 
that It was vile to hght for marrowbones and such 1 am perhaps in- 
clined to agree with him — when my belly is full. But would the gen- 
tleman think It proper to fight for honour, and to obtain peace?” 

“Honour IS always worth fightmg for,” said Bernardo del Carpio, 
“to the death” 

“Peace we must have,” asserted Marsiglio of Padua, “even if we 
have to fight for it When the clash of two seemingly irreconcilable 
opinions disturbs the peace of all, there remains no choice but to 
pit one opinion against the other till one of them disappears, either 
by defeat or change, and equilibrium is restored.” 

“1 have in mind a tale,” answered Blind Harry, “which illustrates 
what you say exaedy It was like this . . .” 

13. THE FIGHT ON THE INCH OF PERTH 

Blind Harry 

In the year 1396, during the reign of Robert III, a great part of 
northern Scotland beyond the mountains was disturbed by two 
pestiferous catcrans and their followers. Christie Johnston led the 
Clan Quhele, and Strabrek the Clan Kay 

These clans lived at continual strife with one another. They would 
not abide by the terms of any pact or treaty, and no art of the 
king or his lieutenants was able to reduce them to order. In their 
mutual raids they burned and slew, sparing neither man nor woman. 
For many a day Thomas Dunbar, Earl of Murray, and David 
Lindcsay, who afterwards became Earl of Crawford, had striven 
to make peace between them, but they could effect nothing. Each 
clan violently asserted its own superiority. The only terms either side 
would accept were that the other side should acknowledge itself in- 
ferior and become its dependents. 

Now the Earl of Dunbar was a wise man, and he made a pro- 
posal, the same one to each clan, namely, that thirty men from one 
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should fight in the lists with thirty men from the other, with swords 
and axes only, and with no other body armour but their doublets. 
The side which won should be the master of the other clan after 
that. 

Both leaders accepted this wise lord’s suggestion The day of com- 
bat was accordingly set for the Monday before the feast of St Michael, 
and the place was to be the north Inch of Perth on the river Tay. 

When It came time to advance into the field it was found that 
there was a man wanting on one side The twenty-nine would not 
engage the thirty, and the thirty would not withdraw a man There- 
upon a big bold bustcous churl who was standing among the spec- 
tators offered to fill the missing fighter’s place for pay. The king 
and the magnates agreed to this 

Then the heralds cried “Let them go' Let them go I God show 
the right'” Now the battle axes swung, and swords were flourished 
m such wise that on both sides men fell like slaughtered cattle Up 
and down, back and forth they fought till all were slam save eight 
— or as some say, eleven — on one side, and a single man on the 
other. When the lone warrior saw that all his companions were 
down, he thought it would be no child’s play to remain, so he leaped 
the barriers and swam over the Tay 

After that there was peace in those parts for a while. 

“Your story,” said Jorge Ferreira de Vasconcellos, “reminds me of 
a tourney which took place in England between twelve English and 
twelve Portuguese knights The English courtiers, for some reason, 
dispraised the beauty, and questioned the honour of the ladies of 
the court The truth or falseness of their assertions was to be decided 
by a tourney; and since no English knight could be found to enter 
the contest on their behalf, the Duke of Lancaster found them cham- 
pions in Portugal That was no difficult matter, for the Portuguese 
knights — at least in the time of King Joao — bore the palm for chivalry 
and courtesy. Need I say more'* The honour of the English ladies 
was abundantly vindicated and their names cleared by the twelve 
Portuguese gendemen in the presence of the king himself” 

“I remem^r that affair,” said Henry Knighton, “and I have never 
been able to understand it, for the reproach brought by the English 
lords against the ladies of the court was certainly well founded. 
Many of them used to ride to tournaments themselves, travestied in 
men’s clothes, and making use of the occasion to indulge in all sorts 
of folly and wantonness” 

“What you say is only one of many proofs,” remarked Robert 
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Mannyng, “that tournaments are the well-spring of all the seven 
deadly sms” 

“It seems to me,” spoke up Jean Froissart, “that the purpose which 
inspired thirty Breton knights to engage thirty English knights — 
or rather, twenty English, six Germans and four Brabanqons — ^was 
far nobler Your Clan Kay and your Clan Quhele fought for nothing 
but physical supremacy, inspired by that stiff-necked pride and hase- 
born envy which cannot endure a fellow They remind me of noth- 
ing so much as a pack of savage dogs snarling over a bone The 
knights of Brittany, however, fought in defence of their peasantry, 
as they were bound to do according to the conventions of feudalism. 
Their hard-won victory was a brilliant proof that right must pre- 
vail over injustice.” 

“The encounters which you and Hector describe,” said Francesco 
Guicciardini, “are not without a parallel in the annals of my coun- 
try. I remember two dogs — ^as you say — snapping over a bone They 
were Louis XII of France and Ferdinand V of Aragon, and the hone 
was the Capitanata, a province north of Naples The war was led by 
Louis d’Armagnac, Due de Nemours, on the one side, and by Gon- 
<;alvo de Cordoba on the other The French, with the aid of two 
thousand Swiss mercenaries, made some slight territorial gains. This 
initial success led a swaggering Frenchman by the name of Charles 
de Torgues, who had come to Barletta to negouate an exchange of 
prisoners, to asseverate that Gonqalvo might as well give up the 
struggle at once, that he could never win the field with the soldiers 
at his command, for the Italians were an effeminate and pusillanimous 
people This opinion was pronounced while Torgues was a guest 
at supper in the house of Don Enrico de Mendoza Indico Lopez, 
one of Gonqalvo’s captains, who was also present, took issue with 
the French officer, praising the courage and fidelity of the soldiers 
under his command. The upshot of the discussion was an agreement 
that thirteen Italians should encounter thirteen Frenchmen on a field 
between Andre and Correto. The victors were to receive not only 
the arms and horses of the vanquished, but each was to have one 
hundred gold crowns to boot from his beaten opponent On the ap- 
pointed day the combatants met as arranged Great skill and courage 
were displayed on both sides, but the affray ended with uncondi- 
tional victory for the Italians And since the French, in their great 
pride, had not provided themselves with the necessary hundred crowns’ 
ransom, they were hailed off captive to Barletta, where the generous 
Gonijalvo paid their fines out of his own pocket Would you approve 
of such an engagement in defence of honour. Sir Jean?” 
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“By all means,” answered the chronicler. 

“No contest of the sort can possibly be condoned,” stated Caesar 
of Heisterbach categorically, “for the souls of those slam in jousts 
and tournaments go to hell” 

“It IS true,” observed Roger of Hoveden, “that Pope Alexander III 
forbade tournaments, and yet it is only by practice in such sham 
wars that knights are able to keep in trim for the actual wars m 
which they may at any moment be called upon to engage You 
must allow, I think, the desirabihty of having well-trained fighting 
men to put into the field” 

“We do not disallow it,” said John Wiclif, “but we reprobate the 
useless and senseless, nay, criminal shedding of blood ” 

“I regret that too,” said John Major, “but I regret also that the 
king of Scotland and his nobles were unequal to the task of taming 
those factions In my opinion the matter was badly handled I realize 
that It IS customary for the king to allow two fractious litigants to 
settle their differences by single combat, but it is a custom whereof 
I do not wholly approve in the case of two men, and certainly not 
in the case of sixty.” 

“I was interested,” said Matthew Pans, “in the circumstances which 
the skald related a moment ago When 1 visited the North I heard 
something about Bjorn and Bera and their three unusual sons Was 
there not some tragedy connected with their lives?” 

“There was, indeed,” replied Einar “Bjorn’s stepmother, when he 
repulsed her amorous advances, magically transformed him into 
the shape of a bear, and as such he was hunted down and slain by 
his father’s men. But when Bodvar had reached young manhood, he 
took due revenge for that deed he drew a s'’ck over the queen’s 
head and beat her to death — the witch ” 

“It sometimes happens,” remarked Giraldus Cambrensis, “that oc- 
cult power IS fearfully and even unjustly misused I heard of an ex- 
traordinary incident during my travels in Ireland which is to the 
point ” 

“What was that?” asked Henry Castide. 

14 . THE WERWOLVES OF MEATH 

Giraldus Cambrensis 

About three years before the arrival of Earl John in Ireland it 
chanced that a priest, who was journeying from Ulster towards 
Meath, was benighted in a certain wood on the borders of that prov- 
ince While, in company of only a young lad, he was watching by a 
fire which he had kindled under the branches of a spreading tree, 
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IqI a wolf came up to them and immediately addressed them to 
this effect: “Rest secure and be not afraid, for there is no reason why 
you should fear where no fear is.” The travellers, being struck with 
astonishment and alarm, the wolf added some orthodox words re- 
ferring to God. Then the priest implored him and adjured him by 
almighty God and faith in the Trinity not to hurt them, but to 
inform them what creature it was that in the shape of a beast uttered 
human words The wolf, after giving catholic replies to all questions, 
added at last “There are two of us, a man and a woman, natives 
of Ossory, who, through the curse of one Natalis, saint and abbot, 
are compelled every seven years to put off the human form and de- 
part from the dwellings of men. Quitting the human shape entirely, 
we assume that of wolves. If at the end of seven years this luck- 
less man and woman chance to survive, two others being substituted 
in their places, they return to their country and former condition. 
And now she who is my partner m this visitation lies dangerously 
sick not far from here; and, as she is at the point of death, I be- 
seech you, inspired by divine charity, to give her the consolations 
of your priestly office.” 

At these words the priest followed the wolf trembling as he led 
the way to a tree at no great distance, in the hollow of which he 
beheld a she-wolf, who, under that shape, was pouring forth sighs 
and groans On seeing the priest, having saluted him with human 
courtesy, she gave thanks to God who in this extremity had vouch- 
safed to visit her with such consolation. She then received from the 
priest all the rites of the church duly performed as far as the last 
communion This she importunately demanded, earnestly supplicating 
him to complete his good offices by giving her the viaticum. The 
priest stoutly asserted th.it he was not provided with it, whereupon 
the wolf, who had withdrawn to a short distance, came back and 
pointed out a small missal-book containing some consecrated wafers 
which the priest carried suspiended from his neck on his journey. 
He then entreated him not to deny them the gift of God and the 
aid destined for them by divine providence And to remove all 
doubt, using his paw as a hand, he tore off the skin of the she- 
wolf from the head down to the navel, folding it back. Thus she 
immediately presented the form of an old woman. 

When the priest saw this, compelled by fear more than by reason, 
he gave the communion, whereof the recipient partook devoutly. 
Immediately afterward the he-wolf rolled back the skin and fitted it 
to Its original form. 

These rites having been duly rather than righdy performed, the 
he-wolf gave the travellers his company during the whole night 
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at their little fire, behaving more hke a man than a beast. When 
morning came, he led them out of the wood, and leaving the priest 
to pursue his journey, pointed out to him the direct road for a long 
distance At his departure he also gave him many thanks for the 
benefit he had conferred, promising him still greater returns of 
gratitude if the Lord should call him back from bis present exile, 
two parts of which he had already completed. 

“I recall that story,” said Henry Castide, “though the circum- 
stances took place out of my district.” 

“Somewhere,” said fitienne de Bourbon, “I have read that a simi- 
lar curse was visited upon the inhabitants of Kent by St Austin. 
When they refused to listen to his teaching, and drove him out of 
town by flinging fish-tails at him, the saint prayed that God might 
send them a shameful token; and thereafter the children of that 
region were born with tails Surely Gregory was right when he 
warned Austin through Mellitus — duns mentibus stmul omma 
absctdere tmposnbtle esse. And that is a saying which apphes also to 
other times and other places” 

“Some people, particularly the Gauls,” said John Major, “tell that 
story with great unction But if it ever happened that the citizens 
of Rochester were born with tails, it must surely have been for a 
time only, as a warning not to contemn the teachers of divine 
things ” 

“I have travelled in various parts of the world, too,” spoke up 
Jean d’Outremeuse, “nor did I fail to note down the legends con- 
nected with the various places which I visited Your werwolves were 
condemned to only seven years’ transformation. But what would you 
say to the case of a lady transformed to dragon shape, and bereft 
finally of all hope of release^” 

“We could answer that question better if we knew the story,” 
said Cohn Clout. 

“Then I will tell it,” said the notary of Liege 


15. THE LADY OF LANGO 


Jean d’Outremeuse 


When 1 was in the cast I spent some time at Patera, where St 
Nicholas was born From Patera the way lies past the island of 
Crete, which the emperor gave to the Genoese Thence one passes 
to the isles of Colchos and Lango, and of these islands Hippocrates 
was once lord. It is said that Hippocrates daughter, in the hkeness 
of a great dragon, still dwells in the island of Lango. Some say 
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she IS a hundred fathoms long I do not know, for I never saw her. 
They of the isles call her the lady of the land. She lies in a cave 
in an old castle and makes her appearance but twice or thrice a 
year, and does no harm to any man unless he harms her She was 
thus changed and transformed from a fair damsel by a goddess called 
Diana And it is said that she shall endure in that form till there 
come a knight who is so hardy that he dares to kiss her mouth; 
then she shall return to her own nature and be a woman again, but 
shall not live long thereafter 

Not long since, indeed, a knight of the Hospital of Rhodes, hardy 
and doughty in arms, said he would kiss her. He mounted his horse, 
rode up to the castle and entered the cave But when the dragon 
lifted up her head towards him, and he saw her in such a hideous 
and horrible form, he fled away But the dragon caught him and 
carried him to a high rock in spite of himself, and from that cliff 
she cast him into the sea, so that both horse and man were lost 

According to another legend, a young man who knew nothing 
of the dragon, disembarked at Lango and went through the island till 
he came to the castle and the cave On exploring it he found a cham- 
ber, wherein he saw a damsel looking in a mirror and combing 
her hair There was much treasure lying about her, so he thought 
she was a common woman who received men there to do folly At 
length the damsel saw his shadow in the mirror and asked him 
whai he wanted He replied that he would be her paramour She 
inquired if he were a knight, and he said that he was not Under 
those circumstances, she said, he could not be her leman, he must 
return to his companions, have himself knighted, and come to her 
on the morrow. She would come out of the cave to him and he 
should kiss her on the mouth She said also that he should have 
no fear, for though he saw her in the likeness of a dragon, she would 
in no wise harm him “Though you sec me hideous and horrible 
to look upon,” she said, “know that 1 am so made by enchantment. 
You may rest assured that I am really a woman as you see me now, 
so fear nothing. And if you kiss me, you shall have all this treasure 
and be my lord, and lord of the island also.” 

The youth returned to his fellows on board ship and had himself 
dubbed On the morrow he came back to kiss the damsel, but when 
he saw her come out of the cave in the form of a hideous and ugly 
dragon, he was so terrified that he fled back to the ship. She fol- 
lowed him, but when she saw that he would not turn back, she 
began to cry like a thing that had much sorrow, and returned to 
her cave Thereafter the knight died, and every knight who saw 
her since that time died 
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“Your heroine, as you suggest, was a truly unfortunate lady,” said 
Adam Scrivener, “and my heart, though not gentle, is moved with 
pity for her. I recall a similar situation in one of the odds and ends 
of manuscripts which my master Chaucer — or perhaps it was Gower 
— turned over to me for analysts so that he might work it into a 
story. You know what Chaucer did to it — or perhaps it was Gower. 
But now 1 will give you the true version as it came to me in my 
manuscript.” 


16. THE WEDDING OF SIR GAWAIN AND DAME RAGNELL 

Adam Sertvener 

The events of the story I am about to relate took place in the 
time of Arthur, and that courteous and noble king himself played 
a large part therein Arthur was the flower of all kings, and whither- 
soever he went, he bore away the honour of all knighthood In his 
country was naught but chivalry, knights were loved by that doughty 
king and cowards evermore shent 
Now listen to my tale for a while and I will tell you about King 
Arthur and what hcfell him once upon a time He went with his 
bold good knights to hunt in Ingleswuod. The king was set at his 
trestle-tree to bring down the wild deer with his bow, and his lords 
were gathered round him As the king stood, he caught sight of 
a large and fair stag, and set forth after him quickly The hart was 
in a fern-bracken, he heard the hounds and stcxid quietly concealed, 
as the king saw “Hold still, every man,” he said, “I will go myself, 
if perchance I can stalk him ” The king took a bow in his hand, 
and in woodman-like fashion he stooped low to stalk that deer. 
When he came close, the stag leaped forth into a briar, and the king 
followed. Arthur pursued his quarry for about half a mile in this 
wise, I think, and no man was with him. At last he let fly at the stag 
and hit him sore and surely, such was his luck The deer tumbled 
down into a great brake of tern, and the king brittled him 
Now as the king was alone there with the stag, up came a hand- 
some fellow well armed at all points. A strong and powerful knight 
he was. Grimly he spoke to the king and said 
“Well met, King Arthur I You have done me wrong many a year, 
and now I shall pay you back here in kind 1 should judge that 
your life days were about done Wrongfully did you give my lands 
to Sir Gawain What have you to say to that, sir king, now that 
you are here alone’’” 

“Sir knight, what is your name, if you can tell it with honour?” 



7^ MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

“Sir Gromersomer Joure,” he said. 

“Ah, Sir Gromersomer, now take thought; you would get no honour 
by slaying me here. Remember that you are a knight If you kill 
me now in this case, all knights will refuse your company every- 
where so that shame shall never be apart from you Forget your 
intention and be sensible, and whatever is amiss, I will amend it be- 
fore I go.” 

“Nay,” said Sir Gromersomer, “by the king of heaven! I tell no 
lie when I say that you shall not escape so I have you at my ad- 
vantage now, and if I were to let you go thus with mockery, another 
time you would certainly defy me” 

Said the king “So help me God! except my life, ask Whatever 
you wish, and I will grant it You will win only shame by slaying 
me in vencry, you armed, and I clothed only in green.” 

"All this will certainly not help you,” said Sir Gromersomer, “for 
as a matter of fact, I wish neither land nor gold, but only that 
you shall meet me on a certain day, which 1 will set, and in the 
same clothing ” 

“Very well,” said the king; “here is my hand on it.” 

“Yea, but wait, O King, and hear me a little First you shall swear 
upon my brown sword that when you come again you will show 
me what it is that women love best in country and town; and you 
shall meet me here without fail this day twelvemonth; and you 
shall swear upon my good sword that, by the Rood, none of your 
knights shall come with you, either known or unknown And if you 
do not bring an answer, you shall certainly lose your head for your 
trouble What say you, O King? Come, now, have done.” 

“Sir,” replied Arthur, “though I am loath, I agree to your con- 
ditions I promise that as I am a true king I will come again at 
this twelvemonth’s end and bring your answer Now let me go ” 

“Go your way, then, King Arthur Your life is in my hand, I 
am sure You do not know what grief is in store for you. But take 
care. King Arthur, and think not to beguile me. Keep this matter 
close, for if I thought you intended to betray me, by Mary mild, 
you should lose your life first!” 

“Nay,” replied Arthur, “that cannot be; you shall never find me 
an untrue knight; I had rather die first. If 1 am ahve, 1 will come 
on the appointed day, even though I should not escape death. Fare- 
well. sir knight, ill metl” 

The king blew his bugle; all the knights heard it and recognized 
Its note and rushed to him They found the king and the deer. But 
their lord's cheer was heavy; no lust had he to laugh. “Let us go 
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home to Carhsle, now,” said King Arthur, “I am not well pleased 
with this hunt ” 

To Carlisle came the king, and his heart was wondrous heavy, 
but no man knew the cause of his melancholy Therein he abode 
so long that many knights marvelled At last Sir Gawain said to the 
king; 

“Sire, I wonder very much what grieves you so sorely.” 

“Gentle Sir Gawain," said Arthur, “I will tell you As you know, 
I was hunting in Ingleswood and 1 brought down a hart all alone, 
by myself. There I met an armed knight who told me his name was 
Sir Gromersomer Joure It is on his account that I make moan, for 
he threatened me direly and would have slam me violently; but I 
spoke him fair, for 1 had no weapons about me. Alas! On that ac- 
count my worship is now gone ” 

“On what account?” asked Gawain 

“What IS the use of words? I do not he when I say he would 
have slain me without mercy, and that pleased me ill. He made 
me swear that at the twelvemonth’s end 1 would meet him again, and 
thereto I plighted my troth Also, on that day, I should be pre- 
pared to tell him what it is that women desire most, otherwise I 
should lose my life I gave my oath on this, and swore also that 
I would tell the matter to nobody, for I had no choice If I fail 
to bring an answer, I know I shall be killed straightway, for part 
of the condition was that I should come back in no different ac- 
coutrement than I then bore. This is the cause of my dread and fear, 
so blame me not if I am a woeful man ” 

“Yea, Sire,” said Gawain, “be of gewd cheer. Have your horse 
made ready to ride into strange countries, and s/herever you meet 
a man or a woman, ask what they say in answer to your ques- 
tion. And I will ride another way and make inquiry of every man 
and woman, and write their answers down in a book ” 

“By the Holy Rood,” said the king, “this is well advised, O Gawain 
the good.” 

Soon both Gawain and the king were ready. Arthur rode one 
way, Gawain another. Each continually mquircd of man and woman 
what It was that women held most dear. Some said they loved to be 
well dressed; some said they loved solicitous attention; some said 
they loved a lusty man to hold them m their arms and kiss them. 
Some said one thing, some another In this wise Gawain got many 
an answer, and by the time he returned to court he had a great 
book full. The king also returned with his book, and each examined 
the other’s record. 

“This can hardly fail,” said Gawain. 
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“By God,” said the king, “I am sore adread. I will search a little 
more in Ingleswood. I have hut a month to my appointed day, and 
I may hit upon some good tiding” 

“Do as you please,” answered Gawain, “whatever you do is agree- 
able to me; it is well to be inquiring But have no fear, my lord, but 
that you shall speed well Some of your saws will meet your need, 
otherwise it were fearful bad luck” 

The next day King Arthur rode into Ingleswood There he met 
a lady she was far and away the most ungoodly creature that man 
ever saw, and King Arthur was vastly amazed by the sight of her 
Her face was red, and her nose snotted all over Her mouth was 
wide, her teeth yellow and protruding over her lips, her cheeks were 
as broad as a woman’s hips, and her bleary eyes were larger than 
balls. On her back it seemed she bore a lute Her neck was long 
and thick; her hair was cluttered in a tangle; a yard wide she was 
in the shoulders, with hanging paps that would have been a load 
for any horse; and her figure was like that of a barrel Indeed, there 
IS no tongue able to rehearse the foulness of that lady, for she had 
enough and to spare of loathsomeness But the palfrey on which 
she sat was richly caparisoned, adorned with gold and many a 
precious stone. That was an unseemly sight — so extraordinarily foul a 
creature to ride so gaily, there was neither reason nor right in it. 
She rode up to Arthur and said 
“God speed you, O king' I am well pleased to meet you If you 
will take my advice, you will speak with me now before you ride 
farther I warn you that your life is in my hand ” 

“Why, lady, what would you with me?” 

“Sir, I should like to speak with you and tell you true tidings, 
for none of the answers that you are able to rehearse will help 
you at all. That is the truth, by the Rood You think I do not know 
your secret, but I warn you that I know every bit of it Unless I 
help you, you are no better than dead. Sir king, grant me but one 
thing and I will guarantee to save your life, otherwise you shall lose 
your head ” 

"Lady, what do you mean? Tell me quickly, for your words vex 
me Tell me why my life is in your hand and I will grant you any- 
thing you ask ” 

“The truth is,” answered the lady, “that I am not really a foul 
thing You must grant me a knight in marriage his name is Gawain 
For my part I will make covenant with you to the effect that if your 
life IS not saved through my answer, I will relinquish my desire; 
and if my answer saves your hfe, you must grant me Gawain as 
my husband Choose now, sir king, or else you are but a dead man ” 
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“Mary!” said Arthur. “I cannot guarantee that Gawain will marry 
you. The decision rests with him alone. But I will do my best in 
order to save my life. I will put the matter to him ” 

“Well, go home now and speak Sir Gawain fair Though I be foul 
in appearance, nevertheless 1 am really a lady gay Through me he 
can either save your life or assure your death ” 

“Alas I” cried the king, “woe is me that I should cause Gawain 
to marry you, for he will be loath to refuse me So foul a lady as 
you are I never in my life saw walk on ground I know not what to 
do.” 

“My foulness is beside the point,” answered the lady “Even an 
owl has a right to choose his mate You will get no more from 
me When you come back with your answer I’ll meet you here. If 
you bring a refusal you are lost” 

“Farewell, lady,” said the king 

“Yea,” she answered, “there is a bird called the owl, and yet a lady 
I am” 

“What IS your name, pray?” 

“I am called Dame Ragnell, and never yet have I beguiled a man.” 

“Good day, now. Dame Ragnell ” 

“God speed you on your way, sir king. I will meet you here to 
have your answer ” 

Thus they parted fair and well, and the king rode into Carlisle 
with a heavy heart. The first man he met was Gawain, who asked 
him how he had sped “Forsooth,” replied the king, “never so ill. 
Alas' I am on the point of killing myself, for it seems that I must 
die at all hazards ” 

“Nay,” said Sir Gawain, “I had rather be dead myself. These arc 
indeed ill tidings” 

“Gawain,” said Arthur, “today I met the foulest lady I ever saw, 
truly. She said she would save my hfc, but first she must have you for 
her husband. Therefore am I woebegone, therefore do I make my 
moan.” 

“Is that all?” asked Gawain "I will marry her and marry her 
again, though she were the fiend If she be as foul as Beelzebub I 
will marry her, by the Rood, or else 1 am no friend of yours You 
are my liege lord and have supported me honourably in many a 
Stour, and I will not be hanging back now Now it is my duty to 
save your life, my lord, otherwise I should prove to be a great and 
false coward, and my honour will be enhanced thereby. What about 
the lady?” 

“Indeed, Gawain, I met her in Ingleswood. She said her name 
was Dame Ragnell. She told me that unless I used the answer she 
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would furnish me all my labour would prove to be in vain; and 
if her answer did not help me in my need, then she would withdraw 
her demand. But if her answer helped me, then she would have 
you at all odds. That is the sum of it.” 

“As regards that,” said Gawain, “there will be no difficulty. I will 
marry her at whatever time you set. And I pray you, take no more 
thought about the matter, for if she were the foulest wight that ever 
a man might behold, for your love I would not hesitate.” 

“Gramercy, Gawain,” said King Arthur. “Of all knights whom 
I have ever known, you are the flower. You save my life and my 
honour forever, wherefor my love shall never part from you as long 
as I am king of this land.” 

Within five or six days Arthur must needs go his ways to render 
his report; Sir Gawain accompanied him out of town. When they 
had reached the forest “Farewell, Sir Gawain,” said the king; “I 
must go west and you shall ride no farther.” “God speed you on your 
journey,” answered the knight. The king had ridden hardly more 
than a mile when he met Dame Ragnell. 

“Ah, sir king,” said she, “I think you must be riding to give 
the answer that will avail you nothing.” 

“Since It cannot be otherwise,” said Arthur, “tell me the right an- 
swer now and save my life. Gawam has promised to marry you, for 
my sake, and you shall have your desire in bower and bed. Tell me 
quickly now, for the time has come, and 1 dare not tarry.” 

“Sir, you shall know what women desire most, whether they be 
of high or low degree, and I assure you that what I say is true. Some 
say we desire to be fair, or that we wish to be courted by a variety 
of different men, or that we hke to take our pleasure in bed, or 
that we desire to marry often. But you men know nothing about 
It. We desire to be considered fresh and young and not old, to be 
sure, and you men can always win us by flattery and guile and sly 
tricks, and so get whatever you want; I will not deny that you act 
cleverly But the thing wherein rests our entire fancy is something 
else still, and now you shall know what it is. Above all things, I 
tell you truly, we desire to have the mastery over men, whether of 
high or low degree. For though a knight be never so fierce and gain 
the victory in battle, where we have the sovereignty, all is ours Such 
IS our craft and our deceit that we would have the control over 
the manliest of men. So, sir king, wend your ways and reply to 
the knight as I have said — that what women desire most is lordship. 
He will be wroth and vexed, and will curse bitterly her who taught 
you this answer, for his labour will be lost. Go forth, sir king, and 
keep your promise, for your life is now quite safe, 1 assure you,” 
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Anhur rode forth a great way as fast as he could, through mire, 
moor and fen to the place of assignation, and there he met Sir 
Gromersomer, who addressed him sternly. 

“Come, now, sir king, let us see what your answer will be, for 
I am all ready." 

The king pulled out two books. “Sir, there is my answer. I dare- 
say one or the other will prove the right one.” 

Sir Gromersomer read every one of the answers in the two books. 
“Nay, nay, sir king, you are a dead man and shall bleed now, at 
once." 

“Wait a bit,” said Arthur, “I have one other answer which wdl 
certainly serve.” 

“Let me have it then,” said Sir Gromersomer, “or else, so help me 
God, you shall get your death ” 

“It seems to me,” said Arthur, “that I can sec very little gentility 
in you. By God who is ever merciful, here is our answer once and 
for all: Women desire sovereignty above all things, for that is their 
pleasure and their wish. If they can rule the manliest of men, then 
they arc happy Thus did they teach me to rule you. Sir Gromer- 
somer.” 

“And she who told you. Sir Arthur, 1 pray to God that I may 
sec her burning in a fire, for she was my sister. Dame Ragnell, the 
foul scutt, may God give her shamel If it had not been for her, I 
would have tamed you fully, but now I have lost much labour. 
Go where you will. King Arthur, for you need have no fear of me 
from now on Alas that ever I saw this dayl Now I know well that 
you will be my enemy and that 1 shall never get you at such an 
advantage again. Well may my song be Well-awa/l” 

“You are right,” said the king. “I assure you that the next time 
we meet I shall have some harness wherewith to defend myself. I 
vow to God you shall never agam find me in such a plight. If you 
do, you may bind and beat me to your heart’s content.” 

“Good day,” said Sir Gromersomer 

“Farewell,” said King Arthur 

Now Arthur turned his horse toward the plain, and there he soon 
met Dame Ragnell again in the place where he had left her 

“Sir king,” said she, “I am glad that you have been successful I 
told you how it would be. Now keep your promise. Since it was 
I and none other who saved your life, Gawain, the true gentle knight 
must marry me.” 

“Nay, lady, I shall not fail to keep my word You shall have 
your will, but if you will take my advice, you will marry Gawain 
secretly.” 
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“Nay, sir king; that I will not do. Before we part you must agree 
that we be married openly, otherwise you will be shamed Ride on 
ahead and I will follow to your court Do not argue with me; ]ust 
remember how I saved your life and rest assured that 1 desire no 
man’s shame’’ 

The king was very much embarrassed by her, but he rode forth 
for all of that till they came to Carlisle The lady rode beside him 
into the court, avoiding no man, and the king liked it ill All the 
people wondered hugely whence that foul unsweet thing might 
come, never had they seen such an ugly creature. 

Into the hall rode the lady. “King Arthur,” said she, “send quickly 
for Sir Gawain Plight our troths for weal or woe in the sight of 
all your chivalry so that I may be assured Come now, have done. 
Bring forth my love Sir Gawain straightway, for I have no desire 
for further tarrying.” 

Then Sir Gawain stepped forth. “Sir,” he said, “I am ready to 
keep my promise to you and fulfil all agreements.” 

“God’s mercy I” said Dame Ragnell then; “since you are of such 
good will, I wish, for your sake, that I were a fair woman ” 

Thereupon Sir Gawain plighted his troth for weal or woe, as he 
was a true knight, and Dame Ragnell was happy. 

“Alas!” cried Dame Guenevere, and so said all the ladies in her 
bower, and they wept for Gawain “Alas!” said both king and knight, 
“that he should ever wed such a creature ” So foul was she, I will 
not hide it, that on each side of her mouth she bad two teeth like 
boar’s tusks, a large handful in length One tusk went up, the other 
down. Her mouth was wide, and foully ingrown with many a grey 
hair Her lips lay bunched on her chin; and as to neck, forsooth, 

none was seen on her. She was a loathly one' 

Now Dame Ragnell would in no wise consent to be married un- 
less the banns were cried throughout the shire in town and borough, 
and she summoned all the ladies of the land to come and assist at 
the bridal. 

The day on which Sir Gawain was to be married to that foul lady 
came at last All the ladies of the court had great ruth thereof. The 
queen prayed Dame Ragnell to be married early in the morning as 
privily as possible. “Nay,” said she, “I will not consent to that for 

anything you can say, by the king of heaven. I will be married 

openly, for such was the covenant I made with the king, be sure 
of that. I will not go to church till high mass, and I will dine in the 
hall m the midst of all the company.” 

“Very well,” said Guenevere, “though the course you have chosen is 
one which gives you most honour and worship.” 
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“Yea, as for that, lady, God save you. I tell you without boast- 
ing that I will have my worship this day.” 

Finally Dame Ragnell made ready to go to church, and with 
all possible pomp. She was arrayed in the richest fashion, even more 
freshly than Dame Guenevere. Her apparel was worth three thou- 
sand marks of good red nobles, so richly was she dressed But in 
spite of her attire, she bore the bell for foulness above any of whom 
1 have ever heard tell. No man ever saw such a filthy sow. But to 
conclude When she was married, all went home and sat at meat, 
and this ugly lady had the place of honour at the high dais. All 
said, and it was true, that she was filthy and unmannerly. When 
the service came to her, she ate as much as six others there, so that 
many a man marvelled Her nails were three inches long, and there- 
with she broke her meat in an ungoodly fashion. Three capons she 
devoured, and three curlews, and she swallowed down great baked 
meats, pardee, so that all men were astonished No dish came be- 
fore her but she ate it up to the last morsel — that pretty foul damsel! 
Everyone who beheld her, both knight and squire, bade the devil 
gnaw her bones. So she ate till dinner was done, the cloths removed 
and hands washed, as the custom is 

Many would tell of the divers dishes served at the feast, but you 
may take it for granted that there was enough of both tame and 
wild In King Arthur’s court there was no lack of anything that 
might be obtained by the hand of man, whether in forest or field. 
There were, too, minstrels of divers countries, who probably did 
their best to enliven that sad feast I cannot say for sure, for at this 
point in the narrative there was a leaf missing in my manuscript 
But as the proverb says, “Be the day never so long, at last it ringeth 
to evensong,” and finally it came time for the newly wedded pair 
to retire. When they were alone in their chamber and the lights had 
been extinguished- “Ah,” said Dame Ragnell, “since I have mar- 
ried you, now show me your courtesy in bed, it cannot be rightly 
denied. Indeed, my lord, if I were fair you would act differently than 
you do. You pay no heed to the rights and obligations of wedlock, 
yet, for Arthur’s sake, kiss me at least Grant me this request and 
let us see how you speed ” 

“Before God,” answered Gawain, “I will do more than kiss you.” 
Then he turned towards her, and what he saw was far and away the 
fairest creature he had ever beheld “What is your will asked 
Dame Ragnell. “Ah, Jesus,” cried Gawain, “who are you “Sir,” she 
answered, “I am your wife. Why do you act so strangely-’” “Ah, 
lady, my fair one, 1 am at fault and I cry you mercy It was not 
tny intention to be rude, but I sec you now a fair lady whereas 
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earlier today you were the foulest wight that ever I set eyes upon. 
Happy am I, lady, to have you thus.” 

Therewith Gawain clasped her m his arms and kissed her and 
made great joy, 1 assure you. 

Said Dame Ragnell “You shall choose one of two things, so God 
save me, for my beauty will not last: Will you have me fair by 
night and foul to all men’s sight by day, or will you have me fair 
by day, and as ugly as possible at night? Choose one or the other, 
for one or the other you must needs have. Choose, sir knight, which 
you would rather have to save your worship ” 

“Alas!” answered Gawain, “the choice is hard. To have you fair 
only by night would grieve me sorely and cause me to lose my wor- 
ship And if 1 choose to have you fair by day, then 1 should have 
rude fare at night I would wilhngly choose the best, but I know 
not what in the world to say But you, my fair lady, do as pleases 
you. I put the decision in your hand. I leave the matter entirely to 
you so that you can loose me whenever you please, for I am bound 
whichever way I turn. Body, heart, goods, all arc yours to buy and sell 
as you please, 1 swear to God” 

“Gramercy, courteous knight,” replied the lady. “Blessed may you 
be above all earthly knights, for now I am treated with honour. Con- 
sequently, you shall have me fair both night and day, and bright 
and fresh as long as I live; so be not any longer grieved My step- 
dame — God have mercy on her’ — transformed me by witchcraft and 
necromancy, and it was my fate to retain that deformed shape unul 
the best knight of England had married me and given me authority 
over himself and his goods. And you, sir knight, courteous Gawain, 
have given sovereignty to one who will not vex you early or late. 
Kiss me, sir knight, right now and here. Pray be glad and make 
good cheer, for all has now turned out well for me.” 

Then the two of them made more joy than can be told, as was 
reasonable and natural The lady thanked God and Mary that she 
had been rescued from her foul form, and so did Gawain He made 
good cheer and thanked the Lord, I tell you truly. 

Thus they passed the night with joy and mirth till daybreak, when 
that fair lady made ready to rise. “You shall not get up yet,” said 
Gawain, “but lie and sleep till prime, and then let the king call us 
to meat.” “Very well,” said she. And thus the day wore on till 
noon 

“My lords,” said the king, “let us go and find out if Gawain is 
still alive. I am very much afraid lest the fiend have slain him.” 
When they had come to the chamber: “Arise,” said the king; “why 
are you lying abed so long?” “Marry, sir king,” replied Gawain, “I 
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should take it as a favour if you would leave me alone, for I am 
well at ease But wait a little and I will unfasten the door; then 
1 think you will see that things have turned out well for me and 
understand why I am loath to rise” 

Su- Gawain rose and took his fair lady by the hand, went to the 
door and opened it wide There she stood in her smock by her lord, 
her hair, as red as gold, falling down to her knees. “Behold,” said 
Gawain to Arthur, “this is my solace, my wife. Dame Ragncll, who 
once saved your life ” 

“Sir Gawain,” said the queen, “thank God. I thought she would 
have ruined you, and was sore aggrieved in my heart, but now I 
see It IS otherwise ” 

Then there was game and revel and sport, and everyone said 
to the other “She is a fair wight” Afterwards the king told them 
all how Dame Ragncll had helped him at his need. And he related 
to the queen how he had been bestead in Ingleswood by Sir Gromer- 
somer Joure, and what the knight had made him swear Then Gawain 
told the king and the company how Dame Ragnell had been mis- 
shaped by her stepmother until such time as a knight came to her 
aid And for her part she told the king what choice she had offered 
Gawain, and how he had resigned decision to her “May God re- 
ward him for his courtesy,” she said, “for he has saved me from 
ill hap and villainy, and a state that was foul and grim Wherefor, 
courteous knight and gentle Gawain, I shall surely never do any- 
thing to vex you, I promise you that here and now As long as I 
live I shall be obedient — I swear it by God above — and never strive 
nor quarrel with you” 

“Gramercy, lady,” replied Gawain “I am ’ight happy with you, 
and trust to continue so. Since you have been so kind to me, you 
shall have my love nor never need to ask for it " 

Said the queen and all the ladies- “She is the fairest in all the hall, 
by St John'” And Guenevere added “Lady, you shall always have 
my love for saving my lord Arthur, I swear as I am a gentlewoman.” 

To Gawain Dame Ragnell bore a son whom they called Gyngolyn, 
a knight of good strength and blood, who became a member of the 
Round Table. When that lady was present at any great feast, she 
always bore away the prize for fairness and beauty wherever she 
went. 

Gawain loved Dame Ragnell as he had never loved any other 
in all his life, I tell you truly Indeed, he lay by her day and night 
like a coward, no longer frequenting jousts and tournaments as he 
should have done Thereat the king was greatly astomshed. She, for 
her part, besought Arthur, of his courtesy, to be a good lord to 
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Sir Gromersomer as regards the matter wherein he had offended. 
“Very well, lady, for your sake,” said the king, “for I know that 
he 1 $ unable to make adequate amends for the discourtesy he did 
me. 

Now I will make a short conclusion of this gentle lady’s story. 
She lived with Gawain only five years, and that was a grief to 
Gawain all his life. In all her days she never vexed or annoyed 
him, wherefor no woman was dearer to him. When she was alive 
she was the fairest lady in all England — so said the king 

Thus ends the adventure of King Arthur who in his life was 
often sorely grieved, and the Wedding of Sir Gawain Many times 
was Gawain married, but he never loved any other woman so dearly, 
as I have heard tell 

“We will all bow, I think, to the courtesy and breeding of Gawain,” 
said King Hakon. 

“We will concede further that he was a strong man of his hands 
in battle,” said Sturla the Lawman. “But everyone knows, too, that 
there always hung about him an afflatus of divinity, or if you will, 
of the supernatural. The dog may indeed break his chain, but 
always he drags behind him a few Unks as he flees. So with Gawain 
and his pristine divinity. We of the North also had those demigods, 
but we saw m the end that men, as men, were far worthier of our 
admiration. — ^Now since some strictures have been passed on ]ousts 
and tourneys, and the quality of heroism therein displayed has been 
questioned, 1 would call to your attention what seems to me an 
example of very high spiritual .is well as physical courage.” 

“Tell on'” cried Guilhem IX and his great-grandson Richard. 

“I will,” said Sturla, “the more willingly because 1 am glad to 
render tribute to a brave man, even though he was an enemy of my 
family.” 

17. eyjolf’s last fight 

Sturla the Lauman 

When Bishop Gudmund, through the vicissitudes of his struggle 
with the Sturlungs, was driven to take refuge on the island of Grim- 
scy, there were few men who stood by him save the kinsmen 
Eyjolf and Aron. Sighvat Sturlason and his son Sturla fell upon 
him there. The bishop’s followers fought manfully, but were out- 
numbered, and Aron was sorely wounded. Eyjolf found him sit- 
ting in the place where he had fought with Sturla, his weapons by 
him, and all about him lay dead men and wounded. EyjoLE asked 
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his kinsman whether he felt able to get away or not. Aron said 
he was able, and stood up. Then the two of them went along the 
shore till they came to a hidden creek, where they saw a boat ready 
afloat, with five or six men at the oars, and the prow from land. 
This was Eyjolf’s provision in case it proved necessary to get away 
quickly. Eyjolf told his cousin that the boat was intended for both 
of them, for he saw no hope of doing more for the bishop at that time. 
^‘But,” said he, “I have no doubt that better days arc m store for 
'',*s.” “This seems strange business to me,” said Aron, “for it was 
^y thought that we should never abandon Bishop Gudmund in 
his trouble I have a suspicion that there is something behind this, 
and I will not go on board the boat unless you go first ” “Kins- 
man,” said Eyjolf, “I will not do that, for the water is very shallow 
here, and I will not have any of the rowers leave his oars in order 
to shove off; moreover, it is farther than you can walk with wounds 
like yours; so you will have to go out to the boat.” “Well,” said 
Aron, “I will believe you if you will lay your weapons in the 
craft.” 

Eyjolf did as Aron asked him, and the wounded man got aboard 
Eyjolf waded after the boat, for the shallows extended considerable 
distance. Then, when he thought he had gone far enough, he snatched 
up a heavy battle-axe out of the stern and gave the boat a shove with 
all his might. “Farewell, Aron,” said Eyjolf, “we shall meet again 
when God pleases.” And since Aron had many and severe wounds, 
and was growing weak with loss of blood, it had to be as Eyjolf 
wished Aron thought this a grievous parting, for he never saw 
his kinsman again Eyjolf called to the boatmen and told them to 
row hard, and not to let Aron come back again that day, nor for 
many a day if they could prevent it. 

Now Aron went his ways, but Eyjolf returned to the land, to a 
boat-house wherein there was a large scow belonging to Gnup the 
bonder. At the same moment he saw the Sturlung band come rush- 
ing down from the settlement after their ill work there He retired 
quickly to Gnup’s boat-house and took his stand there, resolving to 
defend it as long as he was able There were double doors to the 
boat-house, and these he buttressed with heavy stones. 

There was a man named Brand, a famous warrior, one of Sighvat’s 
followers. He caught sight of a man moving, and said he thought 
he recognized Eyjolf Karsson there, and that they ought to make 
for him Without Sturla, who was absent, there were nine or ten 
men altogether. They came up to the boat-house where Eyjolf was, 
and Brand asked who was there. Eyjolf named himself. “Then you 
will please come out,” says Brand, “and come before Sturla.” “Will 
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you promise me safe conduct?” asks Ey)olf. “There will be scant 
amount of that,” answers Brand “Then it is for you to come to me,” 
says Eyjolf, “and for me to be on guard. And it seems to me the 
shares of this business are unfairly divided ” 

Ey]olf was wearing a coat of mad and bad a great axe, and that 
was all the arms he possessed Now the men set upon him, and 
he defended himself well and valiantly He cut their spear-shafts 
through. There were many stout blows on both sides In that onset 
Eyjolf broke his axe-haft, but he seized an oar and defended him- 
self therewith, and then he took another; but both broke with 
the violence of his blows Then Eyjolf got a thrust under his arm 
and It went through Some say he broke the shaft from the spear- 
point and let it stay in the wound He saw that now his defence 
was at an end, so be made a dash out, and that succeeded before 
his assailants were aware of it And though they were surprised, 
they were not long at a loss A man named Mar hewed at his 
ankle so that his foot hung by a sbred, and therewith Eyjolf limped 
down to the beach, where the sea was at high tide In such plight 
Lyjolf made shift to swim, and reached a skerry lying twelve fathoms 
from shoic He knelt down there, and afterwards fell at his length 
upon the earth, where he stretched out his hands and turned to the 
east as if to pray 

Now the Sturlungs launched a boat to search for Eyjolf When 
they came to the skerry a man drove a spear into him, and then 
another, but no blood flowed from either wound So they left him 
and went back to land to find Sturla and give him a faithful account 
of all iheir doings When Sturla heard their news he agreed with the 
other men that this had been a glorious defence 

The company were silent for a whde when Sturla had finished, and 
only the crackling of the logs in the great fire-place could be heard, 
while the flames cast shifting shadows from end to end of the long 
hall. Finally Fulk Fitzwarin spoke 

“That was a brave man; I never heard of a braver. Yet I beg leave 
to tell of one of my countrymen, who may also be considered to have 
been a man of courage, for he fought with the fiend himself His 
adventure took place not far from here in the early years of King 
William’s occupation of this island.” 
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18. PAYN PEVEREL’s ENCOUNTER WITH GOGMACOG 

Full(_ Fttzwarin 

As William the Bastard was making his progress through Wales, 
he observed a very large town, now burned and ruined, but which 
had once been enclosed by high walls. He had his pavilions set 
up in the plain below the town, and camped there that night There- 
after the king inquired of a native Briton the name of the town 
and the reason of its rum 

“Sire,” said the Briton, “I will tell you. Formerly the casde was 
called Castle Bran, but now it is called La Vele Marche. In olden 
days Brutus, a very valiant knight, came into this country, and with 
him Corineus, from whom Cornwall is named, with many others 
of Trojan lineage At that time these parts were uninhabited save 
by a very ugly people, great giants, whose king was called Gogmagog. 
These giants learned of Brutus’ arrival, and marched to oppose him. 
In the end all the giants were killed except Gogmagog, who was mar- 
vellously big The valiant knight Corineus said that he would like 
to wrestle with Gogmagog to try his strength At the first encounter 
the giant hugged Corineus so straitly that he broke three of his 
ribs. This annoyed Corineus, and he gave Gogmagog such a kick 
that he sent him flying from a high rock into the sea, and there 
he was drowned But afterwards a demoniac spirit entered the body 
of Gogmagog and haunted these parts, and so lorded it over the 
country for a long time that no Briton dared live there Many years 
afterwards Bran, the son of Donwal, rebuilt the city, raised the walls, 
cleaned out the ditches, set up a fort and a great market-place But 
when all this h.id been done, the devil came by night and bore away 
everything within the city, and no one has dared live there from 
that out.” 

The king was greatly astonished at this tale Payn Peverel, a proud 
and hardy knight, cousin to the king, who had heard everything, said 
that that very night he would test the truth of that marvel Ac- 
cordingly he armed himself richly and took his shield shining with 
gold whereon there w.is a cross “azure endentee,” and with fifteen 
knights and their sergeants proceeded to the highest palace, and 
took up his stand there. 

When night had fallen the weather became so ugly, black and 
thick, with a tempest of thunder and hghtning, that all the party 
became so frightened they could move neither hand nor foot, but 
lay flat on the earth as though dead. The sturdy Payn was also 
much frightened, but he trusted in God and in the sign of the 
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cross which he bore, for he saw that he should have no aid save 
from God alone. He knelt and devoutly prayed God and Mary to 
help him that night against the power of the devil. 

Hardly had Payn finished his prayer when the devil, in the guise 
of Gogmagog, made his appearance, bearing a great mace in his 
hand, and casting such fire and smoke from his mouth that the 
whole town was illuminated Payn made the sign of the cross and 
attacked the demon valiandy The sprite raised his mace to strike 
Payn, but the knight avoided the blow and put forward his shield. 
Thereupon the devil, by virtue of the cross, was frightened and lost 
his strength, for demons cannot endure that sign. Payn now ad- 
vanced upon his foe and struck him such a blow with his sword 
that he fell flat to the ground. He surrendered and said: “Knight, 
you have conquered me, not by your own strength, but by virtue of 
the cross which you bear.” “Tell me, foul creature that you are,” 
said Payn, “who you are, and what your business is in this town 
1 conjure you in the name of God and the holy cross ” Then the 
demon began to tell, word for word, the story already related earlier 
by the Briton 

At the close of Fulk’s narrative there was an uneasy stirring among 
the shadows, and one shadow seemed to grow darker and thicker and 
higher as it detached itself from the rest, and finally assumed the 
shape of a man taller by three times than the tallest man in the 
hall. 

The man, or the shadow, spoke and said. “I had thought, and 
hoped, to rest in peace, but the good knight yonder has stirred the 
bones of memory; and since he has told the last chapter of an event- 
ful history, it is only right that you should know bow it began." 

No one said him nay 

19. THE BLOOD-LUST OF ALBINA AND WHAT CAME OF IT 

Gogmagog 

Thirty-nine hundred and seventy years after the beginning of the 
world there lived in Greece a puissant king, valiant, noble and 
proud, for he was over-king above all other potentates A beautiful 
and noble wife he had, who bore him thirty daughters, very beau- 
tiful, dll of them I do not know their names, except that the eldest 
daughter, a very handsome wench, was called Albina. 

When the girls were the proper age their father and mother gave 
them in marriage to kings and princes of noble line, and each one 



THE BLOOD-LUST OF ALBINA 9I 

thus became a queen. But by reason of their excessive pride they 
thought up a fearful outrage, which in the end turned out ill for 
them. They secretly took counsel together and determined that none 
should be such a silly fool as to suffer the mastery of lord or neigh- 
bour, brother, cousin or husband; they were the daughters of a very 
powerful king, who was subject to none, nor would they consent 
to be subject to any; rather, said they, they would be mistresses over 
their husbands and whatever they possessed 

When they had reached this conclusion the women took oaths that 
each on one and the same day would kill her husband as he lay in 
her arms expecting nothing but solace; and they set the day. All 
agreed, as you have heard, except the youngest, for she loved her 
husband, and was in no wise inchned to commit so grievous a sin 
against him. However, in council she said nothing, for she dared not 
oppose her sisters* they would have killed her without mercy or hesi- 
tation had they found her to be at variance with them. 

On reaching home the youngest sister was so ill able to conceal her 
distress that her husband noticed it and inquired into its cause She 
threw herself at his feet and cried for mercy for the great treachery 
which had been plotted, revealing how her sisters had forced her to 
swear his death The young man took hex m his arms, and kissed 
and comforted her. “Lady,” said he, “be quiet now and let this 
pass.” 

The next day the young prince made ready to go to the king 
his father-in-law, and bade his wife come with him. When the two 
young people had told him in detail what his daughters had plotted, 
the king was much astonished, and caused their consorts to be sum- 
moned On their arrival he roundly rated his daughters for the fear- 
ful treachery which they had intended against their husbands, point- 
ing out the great shame and dishonour which it reflected on both 
them and him. The women were greatly dismayed to find that their 
purpose had been discovered, and each defended herself as well as 
she could. But their words were in vain, for the king was so wroth 
that he would have put them all to death He questioned each one 
very shrewdly so that in the end each stood accused of outrageous 
malice except the youngest Thereupon all the king’s daughters, ex- 
cept the youngest, were seized and cast into prison, where they suf- 
fered great penance, awaiting the day of judgment. 

Now the judges were wise, and on account of their noble and 
honourable lineage, as well as for the honour of their husbands, it 
was their decision that the prisoners should not suffer a shameful 
death; but they unanimously agreed, and so it was doomed, that 
they should be exiled from their native land for all time without 
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reprieve This doom they must needs abide, willy-mlly. Accordingly 
the women were led to the seaport and put aboard a great ship un- 
provided with tackle, and without food. They cried out miserably, 
but no one had any pity on them because of their great sin 

The boat was shoved off, the waves dashed it here and there until 
they were upon the open sea. Now these women, who had once been 
rich queens, might well wonder whether they would escape with 
their lives or not The boat tossed at the mercy of the wind and sea; 
huge waves threatened them, but nothing caused them so much dis- 
tress as the hunger which increased day by day At other times they 
were so frightened by the peril of the sea that they forgot their hun- 
ger The wind and the waves dashed and shook them, now up, now 
down, so that finally they fell into a swoon for three days and three 
nights, and lay prone here and there in the boat. 

At last the fierce storm earned them near to a shore of land The 
weather cleared and the ship flew along by the west till it grounded 
on the land which today is called England, though at that time it 
had no name, for no man inhabited it Then the flood of the sea 
retreated, leaving the ship high and dry on the shore The ladies now 
came to their senses, and rejoiced greatly at having made land at 
last Albina, the eldest, leaped ashore before her sisters, and stand- 
ing upon the ground took seism thereof. After her came the others, 
considerably weakened by the rigours of the sea and their long fast. 

Now their great hunger came upon them again as they sat weak 
and dejected upon the strand They had no thought for anything 
except food, and for want of anything else, they ate the raw fruits 
and herbs which they found in abundance, there were plenty of acorns, 
haws, chestnuts, sorbs, pears and apples, other meat they found 
none 

The sisters wondered greatly where they might be, what was the 
name of the country, and whether it was at war or peace. As they 
recovered somewhat from their harrowing experience, they wandered 
farther inland to find out what manner of people lived there On 
this errand they roamed all over the land without encountering a 
human being in wood oi plain, mountain or valley, nor did they 
see any evidence that man or woman had been there before them; 
which astonished the sisters hugely Wild beasts, however, they found 
in great numbers, and land birds, and rivers full of fish. 

Finally, when they had made certain that they had come to an 
uninhabited country and that there was no means of returning to 
their own land, Albina said “It is sure that we are exiled from home, 
and It IS our destiny never to return to it But Fortune has granted 
us this land, and thereof I should be the chief ruler, for it is I who 
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took seism of it on issuing from the sea. If anyone wishes to dispute 
this matter, let her show reason why it should not be as I say.” All 
readily agreed that she should be their chief. Then said the lady 
Albina; “Here we shall stay, for the land lacks nothing.” 

By this time the ladies were growing hungry for meat, for they 
saw great numbers of wild animals and flocks of birds which tempted 
their appetite. For a long time they considered ways and means 
whereby they might catch bird or beast They were well skilled in 
hunting, both in the wood and along the river, it is true, but in 
the present circumstances they had neither bow nor arrows, neither 
falcon nor dog wherewith they might take any prey lit for food 
However, they were cunning and ingenious, and with withes and 
branches they constructed more than a hundred devices for taking 
deer and wildfowl; and so cleverly did they make their traps that 
they took as many beasts and birds as they could wish They made 
fire by striking flints, and when the venison was dressed, they seethed 
the flesh in the hides, or else roasted it over the coals; and for drink 
they had water of the spring. 

Thus these sisters led their life till health and strength were re- 
stored and they began to build up blood and flesh. Thereupon natu- 
ral heat aroused in them an overwhelming libidinous desire and yearn- 
ing for human company Now the demons who are called tncubt — 
that IS, spirits who have the power of assuming human form — per- 
ceived how these women were tormented by the desire of the flesh, 
and so lay with them, and afterwards disappeared Each lady had 
a demon for herself Never did they see their paramours, but only 
felt them, as a woman should in such cases. 

In this wise were engendered the children who became giants and 
afterwards held sway over the land And later, when the children had 
arrived at maturity, they lay with their mothers and aunts, with their 
brothers and sisters, and got male and female children who likewise 
grew up into tall strong giants You know this to be true by reason 
of the great bones which have been found in many places in the 
island; numerous great teeth, rib and leg bones, and thigh-bones four 
feet long have been discovered, and shoulder-blades as large as shields 
have been seen, too. 

This demoniacal people increased so gready in number that they 
finally spread over all the land They made caves in the earth and 
surrounded them with walls and dikes The remnants of their great 
walls are still visible in many places, though they have been largely 
cast down hy time and the forces of nature Some of the giants, 
too, took up their dwellings in the mountains, where they thought 
to find greater security 



94 MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

Now these giants held the land till the Britons came, and that 
was in the year 1136 before Christ. And from the tune when the 
women gave the name Albion to the island unul Brut took away 
that name and called it Britain, was 260 years, according to your 
chroniclers. In this period the giants multiplied to such an extent 
and became so haughty and overbearing that each wished to be lord 
over all the others. Strife broke out among them for this reason, and 
so fiercely did they fight among themselves that at last only twenty- 
four of them were left when Brut arrived in the land. The Britons 
conquered all the giants save one, who was their chief. Brut spared 
his life, for he marvelled at his bigness — twenty feet long he was. 
Brut inquired of him his lineage, and how his ancestors had come 
to the island. The giant related all that I have just told you; his name 
was Gogmagog, and I am he. 

The cavernous voice ceased, and the thick patch of gloom that 
had seemed a man or a giant disintegrated in the hght of the danc- 
ing flames as the Curtal Friar stured the logs 

John Major looked about shrewdly to see how many of his com- 
panions had been impressed by this story. His glance met that of 
William Camden, who smiled shghtly, whereupon he shrugged and 
forbore to speak. 

A brand cracked and flew out of the fire-place, blazing at the 
feet of Blind Harry “I am reminded,” said the minstrel, as he threw 
It back into the fire, “of an adventure that befell William Wallace 
in the early years of his struggles against the southern enemy. It was 
something to try the nerves of even so wicht a man as he.” 


20. THE GHOST OF FAWDOUN 

Blind Harry 

One ume the English of Perth thought to take Wallace as he lay 
with his mistress in her house. But she confessed to him how they 
had threatened to burn her and had so forced her to connive at his 
betrayal. Wallace kissed her and forgave her Then, disguising him- 
self in one of her dresses, he stole out through the pickets and jomed 
his band of forty men. 

When Sir John Butler found that his prey had escaped him, he 
set out in pursuit with a detachment of three hundred. Wallace 
fought his way through to Tay-side, but half his men could not swim, 
so he turned about to make for Cask Wood, fighting Buder’s men 
ns he went. He escaped, indeed, but with only sixteen followers. 

As Wallace pressed on toward Cask Wood one of his men, Faw- 
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doun, grew weary and said he could go no farther. This seemed 
strange, for Fawdoun was a sturdy man and had suffered but httle 
fatigue But he was known to be of brittle temper If Wallace left 
him behind and he proved false, he would go over to the English; 
if he were a true man, the Southrons would slay him. So Wallace 
drew his sword and took the head off him. 

With thirteen men Wallace entered Cask Hall and took lodging 
there. They soon had a fire going, but food they had none till they 
took two sheep from a near-by fold. While the men were hurriedly 
preparing something to eat they heard a loud and raucous blast of 
horns, and Wallace sent out two men to find out what plight be for- 
ward They were gone for a long time, but no tidings did he get, 
and the harsh noise of the fiercely blowing horns continued. Then 
Wallace sent two other men into the wood, but they did not come 
back, and the horns continued to blow. Angrily Wallace sent out 
others; and when he was finally left alone, the awful blast grew 
louder and louder. Sir William thought the English must have dis- 
covered his retreat, so he drew his sword and went m the direction 
of the noise. But just beyond the threshold it seemed to Wallace that 
he was met by Fawdoun carrying his own head in his hand. As 
Fawdoun suddenly hurled the head at him, Wallace caught it by 
the hair and flung it back Sit William was greatly terrifi^, for he 
thought that this was no human sprite, but rather some demon 
playing sad jokes. It occurred to him that there was little advantage 
in remaining longer where he was, so he ran up through the hall 
to a stair leading to the close. As he ran the planks broke in two, 
so that he made a fifteen-foot leap out of that inn. 

Sir William took his way hastily up stream, and as he looked back 
It seemed to him that the ugly Fawdoun had set the whole hall on 
fire, and stood in the midst of it with a great flaming rafter m his 
hand. 

Wallace would tarry no longer. He marvelled greatly that his men 
could have become lost through this fearful fantasy By reason of 
such demoniacal mischief they might have been slain by the English, 
or drowned Glad enough was he to escapie from that cruel peril, 
whatever was the cause of it Sir William took his way thence, 
mourning for his men, and trying in his own mind to find some 
reason why, if he had pleased God, He should put him to such 
tests. And as he walked he took thought how he might have amends 
from the English. 

“Speaking of ghosts and demons,” said Jehan Madot, “I recall part 
of a romance which I was one time copying at Arras The hero was 
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named Amadas, and the heroine Ydoine. Amadas loved the lady 
madly — ^and that is no figure of speech, as I will show you on an- 
other occasion — and after suffering terrible vicissitudes of fortune, 
it seemed that the course of true love was about to run smoothly 
for him again, when it was interrupted by a demon Ydoine, on her 
way from Nevers to Rome to obtain spiritual advice, found her lover 
at Lucca. While she pursued her journey to the holy city, Amadas 
attended a tournament in the neighbourhood.” 


21, HOW AMADAS FOUGHT WITH THE FIEND AT THE TOMB 
OF YDOINE 


Jehan Madot 


On the day of his return to Lucca after his glorious exploits at 
the tournament Amadas received the very welcome news that Ydoine 
and her escort had been observed approaching the city. He rode out 
to meet her and himself conduct her into Lucca 

Ydoine’s man, Garinet, and the baggage had already arrived at the 
hotel, and she was following along behind at her leisure, her palfrey 
being led by a trusted old knight, as the custom was As they were 
traversing a small bridge over a low ravine just outside the city, a 
big handsome knight on horseback started up from the bridge-head 
at the right, seized Ydoine, placed her on the saddle in front of him- 
self, and dashed away at a gallop The few men-at-arms who followed 
her were not too amazed to set off in pursuit, and those who had 
gone on ahead now returned and blocked the stranger knight’s way 
at the head of the pass When he saw that his purpose had failed, 
the stranger set Ydoine down, and vanished suddenly and mys- 
teriously. At this moment Amadas rode up with a great crowd of 
people and conducted her joyfully into town. 

But alas I the world is unstable, and evil fortune still pursued these 
two lovers. When the company had sat down to dinner and the 
seneschal was serving the first course, Ydoine was seized with such 
cruel and grievous illness that she became black and blue and green, 
and lost her strength. From time to time she fainted and lost her 
power of speech In torment like this she endured for a long time — 
nearly five hundred lines — Finally, about vespers, Qiuntess Ydoine 
passed away with the setting of the sun. 

On the outskirts of the city of Lucca was an antique place, broad, 
level and cleanly, and enclosed by a wall. All the noble men and 
women of the land were buried there. There too they buried Ydoine 
in a tomb of black marble, and commending her body and soul to 
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God they returned to the city. There was nothing else to do, for, 
as my author laconically observed. The living to life and the dead 
to death. That is the way of the world and will be always. 

Ydoine’s men made their preparations to continue their journey 
home to Nevers. They asked Amadas if he would accompany them, 
but he declined their invitation, saymg that he had business in Lucca 
which would keep him there for a time 
That night, when all the city slept, Amadas rose quietly and dressed; 
and since he did not know what might happen, he put on his armour. 
Then he mounted horse, and taking lance and shield, rode away from 
the hostel till he came to the place of antiquity outside the city 
There he dismounted and tied his horse securely to a branchy pine 
His shining shield and his lance he set up against the wall, for he 
thought that he should be safe enough. Thereupon he went to Ydoine’s 
tomb, and with bowed head made his bitter lament Tears dropped 
from his eyes upon the cold marble, and such was his anguish that 
It is a wonder his heart did not break He knelt and rose, and then 
he knelt again. He embraced the tomb and kissed the cold marble 
a hundred times, sighing and sorrowing There he made his moan — 
for about a hundred lines— after which, for very anguish and weak- 
ness he had to sit down by the tomb, bedewing the black marble 
with his tears Never would he part from it, he thought 
But as Amadas was sitting there within the enclosure, hearken 
to the marvel and the adventure that befell him All of a sudden, 
about midnight, he was aware of a noise that at first seemed to 
come from far off, from a valley to the right; and then it seemed 
to fill the whole enclosure and the whole cemetery. On all sides he 
heard a great clamour — men talking, horses neighing and stamping 
so that the very ground trembled 
Amadas was not exaedy frightened, but he shuddered somewhat, 
for he thought the fiends were coming to carry away the body, as 
he had heard it said they would. But then, gentle knight that he 
was, he determined that if all the demons of hell were to assemble 
there, they should not, rightly or wrongly, bear away the body of 
his lady without killing him first. 

In the midst of such reflections the youth looked up and saw ap- 
proaching in a mass more than a thousand men, as it seemed, they 
came up in two companies, covering all the field and plain Many 
kinds of men were in those companies- nobles, richly accoutred, 
clerks, knights, ladies, damsels, squires, maids The clerks’ company 
went straight to the cemetery, bearing with them a bier with a corpse 
thereon, covered with a pallium rich with gold Amadas saw them 
stop just beside the wall and place the bier on the ground, and then 
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Stand quietly. On the other side of the enclosure he saw that the 
company of great people had stopfied beside the wall. With them 
they led a palfrey as white as a flower, richly caparisoned, with bridle 
rein adorned with gold and rich stones. No dame or damsel ever 
possessed a palfrey with such splendid housings, for the little bells 
which hung from the reins, the poitral and the stirrups rendered 
strange music, filling the whole cloister with sweet sound. The gen- 
tlemen m this company dismounted, gathered by the wall and re- 
mained there in silence 

Now an armed knight started forth upon a swift destrier. He was 
large and handsome and well formed. His accoutrement was rich 
and became him well, for it was excellently made in every respect. 
Completely equipped as he was, he directed his armed charger to 
the wall and applied the spurs In the sight of all the horse joined 
his four feet and leaped more than a fathom over the wall without 
touching or grazing it 

The stranger knight went boldly up to the tomb When he saw 
Amadas there he cried out in fierce pride: “Ha' now, what are you 
doing there beside the tomb where hes my lady for whom I grieve? 
Your heart must be overflowing with pride and folly and presump 
tion You are not at all prudent to have undertaken such foolishness; 
indeed, you must be the greatest madman in the world ” 

Amadjs replied calmly “He who has folly round his own neck 
thinks himself wise, and all others fools, but often enough the event 
has proved him wrong You inquire haughtily who I am. Well, 1 
am a knight” 

“What are you doing here? What do you seek?” 

“1 am guarding this tomb” 

“You speak folly, false knave Be on your way!” 

“Whv so ? I like it here. I will certainly not go away ” 

“Why not, pray?” 

“Because I do not fear you nor anything you can do ” 

“You are talking nonsense. Get away from here, for I shall have 
no mercy on you” 

“Why should 1 leave when I am comfortable here, and something 
which I love lies here also?” 

“What! You will not budge at my request?” 

“No, indeed, nor for your threat, either " 

“Now I know that you arc mad, if you love this black marble. Tell 
me, by the God in whom you believe, why are you on watch here 
at this hour? Why do you lament for the body here interred?” 

When Amadas heard the stranger speak of God, he was reassured 
and replied’ “My friend, I do not know who you are who inquire 
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SO closely about my aifairs, but since you ask, I will tell you the 
truth: In this marble tomb lies she whom I loved most m all the 
world, and on whose account I shall have sorrow from now oir all 
my life” 

The other laughed and said: “Know for sure, sir knight, that you 
are not the first to be deceived and duped by a woman, and I will 
tell you why. According to your tale the lady in this tomb loved 
you with whole heart above all others But I deny it, for she had 
another lover whom she loved more And I will give you the proof 
if you will agree to resign her to that one on recognition of the 
testimony.” 

“Who IS he?” asked Amadas. 

“I am he,” said the other, “and was, and shall be. And I will show 
you the proof of which I spoke, whether you like it or not ” There- 
with he showed Amadas the ring which he had once had made for 
Ydoine and said “This is the ring which you gave your lady one 
day In return she gave you her ring and therewith seised you de- 
lightfully with herself and her love; and she said that never would 
the ring part from her as long as that love lasted. She spoke truly, 
for she soon forgot the matter: she gave me both the ring and her 
love, and accepted me as her lover Now you can see very well that 
when she gave as a love-token to a strange knight that gift of yours 
which she cherished most, she was not a loyal lover. I am he whom 
she loved, wherefor you must yield her to me And I want her right 
now, to bear her body away; nor will I relinquish her for any mor- 
tal man.” 

When Amadas saw the evidence of the ring he was filled with an- 
guish and ire He was in doubt whether or not to believe the stranger’s 
words Never in his life had he expected to hear such a charge brought 
against Ydoine Rather would he have been dead than misbelieve 
her. So deep and bitter was his grief that he almost fell in a swoon 
at the feet of his rival. Indcetl, he began to lament his case, cursing 
all lovers who had loved loyally, such as Tristan, Pans, Achilles, 
Ulysses, Floire, Roland, Eneas, Alexander, Solomon and Samson. But 
then he remembered that some women had loved loyally also, such 
as Dido, Lucretia, Julia and Thisbc, though probably they committed 
some folly, too, if it were only known. At any rate, the treachery 
of Ydoine was enough to prove that all women were false deceivers. 
And yet, of all women, Ydoine was surely the least disloyal and 
tricky. 

At this point in his reflections Amadas looked at the tomb and 
remembered many sweet intimaaes which had passed between him 
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and his lady; and as he remembered them he cursed himself for 
ever doubting her. 

Now the strange knight broke in upon his melancholy reverie. 
“Vassal,” he said, “you are certainly an ignorant, blown-out fool for 
not quitting this tomb If you don’t take to your heels straightway. 
I’ll stretch you out cold and stiff with a gaping gullet. Your death 
1 $ waiting for you here in the butt of my lance.” 

On hearing this menace Amadas’ heart caught fire, and he decided 
that whatever his own fate might be, he would abase the outrageous 
pride of the stranger knight without delay “Vassal,” said he, “you 
have a lot of words, and they are all silly The wise man says in 
his proverb ‘Of a fool the words are foolish,’ and that fits your 
case. You boast of hardihood and prowess, but it seems like nonsense 
to me when you say that you will thrust that lance of yours through 
my body. If it were not for those outside there, whom I see m great 
number, you would not have jangled so much, nor shown yourself 
so bold. And nevertheless, in spite of them, 1 will not refrain from 
telling you that you are overflowing with too great pride and pre- 
sumption when you say that you will strike me with the butt of 
your lance I assure you that you will have plenty to do with the 
iron part of it before you leave me, for I am provided with a fine 
hauberk and a well-ground sword, with a steel helm, a strong shield, 
and a lance whose iron tip is first-rate for cutting veins and sinews; 
certainly it is worth your truncheon Your presumptuous defamation 
of my lady will be repaid you with interest I think you are a liar, 
and if my strength serves me, I will prove it to you Your threat 
should never be voiced in any place except on good grounds; and I 
tell you that, rightly or wrongly, you shall never bear away the body 
of Ydoinc unless you kill me first” 

“Are you brave enough to defend her against me?” asked the 
stranger. 

“Assuredly,” replied Amadas; “for four days ago I loved her more 
than my life, and he who respects loyalty and honour does not for- 
get perfect love in so short a time ” 

Said the knight courteously “Now by the Lord God I if you are 
so hardy as to undertake battle against me, body to body, you need 
pay no heed to the others, but only to me” Then he turned to his 
company and commanded that whatever they might see happen, none 
was to move, on pain of death 

Amadas quickly prepared himself for the battle; he laced his helm 
and his ventail, mounted his horse, and with shield and lance took 
his stand in the middle of the place before the tomb. The other 
knight withdrew for about the distance of an arpent. Each now 
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enarmed his shield and placed lance in rest. In the first rush the 
shield of each was pierced, and their lances shattered, with such 
violence did they shock together that all four of them, horse and 
man, fell to the ground in a heap. But they leaped to their feet and 
battered each other with their truncheons. Then they drew swords, 
and, with shields held high over their heads, began the struggle 
again alongside the tomb. So fiercely did they lay on that fire flashed 
from their helms, and the rivets of tlieir hauberks were undone; and 
each gave the other grievous wounds. 

So long and stubbornly did the combat endure that each knight 
finally had to pause from very weakness They drew back to rest 
j little Amadas kept his place before the tomb, leaning upon his 
hacked and battered shield, opposite him was the stranger knight, who 
supported himself by his buckler, naked sword in hand 

“Vassal,” said he, “you are indeed a fool not to fear my blows 
more, and I will tell you why There is so much hardihood in me 
that you cannot defend yourself against me a great while. I would 
have killed you long ago if I had really put my heart into it; but I 
had pity for your courage and valour in defending the body of one 
who never loved you Now, ray friend, I advise you to leave the 
Stour while you are well and healthy ” 

“That I will not,” replied Amadas. “From now on let each one 
do the best he can, and let the worse be beaten.” 

Again they took up their shields and their sharp swords No one 
ever saw such an affray as that which followed, nor heard of such 
in song or fable. Blue fire sprang from their arms and hauberks like 
flashes from the anvil, and all the grass round about was withered 
by the sparks So fiercely did they batter each other that the soundest 
of the two was so sorely wounded that the ground became slippery 
with blood Amadas was so closely pressed that he knew not what 
to do. The stranger knight gave him such a blow with his sword 
that he cut the shield right down to the bosse, and shore away a 
hundred links from the hauberk, and then he gave him seven blows 
all together such that he could do nothing but attend to warding 
them off The stranger knight forced him away from the tomb in 
spite of himself 

“Vassal,” said he, “now you see well enough who is in the wrong ” 
And therewith he gave Amadas a stroke that almost brought him to 
earth “It is obvious,” he continued, “that you cannot defend yourself 
against me; so, if you will acknowledge yourself beaten, I, in my 
great courtesy, will let you go with no more ill than you have re- 
ceived. But first you will have to swallow the evil words you have 
said; otherwise you shall not escape” 
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When Amadas heard this the burden of his grief was so increased 
that he could not speak; no man would be able to describe the 
anguish in his heart. And from that wrath and anguish were kindled 
new force and vigour, hardihood and courage. He glanced toward 
his lady’s tomb and saw that by a brand of steel and the body of 
a single knight he had become separated from it against his will. 
He had thought that never in his life would the body of just one 
kmght cause him to give such an exhibition of cowardice. He gripped 
his sword and put up what was left of his shield, and fiercely sought 
out him who had battered him so much. He gave back his seven 
blows to the stranger knight with such weight that he dazed him. 
Then he pressed him relentlessly all over the plot, dislodging him 
from one place after another, so that by very fury he made the knight 
leave the tomb where he had taken his stand. Finally Amadas laid 
such a blow on the stranger’s golden helm that he cut off more than 
a quarter of it, a hundred links from his hauberk, together with a 
palm’s breadth of flesh and hide from the head itself; the blow con- 
tinued downwards and reached the shield, cutting off a foot and a 
half of It; then it came to the right arm and made there such a rent 
in the mail that the sword, with the hand still grasping it, flew wide 
into the held. 

Now the stranger kmght saw well that the battle was over for 
him. “Grace, fair sir,” he said, “and peace, for my strength is gone. 
Godl what great joy awaits you. No man will expierience a greater 
after you, I think, for by your valour you have rescued the body of 
Ydoine, because of which, before daybreak, you will be one of the 
happiest men in the world.” 

Amadas drew back a little, leaning upon his shield, to hear more. 
The stranger, now much weakened, continued. “Sir, you are an ex- 
cellent knight of arms, and in loyalty you have this night excelled 
all the lovers of the world Inasmuch as you have conquered me, 

I think there is nowhere on earth your equal for prowess and valour. 
Since you are so courteous and so noble, and since you have suffered 
so deeply for true love, and because of your chivalry, I will tell you 
some news which ought to please you more than any you ever heard.” 

Then the stranger knight told Amadas that Ydoine was not really 
dead, but only seemingly so, for it was he who had borne her off 
at the bridge-head as she was approaching Lucca; and before setting 
her down he had put on her finger an enchanted and invisible ring 
that had caused her to die a false death. If Amadas would remove 
the ring, taking care to leave it in the tomb, Ydoine would revive 
and would be as well and beautiful as ever. 

“And now,” he concluded, “I must tell you that I cannot be killed 
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by arms: my nature will not suffer it. I cannot tarry longer now, for 
day approaches. I commend you to God.” 

Therewith he turned away and mounted his destrier. The horse 
joined his four feet and leaped briskly over the wall. His company 
gathered about him and led him off with great lamentation. 

Amadas hastened to the tomb, and just as day was breaking, prized 
off the cover. There he found his gentle lady and took her in his 
arms, and kissed and caressed her And when he had removed the 
ring, Ydoine awoke as though from a long sleep Who was a happy 
man now but Amadas^ 

“What kind of man is that?” asked James Yonge. 

Madot stared at his questioner 

“He means,” explained Sir Thomas Elyot, “who is the happy man, 
or what makes a man happy 

Madot shrank away and said nothing 

“Come,” said the Clerk of Oxenford, “was he like any man here?” 

“My lords,” said Madot finally, “is this the way you reward me 
for my tale — by plaguing me with riddles^” 

“I suppose you are right,” said the Clerk. “Let us ask someone 
else ” He ran his eye over the company, passing by Richard and 
his father, Snorri Sturlason and Caesar of Heisterbach, Joinville and 
Ossian, Pia de’ Tolomei and Christine de Pisan, Ponce de Leon and 
Bernardo del Carpio, Blind Harry and Conrad of Montferrat, Cor- 
mac, Leland and the Lochmaben Harper, until it rested as by chance 
on the rubicund countenance of Walter Map. 

“Do not ask me,” said Map. “I was always too busy to think about 
the matter.” 

“There is no happiness where there is no safety,” ventured lolo 
Goch; “and there is no safety but has its care.” 

Adam Us\: You say well. What cares have not gnawed at my 
hearti Too few have been the pleasures of my life — two, to be exact 
— while my troubles have been as countless as the grains of sand on 
the shore. 

Petre Cardenal' I would say that he is happy whom nothing makes 
less strong than he is. He is the happy man who has beaten out a 
path for himself and stays in it, depending on none but himself, for 
he who leans on any prop whatsoever is likely to fall 

Saxo Grammaticus- 1 cannot agree. Evil to the lonely man and 
burdensome to the single man remains every dwelling in the world. 

Blaise the Hermit Nay, long ago Timon discovered that there is 
no way to be happy except by avoiding the society of other men. 
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Geoffrey Keating, On the contrary, the happy man is he who knows 
the world, yet cares not for it. 

Andrew Boorde: But we live in the world, and as world dwellers 
are susceptible to mundane stimuh. If the mind cannot be contented, 
the heart cannot be pleased. If the heart and mind be not pleased. 
Nature doth abhor. And if Nature do abhor, mortification of the 
vital and animal and spiritual powers doth consequently follow. 

“I have read somewhere in the chronicles preserved m my country,” 
said Pedro Lopez dc Ayala, “some testimony offered by Abd er-Rah- 
man III on this head ‘I have reigned,’ he is reported as saying, ‘above 
fifty years in victory or peace, beloved by my subjects, dreaded by 
my enemies, and respected by my allies. Riches and honours, power 
and pleasure have waited on my call, nor does any earthly blessing 
appear to have been wanting to my felicity In this situation I have 
diligently numbered the days of pure and genuine happiness which 
have fallen to my lot- they amount to fourteen ’ ” 

“I, too, recall an ancient authority,” said William Camden. “It is 
related of Solon the Athenian that he one time visited King Croesus 
at Sardis. The king, who, like Sir William atte Pole here, thought 
that happiness lay in wealth, determined to seek confirmation from so 
eminent a philosopher But his expectations were disappointed, for 
after several vain attempts to elicit a flattering answer from his guest, 
Croesus lost patience and asked ‘Am I not, then, to be reckoned 
happy?’ ‘O king,’ replied Solon, ‘while a man lives he may in greater 
or less degree partake of the goods of Ftirtune, but as no human 
being IS in all respects self-sufficient, so he cannot possess all For- 
tune’s advantages It is therefore impiossible to say who is happy while 
he still lives. But he who has constantly enjoyed the most of For- 
tune’s goods while he lived, and then ends his life tranquilly, may, 
in my judgment, O king, deserve the name of happy.’ Thereupon 
Croesus dismissed Solon without conferring any favour upon him, 
for he considered him a very ignorant man ” 

“Pliny put the matter in a slightly different way,” remarked Poly- 
dorc Vergil, “when he said that no mortal is happy, and that at best 
a man can but say that he is not unhappy if Fortune has dealt in- 
dulgently with him ” 

“The mistake of those who run after happiness,” said Machiavelli, 
“lies in thinking that they can find it by so doing Job complained 
that man is born to trouble as the spiarks fly upward. That may, in- 
deed, be the normal lot of human beings But once that fact is ac- 
cepted, IS there no crevice, crack nor cranny left in life unoccupied 
by trouble into which some happiness may not be thrust? Probably 
both Job and Pliny were right, and yet to my mind it seems that 



HOWELEDUSSLEWHISHOST IO 5 

we may deem those mortals happy who from the experiences of life 
have learned to bear its ills without being overcome by them.” 

“Someone has said,” spoke up Sir John Harington, “that happiness 
is above all things the calm glad certainty of ignorance We may as- 
sume that Scanlann was happy after he had been freed from a re- 
stricted diet; but his was perhaps too esoteric an experience to be 
universally applicable. But take Seithenyn ab Seithyn Saidi, now, who 
cannot distinguish morning from afternoon . . ? Still, perhaps he 

IS not altogether happy either, for Doctor Boorde tells me that he 
has worms.” 

At these words John of Gaddesden regarded the slumbering mon- 
arch with deeper interest He would have spoken, but was prevented 
by Raoul Lefevre. 

“Sir,” said Lefevre, turning to Blind Harry, “your flaming rafters 
at Cask Hall remind me of an mcidcnt which I once read in some 
romance As the final act of a quarrel originating in a game of 
chess the young knight Eledus had slam the seneschal of the king 
of Tubic He regretted this deed, not so much because the seneschal — an 
overweening boor — had not deserved killing, as because it deprived 
him of any further opportunity for displaying his prowess And since 
he was most violently in love with the king’s daughter Serene, he 
needed nothing so much, pending his lady’s grace, as occasions for the 
display of chivalric virility At one coup he had rashly disposed of his 
only foil He cudgelled his brains to think of some exploit whereby 
he might keep his fame alive in the king’s mind, and supply yet 
another proof of his love for Serene Seeing him in despair his squire 
Sapyn suggested, more or less facetiously, that he could probably win 
as much honour and renown as would last him for the rest of his 
life if he were to slay the powerful felon knight Cuizelot ‘That is 
the very thing,’ said Eledus when the nature and deeds of Cuizelot 
had been explained to him So next day he set out with Sapyn to 
find the lord of Montipatre.” 

22. HOW ELEDUS SLEW HIS HOST 

Raoul Lefivre 

At the City harbour Eledus and Sapyn came upon two shipmen 
who set them over water for five sous. On landing they saddled 
their horses and rode all day tdl, by nightfall, they had reached a 
meadow blooming with flowers, and a pine tree with a fountain 
springing under it. “Here,” said Eledus, “we shall rest until tomor- 
row ” The night was soft and clear, and to the music of bird-song 
Eledus fell asleep and dreamed of Serene. 
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On the following morning Eledus ranged through the wood in 
search of game. Before long he started a buck and wounded it, and 
when he would have gone up to lull it, lol a lion jumped out at 
him. The manner of the lion was this: He wore a gleaming crown 
set with nch flashing jewels of twelve sorts, the best of their kind 
in the world. “If I could win that crown,” thought the knight to 
himself, “1 would give it to the king.” He descended from his horse, 
drew his sword and made a stroke at the lion that almost knocked 
him down, giving him a great wound on the shoulder. This made 
the lion angry, and he returned the knight’s blow, striking him so 
violently on the helm that he broke the visor, and also the shield 
that hung at his neck. Now Eledus dropped his shield and laid 
on with his sword For his part the hon seized the knight’s hauberk 
with his paw and ripped away a great piece of it, almost dashing 
Its owner to the ground. Eledus was now so furious that blood 
gushed from his nostrils He gave the lion such a blow on the neck 
that It cut through all the hide, and the crowned head flew a fathom 
into the field. "Now,” said Eledus, “if I can find Cmzelot and am 
permitted to return home again, the king shall be crowned with 
this.” 

Eledus put up his sword and proceeded to follow the wounded 
stag For a league he pursued him, and finally brought him down 
at the foot of a high hill. On the crest of the hill he saw a strong 
castle, well built with stone, and well fortified. As he stood there 
looking at It, an armed knight rode up on a dappled horse, lance 
in hand. 

“Who are you,” shouted the knight, “who go about doing deeds 
of violence in this forest?” 

“And who the devil are you, who do not properly salute strangers?” 
asked Eledus “No matter, perhaps you can tell me where I can find 
Cuizelot?” 

“What do you want of him?” countered the other. 

“By God I” said Eledus, “I want to fight with him ” 

“Indeed?” said the stranger “You are a twenty-four carat fool, for 
I am Cuizelot In an evil hour did you seek me out, for you have 
found your death You are going to lose your head for killing my 
stag there ” 

“By that same head,” replied Eledus, “you are a liar. It is you 
who shall die, and your head will come off before mine, if it please 
holy Mary You shall pay dearly for your pride and folly, and for 
the outrage and shame you have visited on this honourable land in 
burning and spoiling it, and for treacherously slaying its lord and 
inhabitants.” 
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“Hal” said Cuizelot, “I had good right to do so, lor the seigneur 
killed my father. And anyone who dares come this way buys his 
passage dearly, for none has respite, and you also shall lose your life.” 

“Faugh!” answered Eledus. “If he killed your father, he got what 
he deserved, for he slew his liegeman, the Count of Lere, and did 
not make his peace for the homicide ” 

“You know too much about my business,” replied Cuizelot, “and 
by the faith I owe my sire, you shall die for it But tell me your 
name, so that I may know the identity of the handsome, well-spoken 
knight whom I shall have killed.” 

“That I will not tell you,” said Eledus, “because you are such a low 
churl Take your distance and let us see who knows best how to 
give blows.” 

At these words Cuizelot became wroth and took his distance, ex- 
pecting to kill the youth at the first blow. I will spare you the de- 
tails of the ensuing battle — ^you can find such encounters described 
on almost every page of any good chanson de geste Suffice it to say, 
they astounded each other with their dints Finally Eledus cut off 
the head of Cuizelot’s horse, and he, in reprisal, cut in two the neck 
of Eledus’ charger. Hereafter they fought for a while on foot till 
Cuizelot broke his sword on Eledus’ helm and asked for a truce till 
he could obtain a new one “By St John, you shall have none,” said 
Eledus, and throwing away his own sword started to wrestle with 
his opponent Then they wrestled on the ground, and punched and 
kicked each other with hands and feet until both fainted from ex- 
haustion 

At last Cuizelot suggested that they become brothers-in-arms “It 
would be a shame if two knights of such outstanding valour and 
prowess should kill each other,” said he “By God!” said Eledus, "I 
do not trust you, for you pledged your faith to your liege lord also, 
and then slew him treacherously” So they fell to wrestling again 
till they once more swooned away with weakness “My friend,” said 
Cuizelot finally, “I conjure you by the lady whom you love that 
you give over and become my companion” 

When Eledus heard the knight speak thus, his heart was softened 
because of Serene, whom he loved so tenderly. He made peace with 
Cuizelot and they took oaths to be loyal to each other. 

“Now,” said Cuizelot, “let us go up to the castle and break our 
fast, for dinner must be nearly ready.” 

Up to the casde they went and entered the hall Eledus thought 
It somewhat strange that no man came to meet or greet them. Cuizelot 
took off his armour himself and helped Eledus to disarm “My friend,” 
said he, “sit down now while I go to the kitchen to see if the 
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fcxjd is on the way.” So Eledus, all unarmed, sat down by the fire- 
place and began to think of Serene. Suddenly he looked up, and 
whom should he see but Cuizelot coming into the hall with a long 
sword in his hand Now he knew indeed that he had been betrayed, 
and was so wroth that he nearly went out of his head. 

“Hal false companion that you arc, have you led me into a trap^” 

"Not at all,” answered Cui^ot. “I merely wish to make sure that 
you never offer similar combat to me or any other knight ” With 
that he stuck the point of his sword into a crack in the floor, and 
leaning on the hilts grinned crookedly at the young knight sitting 
on the stool. 

As I have said, Eledus was dressed in nothing but hose and 
kirtle; his arms lay at the other end of the hall, and Cuizelot stood 
between Now you know that in the old days young men were in- 
structed m the game of chess not as an idle pastime, but as a defi- 
nite part of their military education Like Tristan, Eledus was a good 
chess-player; so in this emergency he was not at a loss. In less time 
than It takes to tell, Eledus did two things simultaneously He graspied 
his stool with one hand and therewith knocked Cuizelot’s support- 
ing sword from under him; with the other hand he seized a length 
of fir sapling that was blazing in the fire; and while Cuizelot stag- 
gered in regaining his balance, Eledus assisted him with a smart 
blow under the chin with the blazing brand Finally Cuizelot got 
a good grip on his two-handed sword and raised himself on his 
toes to give weight to his blow But Eledus swerved aside quickly, 
and gave the renegade such a stroke on the right arm with his 
flaming faggot that he paralysed it, and made the sword drop to 
the floor. Quickly the young knight snatched it up and landed a 
blow on Cuizelot’s head such that he split it quite in two. As the 
felon knight lay weltering in his blood Eledus said. “God forgive me 
for killing the man to whom I lately pledged my word of honour ” 

Eledus now went on a tour of investigation, keeping the dead 
knight’s sword in a handy position But he found no one till he 
came to the soller, where a lady sat weeping. When Eledus had 
heard her sad story he lost no time in coming to her aid With the 
key from Cuizelot’s pouch he opened the prison where the false 
knight had confined her lord and his twenty companions. In sorry 
state they were, barely clad and barely shod, loaded with irons, gyves, 
manacles, fetters and chains In the stable they found thirty good 
horses. Each of the company chose his mount and the remaimng 
seven horses were laden with harness, gold, silver and other loot of 
the castle, not forgetting, on the way, the lion’s crown 

Soon the company overtook Sapyn, who by this time beheved his 
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master dead. All that night they rode in order to reach Tubie on the 
morrow, for Eledus was in great heat to see Serene, and would 
neither eat nor drink till he was with her again. 

“Good, now,” said Mac Conglmne, “Cuizelot was only a man of 
flesh and blood after all, and though Amadas may have fought at 
the tomb with a Rend or a demon, it was a Rend who lacked, in 
my opinion, any distinctive character, and betrayed very little orig- 
inality In Ireland, now, we have — or had — something really different 
from the common run of demons . .” 

“One would expect that, in Ireland,” interrupted Giraldus 

“And with your leave I will repeat to you a tale which was told 
me by Guaire Aidne Mac Colman’s cook.” 


23. CONALL GULBAN AND THE AMHUISH 

Mac Conglmne 

When the king of Erin went away to give military assistance to 
the king of lubhar, he left his son Conall Gulban behind to keep 
the wives and sons of Ireland till he should come back. There was 
not a man left in the realm of Erin, and there was not left a man 
in the realm of Leinster but the daughter of the king of Leinster and 
five hundred soldiers to guard her. 

Then sorrow struck Conall, and melancholy, that he should stay 
in the realm of Erin by himself, that he himself was better than 
the people altogether, though they had gone away. He thought there 
was nothing that would take his care and his sorrow from off him 
better than to go to the side of Ben Eidin to the green mound He 
went, and he reached the green mound; he laid his face downwards 
on the hillock, and he thought that there was no one thing that 
would suit himself better than that he should find his match of a 
woman Such a woman was not to be found but the one that the 
king of Leinster had left within his castle, and it would not be easy 
to get to her on account of all the soldiers that her father left to 
keep her, but he thought that he could reach her. 

Conall took his burden upon him, and he went on board of a 
skiff, and he rowed till he came on shore on the land of the king 
of Leinster He was on a great hillock that was there, and below him 
he saw the very finest castle that ever was seen from the beginning 
of the universe to the end of eternity The dun was guarded by 
nine ranks of soldiers, and nine warriors behind every rank, and 
six heroes and three heroes behind every warrior, and a great man 
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behind these three who was as mighty as the whole of the people 
that were there altogether. 

Conall looked at the men who were guardmg the dun; he went 
a sweep round about with ears that were sharp to hear, and eyes 
Tolhng to see. A glance that he gave aloft to the dun, he saw an 
open window, and Breast-of-Light, the king’s daughter, on the inner 
side of the window combing her hair. Conall stood a little while 
gazing at her, but at last he put his palm on the point of his 
spear, he gave his rounded sprmg, and he was in at the window 
beside Brcast-of-Light. 

“Who IS this youth who has sprung so roundly in at the window 
to see me?” said she. 

“It is one who has come to take you away,” answered Conall. 

Breastof -Light gave a laugh and she said: “Did you see the sol- 
diers guarding the dun?” 

"I saw them,” said he; “they let me in and they will let me out.” 

She gave another laugh and said “Many a one has tried to take 
me out of this, but none has done it yet, and they lost their luck 
at the end My counsel to you is that you do not try it.” 

Conall put his hand about her waist; he raised her m his oxter; 
he took her out to the rank of soldiers; he put his palm on the 
point of his spear, and he leaped over their heads. He ran so swiftly 
that they could not see that it was Breast-of-Light he had with him, 
and when he was out of sight of the dun he set her on the ground. 

Breast-of-Light heaved a heavy sigh from her breast. “What is the 
meaning of your sigh?” asked Conall “It is,” said she, “that there 
came many a one to seek me, and who suffered death for my sake, 
yet It IS a coward of the great world who has taken me away I 
little thought that the coward of Erin should take me out, and that 
my father should leave five hundred warriors to watch me with- 
out one drop of blood being taken from one of them ” 

“Stay here,” said Conall, “and I will go and break the news to 
them ” 

Conall turned back to the dun, and nothing in the world in the 
way of arms did he fall in with but one horse’s )aw which he 
found in the road And when he arrived he asked the soldiers what 
they would do to a man who should take away Breast-of-Light “It 
is this,” said they, “to drive off his head and set it on a spike.” 

Conall looked under them, over them, through and before them. 
He drew his sword and began on them; and he killed the ranks 
of warriors and the six heroes and the three full heroes till he had 
but the big man left. Conall struck him a slap and drove his eye 
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out on his cheek, and told him to carry his news to the king of 
Leinster 

Conall returned, and he reached the woman after he had finished 
the hosts. “Come, now,” said he to Breast-of-Light, “and walk with 
me; and if you had not given me the spiteful talk you gave, the 
company would be alive for your father; and since you gave it, 
you shall now walk Let your foot be even with mine.” 

She rose, well pleased, and went away with him They reached 
the narrows, they put out the ferry-boat and they crossed the strait, 
and they came to land at the lower side of Ben Eidin in Erin. When 
they reached the green mound at the foot of Ben Eidin Conall told 
Breast-of-Light that he had a failing Every time that he did any 
deed of valour he must sleep before he could do brave deeds again. 
“There now,” he said, “I will lay my head in your lap.” 

“You shall not,” said Breast-of-Light, “lest you fall asleep.” 

“And if I do, will you not waken me?” 

“What IS your manner of waking?” 

“You shall cast me greatly hither and thither, and if that will not 
rouse me you must take a piece of flesh and hide from the top of 
my head. If that will not wake me, seize yonder great slab of stone 
and strike me between the mouth and the nose. If I do not stir for 
that, you shall cut off the joint of my little finger; and if that docs 
not rouse me you may let me be.” He laid his head in her lap and 
in a little instant he fell asleep. 

Conall had not been long asleep when Breast-of-Light saw a great 
vessel sailing in the ocean, and the road was level for her till she 
came to the green mound at the side of Ben Eidin. There was in 
the ship but one great man, and he came on shore at the shoulder 
of the mound He came where Breast-of-Light was, and Conall asleep 
with his head on her knee 

“What side is before you for choice?” asked Breast-of-Light as he 
gazed at her. 

“Well,” said the big man, “they were telling me that Breast-of- 
Light, daughter of the king of Leinster, was the finest woman in 
the world, and I was going to seek her for myself; but whether you 
be she or no, past you I will not go ” 

“I am not she,” said Breast-of-Light, “but a farmer’s daughter, and 
this IS my brother.” 

“Be that as it will,” said the big man, “there is a mirror in my 
ship that will not rise up for any woman in the world but Breast- 
of-Light, daughter of the king of Leinster. If the mirror rises for 
you, I will take you; and if it does not, I will leave you here.” 

He went to the mirror, and fear would not let her cut Conall’s 
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little finger, and she could not waken him. The man looked in the 
mirror and the mirror rose up for her. “But I will be surer of my 
matter before I go,” said the big one He plucked Conall’s blade 
from the sheath and it was full of blood. “Ha!” said he. “I am right 
enough in my guess Waken your champion and we will try with 
swift wrestling, might of hands and hardness of blades which of us 
has the best right to you.” 

“Who are you^” asked Breast-of-Light. 

“I am Mac-a-Moir Mac Righ Sorcha,” said the big one, “and it is 
m pursuit of you that I have come” 

“Will you not waken my champion?” asked she. 

He went and felt him from the points of the thumbs of his feet 
till he went out at the top of his head. “I cannot rouse the man 
myself. I like him as well asleep as awake” 

Breast-of-Light got up and began to rock Conall hither and thither, 
but he would not take waking. “Unless you wake him,” said Mac-a- 
Moir, “you must leave him in his sleep and go with me.” 

“Give me,” said she, “your three royal words that you will not 
seek me as a wife or a sweetheart till the end of a day and a year 
after this, to give Conall time to come in my pursuit.” He gave his 
three royal words. Then Breast-of-Light took Conall’s sword from 
the scabbard and wrote on the sword how it had fallen out She 
took the ring from Conall’s finger and put her own ring in us 
stead Then she went away with Mac-a-Moir and they left Conall 
in his sleep. 

When Conall woke on the green mound he had but himself, a 
shorn one and bare alone except for the herdsmen of the king of 
Erin and the king of Leinster. Said one of the herds “1 saw the 
one who was with you putting a ring on your finger ” Conall looked, 
and It was the ring of Breast-of-Light that was on his finger “I saw 
her writing something on your sword,” said the herd, “and putting 
It back into the scabbard ” Conall drew his sword and read “There 
came Mac-a-Moir, the king of Sorcha, and took me away I am free 
for a year and a day in his house waiting for you if you have so 
much courage as to come in pursuit of me.” 

Conall returned the sword to its sheath “I lay it on myself as 
spells and crosses,” he said, “that stopping by night and staying by 
day IS not for me till I find the woman Where I take my suppier, 
there 1 will not take my dinner, and that there is no place into 
which 1 go that 1 will not leave the fruit of my hand there to boot, 
and the son that is unborn he shall hear of it, and the son that is 
unbegotten he shall hear tell of it.” 

“There came a ship to the port down there,” said the herd; “the 
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shipmen have gone, and if you are able, you may be away with 
the ship before they come back.” 

Conall went on board the shi{v He gave her prow to the sea 
and her stern to the shore, and he went till he reached the realm 
of Lochlann, but he did not himself know where he was He was 
going on when he saw a little man come laughing toward him. 
“What IS the meaning of your laughing at me?” said Conall. 

“It IS that I am in a cheery mood at seeing a man of my country,” 
said the little man. 

“Who are you," asked Con.ill, “to be a countryman of mine?” 

“I,” said the little man, “am Duanach Mac Draodh, the son of 
a prophet from Erin Will you take me as a servant-lad?” 

“I will not take you,” said Conall; “I have no way of keeping 
myself here, to say nothing of a gillie. What realm is this in which 
I am here?” 

“You are in the realm of Lochlann,” answered Duan.ich. 

They went on and Duanach pointed out the great town of the 
king of Lochlann and his house They saw another house and Conall 
asked what it was. Duanach said it was the house of the amhuish, 
the best warriors in the realm of Lochlann. “I have heard my grand- 
father speak about the amhuish,” said Conall, “but I have never seen 
them. 1 will go to see them.” “That would not be my counsel,” said 
Duanach. 

Conall went on to the palace of the king of Lochlann, and he 
clashed his shield, battle or else combat to be sent to him, or else 
Brcast-of-Light, the daughter of the king of Leinster. 

That was the thing he should get, battle and combat, and not 
Breast-of-Light, for she was not there to give him. Nor would he 
get any fighting at that time of night, but he should get lodging in 
the house of the amhuish, where there were eighteen hundred 
amhuish and eighteen score He would get battle in the morrow’s 
morning when the first of the day should come. 

’Twas no run for the lad, but a spring; and he would take no 
better than the place he was to get He went, and he went in, and 
there was none of the amhuish within who did not grin When he 
saw that they had made a grin, he himself made two. 

“What IS the meaning of your grinning at us?” asked the amhuish. 

“What was the meaning of your grinning at me?” asked Conall. 

“Our grinning,” said they, “meant that your fresh royal blood will 
be ours to quench our thirst, and your fresh royal flesh to polish 
our teeth.” 

“And,” said Conall, “the meaning of my grinning is that I will 
look out for the one with the biggest knob and the slenderest shanks. 
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and knock out the brains of the rest with that one, and his brains 
with the knobs of the rest.” 

Then every one of the amhuish rose and put a stake of wood against 
the door. He himself rose and put two stakes agamst it so tighdy 
that the others fell. 

“What IS the reason you do that?” asked they. 

“What is the reason you did it?” countered Conall. “It were a 
sorry matter for me though I should put two there when you your- 
selves put one there each of you ” 

“Well,” said they, “we will tell you the reason* We have never 
seen coming here anyone a gulp of whose blood or a morsel of whose 
flesh could reach us except yourself and except one other man, and 
he fled from us; and now everyone is doubting the other lest you 
should flee also.” 

“That was the thing which made me do it myself hkewise, since 
I have got yourselves so close as you are. I feared I should have to 
be chasing you from hole to hole and from hill to hill, so I did that.” 

Then he went and began upon them. He gazed at them, from 
one to two, and he seized on the one with the slenderest shanks and 
the fattest head. Upon the rest he drove, sliochdl slachdl till he had 
killed every one of them; and he had not a jot of the one with whom 
he was working at them but what was in his hands of the shanks 
He killed every man of them, and though he was such a youth as 
he was, he got his fill of that work. Then he began redding up the 
dwelling that was there, to clean it for himself that night. And he 
put the amhuish out in a heap all together, and he let himself drop 
on one of the beds that was withm and went to sleep, for, as 1 have 
said, that was a failing of his. 

“I can well imagine,” said Gaucelm Faidit, “that Conall might wish 
to sleep after such exertion The exercise of heroism has always 
seemed exhausting to me That is one reason why I never took it 
up," he added, after a pull at his tankard “But I remember a tale 
which was current in my country — ^Limousin — later put into rhyme 
by a poet whose name I have unfortunately forgotten, the hero of 
which also longed to sleep after performing great deeds of arms. 
Shall I tell you the story?” 

“Pray do so,” said Hakon Hakonson. 

“Very well,” said Faidit “First I will give a brief introduction 
to the incidents which 1 had in mmd. It happened that King Arthur 
was one day holding court when an overbearing and outrageous 
knight named Taulat de Rogimen rode into the hall, insulted the 
queen and rode out again. There was present a young knight named 
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Jeffrey. Some critics have alleged that Duke Guilhem yonder was in 
some way related to him; but I wouldn’t know about that. This Jef- 
frey, now, undertook to ride after the intruder and chastise him for 
his insolence. Sir Kay urged him on with suitable words. All after- 
noon Jeffrey rode after Taulat He got no rest that night by reason 
of fighting with a certain Estout, whom he conquered and sent to 
Arthur’s court. On the second day he killed the Defender of the 
White Lance; and sleep was postponed for that night also by his 
encounter with the Knight of the Spits. . . .” 


24. Jeffrey’s fight with the giant mezel 

Gaucelm Fatdit 

In spite of heat, fatigue and lack of sleep, Jeffrey valiantly con- 
tinued his pursuit on the third day without pausing for delay. But 
now as he rode along there came towards him a leper holding a 
child in his arms; a woman crying, weeping and tearing her hair 
came after him. When she had come even with Jeffrey, “Sir,” she 
said, “for God’s sake have mercy and lend me your aid in restoring 
my child, which the leper yonder carried away right from before 
my door” “Lady,” said he, “why did the leper steal the child?” “Sir, 
by my faith, for no reason except that it pleased him to do so ” “Was 
there no other reason?” asked Jeffrey “Sir, by the faith I owe to 
God, there was not.” “Then,” said Jeffrey, “I will get the child back 
for you at once, if I can, alive or dead, for the leper is in the wrong ” 

Jeffrey put spurs to his horse and quickly overtook the leper or 
mezel, and the woman followed after. Jeffrey cried out “Mad mezel, 
foul churl, put down the child, for you will not get any farther.” 
The mezel’s only reply to this summons was to make the sign of the 
fig at Jeffrey, not only once but three times. “Have that in your 
throat,” said he. 

“By my head, you stinking leper,” said Jeffrey, “you shall pay 
for that. Your manners arc too loose by far. If I can. I’ll take your 
life for that insult.” 

By this time the mezel had reached his hostel and went into it. 
Jeffrey descended at the gate. The woman, too, had come up, weeping 
and wailing. Jeffrey ordered her to bold his lance and take care of 
his horse till he came back. Then, shield on arm and sword in hand, 
he entered the house. 

The hall was fair and large On a bed lay another hideous giant 
mezel, and he was holding to him a damsel whose equal for beauty 
was not in the world, I think, for her colour was fresher than the 
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new-blown rose. He had torn her gown down to the waist, exposing 
a breast whiter than any flower. The girl was making great dole, 
and her eyes were swollen with weeping 

On the knight's entrance the mezel stopped what he was domg 
and seized a great mace When Jeffrey got a good look at him he 
was horrified, so foul-looking was he‘ He was as long as a lance, 
two spans broad in the shoulders; great arms he had, ending in 
bulging fists, the fingers covered with gouty lumps. His face was 
patched with fearsome whelks, his brows were hairless, swollen and 
hard, his eyes dark, cloudy, striated and reddened round about; his 
jaws were bared and blue and swollen Long were his teeth, wormy 
and stinking, and flaming red hke a glowing coal. His nose was 
flat and flaring at the corners His breathing was hard and stertorous 
so that he could hardly speak 

The mezel approached Jeffrey and asked “What are you doing 
here? Have you come to give yourself up?” 

“No,” said Jeffrey 

“Then what is the occasion of your intrusion? What do you seek?” 

“I am looking for a kper who entered here just now with a child. 
The child was stolen and its mother has implored me to recover it 
for her.” 

“Whatever you find, you will certainly find someone who will pre- 
vent you from doing that, you fool, you bumptious churl In an 
evil hour did you follow up that adventure, for your life will be 
short.” 

So saying the mezel let fly on Jeffrey’s shield with his mace so 
that he battered it down with the fiist blow, and he would have 
let fly another, but Jeffrey saw it coming, and agilely avoided it. Well 
for him that he did so, for the stroke made all the house tremble. 
Now the knight rushed boldly at the mezel and gave him such a 
stroke with his sword that he cut off a hand’s-breadth of his white 
gown, a quarter of his shirt and pants, together with the knob of 
his shank, for that was as high on him as he could reach; and with 
that blow the sword went into the floor a palm’s breadth 

When the mezel saw himself wounded and felt his blood flow- 
ing, he raged after the knight with raised mace Jeffrey dodged be- 
hind a pillar, and the mezel hit it such a whack that he dislodged 
it, and It almost fell; all the house quivered with the force of that 
stroke. Before the mezel had time to recover from the vehemence 
of his blow, Jeffrey leaped forward and cut off his arm with his 
sword 

Now when the leper saw his arm lying on the floor, he was 
quite enraged, and shrieked with sorrow. He sprang at Jeffrey; the 
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knight avoided him, but not $0 completely but that the blow grazed 
his head and brought him to his knees with the blood issuing from 
nose and mouth; and the leper’s mace struck so on the floor that it 
broke in two Now with his sword Jeffrey hit the mezel below the 
knee so that he severed skin, flesh and bone, and cut it off In falling 
the big man made a noise like the crashing of a great tree. Sword 
in hand Jeffrey ran up to him 

“Now,” said the knight, “on my faith, peace will be made be- 
tween you and me.” And with his word he gave him such a stroke 
on the head that he clove his skull right down to the teeth In his 
dying struggle the fellow kicked out and dashed Jeffrey against 
the wall with such violence that he lost his senses, nor could he talk 
any more than a mute; he measured his length on the floor and 
moved no more than a tree-stump 
ifuring this time the damsel had been busy praying for the knight 
and herself, and when she saw Jeffrey so served she thought he was 
dead She unlaced his ventail and helm, got water and splashed it 
in his face Jeffrey sighed and got to his feet with an effort Still in 
a daze, he mistook the damsel for the leper and gave her such a 
push that he stretched her out on the floor if his hand had held 
a sword, she would have been cut in two. Then he ran here and 
there like one out of his mind But the maid came to her senses 
and spoke gently, pointing out that their enemy was dead 
At these words Jeffrey approached the mezel, all stretched out, lack- 
ing an arm and a leg, with head so villainously split open that the 
brains were running out, then he sat down on the bench to gather 
his wits When he had rested a little while he went searching through 
the house for the child which the other leper had brought in; but 
he found him not, to his sorrow and wrath 
“By God I” said Jeffrey, “where has that mezel gone with the child? 
Damsel,” he asked, “did you see him go out, perhaps?” 

“Sir, I know nothing at all of the matter I had so much trouble 
of my own with the giant leper there that one might have stabbed 
me and I should not have known who had done it ” 

“Well,” said the youth, “I’ll find him, either inside or out; and 
I value myself less than a denier if I don’t restore the child to his 
mother and sell him dear the insult he gave me Since he isn’t 
here. I’ll look for him outside” 

So saying he went to the door, intending to go out — but that he 
could not do Whatever he did or said, he was unable to pass through, 
and this astonished him greatly 

“By God*” cried Jeffrey, “am I enchanted that I can’t get out of 
here?” Therewith he attempted to leap out, but was unable to lift 
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a foot from the floor. When he saw his efforts were vain, he turned 
back and sat down, melancholy and vexed, sighing and snorting with 
ire. Afterwards he went as far away from the door as possible and 
took a running )ump. But it was quite useless; he might have kept 
on for a month or two years, or three, without getting out. 

While the knight was lamenting his deplorable circumstances he 
heard a child’s voice loudly crying for help He started to his feet 
and ran through the long hall till he came to a smaller one, the 
door of which was barred and locked inside. “Open up'” he shouted 
But nobody said a word, so he shook the door down and sprang in, 
sword in hand Inside he found the first leper with a great knife 
in his fisf he had just killed seven children, and between twenty- 
five and thirty others, large and small, all weeping bitterly, were 
waiting their turn Jeffrey gave the mezel a kirk that stretched him 
out on the floor In fear the fellow cried out for his master. 

“By God I” said Jeffrey, “you swollen swine, scabby runt that you 
are, you’ll never see your master again, for he is quite dead And 
right now you are going to lose your hand — ^the one with which 
you gave me the figs. You shall never make that sign to anyone 
again.” 

Thereupon Jeffrey struck off the leper’s hand The wretch threw 
himself at the knight’s feet and cried him mercy, protesting that he 
had been forced against his will to kill the seven children so that 
his master might cure his leprosy by bathing in their blood. 

“If you wish to continue in this life,” said Jeffrey, “tell me truly 
whether or not you can get me out of this place.” 

“Yes, my lord,” answered the mezel, “so help me God. If you 
grant me my life, you shall be freed from here at once, but if you 
kill me, you shall remain in ignorance of the mighty enchantments 
of the place” 

“Well, hurry up, for my business presses and 1 am in haste to be 
on my way.” 

“It IS like this,” replied the man “Standing in the window in the 
wall there is the image of a boy’s head, break the head and straight- 
way all the enchantment will disappear. However, you will be sorely 
wounded in doing so, for the whole house will collapse when the 
enchantment is undone ” 

“Is that so?” asked Jeffrey. 

“Yes, indeed,” replied the other. 

Therewith Jeffrey tied the mczel’s arms and gave him into the 
custody of the maiden “Damsel,” said he, “guard me this mezel 
well; if he is lying to me. I'll make him die an evil death.” Then 
he sent them both out together with the children, he alone remaimng. 
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Now the young knight put on his helm and went to the window. 
He found the head and gave it such a blow that he cut it right in 
two. Hereupon the head rose and cried out and shrieked and car- 
ried on so that it seemed heaven and earth and all the elements 
were battling with each other. Every stone fought with a stone, every 
beam strove with another beam, at the same time giving Jeffrey such 
a beating that it was a wonder he survived it. After that it grew 
dark with thunder and rain As storm and lightning broke over him, 
the knight protected his head with his shield There was neither 
beam nor rafter, tile, block nor building-stone that failed to give him 
a blow or a punch The storm in the sky swept everything before 
It and would have borne Jeffrey away too, except for the grace of 
God. Of the house there remained nothing, as though it had never 
been; and Jeffrey was so broken up with wounds and dints that he 
hardly knew what to do. He went and lay down, for he was indeed 
played out 

Now the woman whose child Jeffrey had saved, the damsel and 
the menial mezel ran up to him where he lay. “Noble knight,” said 
the girl, smiling, “how do you do?” “I have no mortal wounds, I 
think,” replied the hero, “but I have withstood a great deal of bat- 
tering, and I should like to rest here a while” Then the maiden 
went up to him and kissed his eyes, his mouth and his face 

Said Jeffrey to the mother of the child “Woman, have you got 
back your offspring?” “Oh, yes, my lord, thanks to you," she replied. 
“Well, then,” said Jeffrey, “go along with this beautiful damsel here 
who has such charming manners, take the child and mezel with you, 
and don’t stop till you come to the castle of Carduel where Arthur 
is. Greet everyone from me, and tell your adventure to all whom 
you meet” 

Then he called for his horse and his lance, and as he was prepar- 
ing to mount, the damsel, dissolved in tears, came forward. “Noble 
and valiant knight, will you not go with us a piece of the way?” she 
asked “That would delay me too much,” replied Jeffrey; “rather 
must I follow him whom I cannot find, for I shall have neither joy 
nor rest till I have caught up with him” “Whom do you seek so 
eagerly?” asked the girl. “Damsel,” said Jeffrey, “his name is Taulat, 
and a day or so ago he violently and wrongfully killed a kmght sit- 
ting in the hall beside Queen Guenevere I go seeking him until I 
shall find him and avenge that shame or double my own.” So say- 
ing Jeffrey rode on his way. 

Now when our hero had killed the giant leper and extricated the 
damsel from her embarrassing predicament; when he had humbled 
the small leper and restored the stolen child to its mother; and when 
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he had abated the enchantments of the wicked house, he felt so 
weary, feeble, fatigued, wounded, battered and utterly undone that 
he could hardly keep his seat in the saddle For three days he had 
been without food, and for two nights he had had no sleep So 
hungry and sleepy was he that he drowsed on horseback, wobbled to 
and fro, and almost fell off And in this manner he continued till 
evening, not knowing whither he went. 

Gaucelm paused for breath and a drink. 

“What happened to the other children in the house who had not 
been slain?” inquired Peter Bell. 

“The story doesn’t say,” replied Gaucelm briefly. 

“A curious conceit,” mused Thomas Linacre; “1 mean about curmg 
leprosy by bathing the patient in children’s blood ” 

Alexander Necl{am It has Phny’s authority 

Hartmann von Aue' And that of Salerno. A Salernian doctor pre- 
scribed that remedy for one of my relatives 

Caesar of Hetsterbach But I believe he did not make use of it, 
preferring that the maiden whose blood was to be spilt should sacri- 
fice herself to him not by death, but as his wife. 

John Mtrk, Well, there is the case of the emperor Constantine, who 
assembled three hundred — some say three thousand — boys in order 
To bathe in their blood 

Mac Conghnne But Constantine did not kill the children Peter 
and Paul persuaded him to accept baptism instead — or so I have 
read 

Lanfianc of Milan At all events, leprosy, as Pliny says, was little 
known in Italy 

Walter Map Still, the bath of blood was actually employed by 
Amelius — or was it Amicus? — ^who cut off the heads of his two chil- 
dren to heal his friend 

Andrew Boorde A monkish fablel 

Jotnvtlle King Louis once asked me which I would rather — com- 
mit a mortal sin or be a leper 

Sir John Harington And what did you say? 

Jotnvtlle I said 1 would rather comrmt thirty mortal sins than 
be a single leper. 

“What IS the cause of leprosy?” asked Peter Bell 

“Lepra, or mczelry,” answered Bartholomew, “is a universal cor- 
ruption of members and of humours. But Constanunus says that 
every elephantiasis or leprosy is caused by melancholic humour being 
corrupted ” 

“In my time,” said Andrew Boorde with a wink at Linacre, “it 
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was caused by an exclusive diet of fish, and sometimes by drinking 
pig’s milk. These are also the causes of gout, fevers and the king’s 
evil ” 

“Can it be cured?” asked Peter Bell. 

“Michael Scot recommends a bath composed of hot water mixed 
with the blood of a dog,” answered Boorde. 

“Rather,” spoke up John of Gaddesden, “you should take the fat 
of a horse, mix with salt, and smear with that Then prepare a bath 
of hot water into which has been put ash nnd, quickbeam rind, 
holly nnd, black alder nnd, spindle tree, sedge, ploughman’s spikenard, 
hayrife and marrubium Then make a salve of marrubium in but- 
ter, with meal of earthworms, viper’s bugloss and hayrife. Take 
half this salve and mix it with triturated belenium, and smear the 
patient with it till he gets better; then smear with the other half.” 

“Thank you,” said Peter Bell with a shudder. 

“Have you any remedy for weak eyesight, now?” inquired Ossian 
“For the past three or four hundred years my eyes have not been 
so strong as they once were ” 

“Yes, indeed,” answered Gaddesden. “Take a crab and put his 
eyes out; then put him alive again into water, and put the eyes 
on the neck of the man who has need, and he will soon be well.” 

“I never thought of that,” said Ossian 

“No, no!” protested Gilbertus Anglicus “Weak eyesight is due 
to lethargy, and to cure it one must first begin with that For 
lethargy take the heart of a robin and the heart of an owl. . .” 

“Good master,” interrupted Sir John Hanngton, “we will gladly 
hear you on another occasion — when we are flat on our backs and 
cannot help ourselves. For the present we have had enough of materia 
medica. If the excellent troubadour has recovered his breath and in- 
spiration, we should be pleased to listen to the remainder of his 
tale. And if his hero does not discover a remedy for lethargy, then 
we will hear yours” 

“Very well,” said Gaucelm. 

25 HOW JEFFREY LONGED TO SLEEP AT CASTLE MONBRUN 

Gaucelm Fatdtt 

The night was clear and calm when Jeffrey came at last to a 
park all enclosed by a marble wall I think there was no kind of 
beautiful tree in the world whereof there was not a specimen or 
two therein, nor fine plant nor beautiful flower There too was a 
fragrance so fine and sweet-smelling that it seemed like Paradise. 
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All the birds of the countryside, for a day’s journey round about, used 
to come at nightfall to sing in those trees, and so softly and sweetly 
that no instrument could produce such beautiful music; and thus 
they did till dawn. 

This park belonged to a damsel named Brunesent the Belle. She 
was mistress of Monbrun castle, the chief of her many holdings. The 
lady had neither father nor mother, husband nor brother. Seven 
porters had the castle, each of whom had a thousand knights under 
him to guard the seven gates. Night and day five hundred maids 
waited upon Brunesent, who exceeded them all in beauty. For if 
one were to search all the world for especially beautiful women, 
one would not find a lady so handsome and so gently formed as 
Brunesent, just her eyes alone, and her face, caused all the other 
girls to be forgotten, for she was more lovely, fresher and whiter 
than snow new fallen on the branch, or than a rose or fleur-de-lis. 
So well made was she that no fault could be found, for she was 
neither too large nor too small Her mouth was so beautifully formed 
that It seemed always to be saying “Come kiss me!” And she would 
have been twice as beautiful had it not been for the dolour under 
which she had suffered nigh unto seven years Four times a day, 
and three times at night, she and all her people had to surrender 
themselves to lamentation and grief. When these intervals had passed. 
It was Brunesent’s custom to listen to the birds in the park, and rest 
and sleep a little 

Now let us return to Jeffrey. He dismounted and entered the 
park by a large and handsome gate, and unbridling his horse, let 
him roam to crop the fresh grass at his will As for himself, he 
put his shield under his head, for he intended to get some sleep at 
all hazards; and it was indeed not long before he was sleeping 
soundly. 

At this time, between the hour of supper and of retirement, Brune- 
sent was amusing herself with the knights and ladies of her court, 
and when the company made their adieux, Brunesent entered her 
chamber apart She thought she would listen to the birds’ song, as 
she did every night when she went to rest On this occasion, how- 
ever, she did not hear them, and was greatly vexed. It seemed to 
her probable that some animal, or perhaps a stranger knight, had 
entered the park and frightened the birds; so, through a maid, she 
summoned her seneschal 

“I am badly served,” said Brunesent, “for someone has entered the 
park and disturbed the birds so that they will not sing Go, see who 
It IS, and if It IS a man, let him be taken or killed ” 

“Lady,” said the seneschal, “I am at your service.” And he went 



HOW JEFFREY LONGED TO SLEEP I23 

away quickly with two squires, each of whom bore a great torch. 
In the park they found Jetfrey sleeping with his head on his shield. 
The seneschal very haughtily summoned him to get up, but Jeffrey 
neither heard nor understood. Thereupon the officer prodded and 
shook him roughly. 

“Get up quickly,” said the seneschal, “or you are a dead man.” 

Hereupon Jeffrey rose to a sitting posture and replied courteously 
“Noble chevalier, give me a sample of your good breeding and gen- 
tility, and let me have my fill of sleep” 

“You shall sleep no more,” replied Bruneseni’s man, “but you shall 
come with me before my lady, whether you like it or not. You 
will not be so indifferent when she has taken vengeance on you 
for entering her park and frightening the birds.” 

“As God IS my protector,” answered Jeffrey, “not without battle 
will you carry me off till I have had my fill of sleep.” 

when the seneschal understood that Jeffrey wanted to fight, he 
sent one of the squires for his arms, and in the meanwhile Jeffrey 
dozed off again “Get up,” cried the seneschal, “for you have found 
your opponent.” But Jeffrey never said a word and kept on sleep- 
ing. The seneschal shook and poked him till he came awake. 

“Chevalier,” said Jeffrey, “it is really too bad of you not to let 
me sleep, for I am so drowsy I can hardly bear it. But since I sec 
you want to fight, I will first make terms If I unhorse you, will 
you let me sleep in peace?” 

“I will, indeed,” answered the seneschal, “by God!” 

Jeffrey mounted his horse and the two knights rode at each other 
with great fury Our hero never budged with the shock, but the 
seneschal got such a blow that he was felled to fhe ground. 

“From now on,” said Jeffrey, “I hope you will let me sleep.” 

“By my faith,” replied the officer, “you may die here for all of 
me.” And he rode away ashamed and wroth 

When the seneschal came back to the palace: “What did you find 
in the park?” asked Brunesent 

“An armed knight,” replied the man; “and I hope I shall never 
meet a better one. He was sleeping so soundly I could hardly waken 
him ” 

“Well, why didn’t you bring him to me?” asked Brunesent. “By 
GodI I shall not cat till I sec him hanged ” 

“By my faith,” replied the officer, “he wouldn’t come for me, nor 
could I tear him from his sleep ” 

“Is that so?” replied the lady “Go call up the watch for me.” 

In a short time five hundred knights of the watch assembled in 
the hall. In a vexed and evil humour Brunesent said to them “Sirs, 
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a proud and overweening knight has entered my park and fright- 
ened the birds, to my great annoy So haughty is he that he refuses 
to come to me at my seneschal’s bidding. Unless I have his head, 
or cause him to die an evil death, 1 will never hold fief more” 
Then spoke up Simon le Ros, a big knight, handsome and haughty. 
“Lady, I will bring him to you alive or dead.” 

“Do so,” said Brunesent 

“By my head,” said the seneschal, “don't think this is child's play; 
the stranger understands well enough how to defend himself, he 
will be a valiant knight who can win against him ” 

Simon entered the park, where he found Jeffrey sleeping “Come, 
now,” he cried, “get up out of here ” But Jeffrey kept on sleeping, 
for he heard never a word Then Simon gave him a rap on the 
ribs with the truncheon of his lance, and Jeffrey started up “Knight,” 
said he, “it is very wrong tor you to strike me and wake me up 
after promising that you would not Your word doesn’t last long 
Your behaviour is that of a churl Let me sleep, for Christ’s sake, 
for you sec that I am so drowsy that 1 can hardly stand on my 
feet ” “You shall not sleep here any longer,” replied Simon, “and 
if you don’t come along willingly to speak to my lady, I will make 
you do so in spite of yourself ” “First,” said Jeffrey, “wc shall see which 
of us IS the stronger and doughucr” Therewith he mounted his 
horse 

Simon came at him with such vigour that he broke his lance on 
Jeffrey’s shield, and Jeffrey struck him out of the saddle with such 
force that he just failed of breaking his neck, and he would have 
finished him, but Simon cried “Mercy, sir knight I I yield to you ” 
“If I spare your life,” said Jeffrey, “will you let me sleep'*” “As 
much as you wish,” answered Simon, “so far as 1 am concerned ” 
So Jeffrey returned to the place where he had been lying and 
went to sleep again But Simon turned away, head bowed, abashed, 
ashamed and all befouled with dirt, and he entered the palace with- 
out half the noise he had made on going out The seneschal saw 
him coming and smiled a little “Lady,” he said to Brunesent, “here 
comes your champion, and he is not bringing the knight with him. 
It stems to me he must have made terms” “By God'” said Brunesent, 
“I’ll unmake those terms before I eat or sleep ” 

Now up spoke one of the seven porters, who thought himself 
a good knight “Lady, by my faith, if you give me leave, I will 
bring the fellow to you however hardy he may be, in spite of all 
he can do — unless he flees ” 

“Sir,” said Simon, “he will not flee, he’ll wait for you, for if he 
had wanted to be off, he would not have gone to sleep again Do 
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him neither harm nor injury, for that would be shameful, so valiant 
and well-mannered a knight is he” 

Said the seneschal “I hope God may defend me from evil as well 
as that knight will defend himself against you And you are not m 
such a hurry to go as you will be to come back ” 

However, the knight rushed off to the park, where he found Jeffrey 
sleeping “Sir knight,” said he, “get up out of here or die, or else 
come before my lady ” Jeffrey said nothing “You’ll go in spite of 
yourself, by my faith,” continued the porter “Whatever terms Simon 
or the seneschal may have made with you have no validity with 
me” So saying he gave Jeffrey such a blow that he made him 
jump 

When our hero felt that knock he got to his feet in a daze “By 
GodI” said he, “I am mocked I hardly let this fellow go when he 
comes back and whacks me and wakes me up Twice he has broken 
his word and jested with me, but this time he will not escape death ” 
The porter now bawled out “Up now, vile churl, scurvy pre- 
sumptuous boor I In an evil hour did you enter here, for my lady is so 
annoyed that she intends to have you torn limb from limb ’ 

Said Jeffrey “That she will not, and as for you, speak more courte- 
ously, for whoso speaks villainously does so to his own harm and 
not to his gain The courtesy 1 showed you earlier has been ill re- 
paid Twice 1 let you go, but it will not hapjicn so a third time, 
so help me God'” 

Thereupon the two knights encountered The opposing chevalier 
broke his lance Jeffrey struck through his shield, past his arm, through 
his hauberk, right into the body, so that the lance came out more 
than a hand's breadth behind Jeffrey saw that he was so severely 
wounded that it would be hard to heal him “Now,” said he, “per- 
haps you’ll let me sleep ” And he went and lay down again 
Two squires, who saw their master wounded, carried him into the 
palace When Brunesent saw him she said “My lords, if you do 
not take vengeance for this deed, you are no longer men of mine 
If this fellow escapes, the insult which he has put upon me will 
be thrown in my tace forever ” 

“There is no question tif vengeance,” said the seneschal “The stran- 
ger IS so powerful and hardy that no single knight will ever take 
him, by my faith He forced both Simon and myself to let him 
sleep, and you see what happened to this knight. The same fate 
lies in wait for any single knight of Monbrun.” 

Said Brunesent. “I am served by a poor lot. Let fifty, or a hun- 
dred, or more go, if necessary Whoever wishes to be a man of 
mine, or remain at my court, let him go forthwith.” 
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Hereupon many knights descended into the park, where they found 
Jeffrey sleeping. They said nothing, but one took him by the legs, 
another by the arms, another by the hands, another by the shoulders, 
and one by the head. 

Jeffrey was not at all amused when he woke up to find himself 
thus seized. “God!” said he, “what people is this? Mary to my aid! 
Lords,” he cried, "hold a litde and tell me what people you are, 
whither you are taking me, and what it is you wish Are you demons? 
I think you must be, or revenants, since you come at this hour. For 
Christ’s sake and His mother's, go about your busmess and let me 
sleep!” 

“On the contrary,” replied one of the knights; “you shall come 
before my lady; you shall dearly abide your trespass and the vexa- 
tion you have caused her. You shall not get off alive.” 

Thus they bore him, completely armed as he was, into the hall 
before Brunesent, and Jeffrey, handsome in his glittering armour, 
stood on his feet before her. The lady looked at him closely and 
said “Are you he who has caused me so much ill and vexation to- 
night?” 

“Lady,” said Jeffrey, “that is not so. 1 was never in any position 
to cause you any grief whatsoever On the contrary, if anyone has 
done so, I will take your side with all my might ” 

“That IS not true,” answered Brunesent “Did you not enter my 
park, and have you not wounded one of my men almost to death?” 

“Lady,” he replied, “that is so. But he was in the wrong, for he 
disturbed my sleep Three times he came and knocked on my ribs 
with his lance Moreover, he had twice sworn to me on his faith 
that he would not molest me or do me any ill. But if I had known 
he was your man, and if he had been twice as vexatious and uncivil, 
I would never have wounded him” 

“By all the saints in heaven!” cried Brunesent, “you shall never 
cause me any trouble in the future, for, so help me God' I’ll have 
you hanged, or blinded, or make you an expert with crutches before 
tomorrow!” 

When he heard her speak like that Jeffrey thought she must be 
angry “Lady,” said he, “do with me as you please, for you in your 
chemise, with no other accoutrements whatsoever — you would have 
conquered me more quickly than ten fully armed knights If I have 
occasioned you any displeasure, take your vengeance for the same, 
for I will touch neither sword nor shield nor lance to defend my- 
self.” 

Brunesent was somewhat appeased by this gallant speech, nor was 
the handsome bearing of the young knight without effect upon her; 
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but, for appearance’s sake she dared not immediately show any diminu- 
tion of sternness. 

“Lady,” continued Jeffrey, “I ask of you but one boon. Let me 
sleep my HU, then do with me as you please, for against you I have 
no power of resistance.” 

“There is no harm in what he says,” observed the seneschal. “Let 
him sleep, at least until we Hnd out who he is and whence he comes. 
Nowadays many who are rich men and of great estate go through the 
world seeking adventures.” 

“Very well,” conceded Brunesent. “But take care that you turn 
him over to me tomorrow morning” 

“That I will,” replied the seneschal, “for I have no desire to lose 
your favour ” 

“And put a strong guard over him,” insisted Brunesent. 

“God IS my witness,” said Jeffrey, “that you alone have so much 
power over me that you could hold me with a piece of string bet- 
ter than a thousand others ” 

Brunesent sighed and cast a love-laden glance at him The knight 
was not so sleepy that his heart did not leap at that. And he sweat, 
too, and not from heat, but from the love which enflamed him. 

Now the seneschal had a fine large bed set up in the hall, with 
all that pertained thereto, and set a hundred knights to guard the 
stranger He turned courteously to Jeffrey and asked his name, his 
country and his adventure. 

“I am from Arthur’s court,” replied our hero “But for God’s sake 
ask me no more now — let me sleep ” So, dressed, shod and armed as 
he was, he threw himself on the bed and was soon unconscious. 

After this It was not long till the watch of the tower cried out 
that It was again time to indulge m lamentation and wailing — ^as 
they did four times a day and three times at night Brunesent and 
her maids of course participated in these expressions of grief, and 
altogether there was such a hideous clamour that Jeffrey woke with 
a start, and in no good humour “God!” said he, “I never saw such 
people. Sirs, what is the reason for all this uproar?” 

At these words his guards turned ujxin him, calling him evil 
names, beating him with dagger, sword, lance or mace. Not one 
of the hundred failed to give him a blow, or two or three. No 
kettle-smith ever laid on more vigorously than they with their weap- 
ons. But Jeffrey’s hauberk was good, and he wrapped himself up 
so in the bed-clothes that he got no wound. Finally the noise died 
down. The guards thought they had killed their prisoner. “Now we 
can go to sleep ourselves,” said they, “for there is no fear that he will 
flee.” 
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Jeffrey, however, was now wide awake and heard everything. He 
retnamcd quiet and prayed earnestly to God, for he thought truly 
that he was in hell And when he recalled the exceeding beauty 
of Brunesent his wonder increased that such a lovely creature should 
be found among such evil people. And while he was plunged in 
sweet thought as to the possibility of winning the love of that de- 
lightful lady, the watch yelled again, once more waking all the 
people to their lamentable duty Neither I nor anyone else could 
describe the hideous din they made This time Jeffrey lay quietly, for 
he was utterly astounded. Said he to himself. “By my head, this is cer- 
tainly an unpleasant and evil hostel I I’ll risk ten lances through my 
body rather than remain longer m the custody of these folk, for they 
are very evil company It is not piossible that they should be of flesh 
and blood — rather, so help me God, are they devils of hell — raising 
such a clamour as they do when all decent jicople want to sleep. 
If God IS my aid, they will not find me here tomorrow.” 

The howling died away and Jeffrey’s guards threw themselves down 
by his bed again When he saw that they had dozed off, he rose, took 
his lance and shield from the rack, went out cautiously, and found 
his horse where he had left him When he had got safely away: 
“Thank God,” said Jeffrey, “I never expected to escajie so easily. 
But It IS too bad about the lovely lady I never saw one so beautiful 
or one who pleased me more However, the company she maintains 
IS too villainous for words, and it is impossible to put up with them.” 
And thus he rode away from Monbrun in the grey dawn. 

“Sir,” said Doctor Boorde, “I commend your hero’s desire to sleep. 
When a man has exercised himself m the day-timc, he ought to sleep 
soundly and surely at night, whatsoever chance may befall. But 
moderate sleep is most praiseworthy, for it aids digestion, nourishes 
the blood and qualifies the heat of the liver; it sharpiens, quickens 
and refreshes the memory, it restores nature and quiets a man’s hu- 
mours and pulses, in a word, it animates and comforts all the natu- 
ral, animal and spiritual powers of a man And contrarily, immod- 
erate sleep and sluggishness doth humccte and make light the brain; 
It engenders rheum and imposthumes, it is evil for the palsy, whether 
It be universal or particular; it is evil for the falling sickness called 
epilentia, analentia, cathalcntia, apoplexy, soda and all other infirmi- 
ties of the head, for it induces and causes obliviousness m that it 
doth obfusque and obnebulatc the memory and the quickness of 
wit; and specially it doth instigate and lead a man to sin, and it 
doth induce and infer brevity of life. Sleep should be measured ac- 
cording to man’s natural complexion, in respect to his strength or 
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weakness, youth or age, health or sickness. If men of certain com- 
plexions go too long without sleep, it may prove highly disastrous 
for them, as I will show by a familiar example — There were two 
men who sat at dice together a day and a night and longer The 
weak man said to the other T can play no more.’ ‘Fie,’ said the 
strong man. ‘Fie on thee, bench- whistler, wilt thou break away now?’ 
So the weak man, in order to content his companion’s mind, desire 
and appetite, continued to play, and thereby killed himself — Night- 
time IS best for sleep, but if a man find himself compelled to sleep 
at any other time, let him stand and lean and sleep against a cupboard, 
or else let him sit upright in a chair and sleep. Sleeping after a full 
stomach — pace Bartholomew — doth breed diverse infirmities it hurts 
the spleen, it relaxes the smews, it engenders dropsy and gout, and 
makes a man look evil-coloured, as you may see for yourselves by 
looking at Seithenyn ab Seithyn Saidi yonder.” 

“Doctor,” said Sir John Harington, “we thank you for your ad- 
vice, especially as it is gratuitous, and since you have discoursed at 
such length on the subject, 1 will remain silent ” 

“Now that the matter of sleep has been disposed of so neatly,” 
said the Minstrel of Reims, “1 should like to inquire what hap- 
pened to Breast-of-Light?” 

“Oh, after many heroic adventures Conall rescued her from Mac-a- 
Moir,” answered Mac Conglinne, “and they lived happily ever after- 
wards, save that at times she had a cut slicing tongue, like most 
women Shall I continue the story?” 

“No need,” said John Gtiwer, “that part of it is purely banal.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Master Jehan, who had not spoken since we 
had left Cork, “this distinguished company may not know it, but 
It is nevertheless true that Sir Lancelot, here present, performed a 
deed of daring and courage which may be favourably compared with 
the exploits of Amadas, Eledus, Conall or Jeffrey Not one lion or 
cat did he kill, but forty or more, and a live corpse as well. But it 
was not weariness which interfered with his sleep so much as hun- 
ger. That incident took place in Ireland. . .” 

“That seems very likely,” interrupted Giraldus Cambrensis. 

“As he was riding on his way,” continued Jehan, “to abate the 
marvels of Rigomer I have just come from collecting the facts of 
those extraordinary adventures, and if my lords will listen, they shall 
hear , . 
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26. HOW LANCELOT FOUGHT WITH THE DEMON CATS 

Master Jehan 

Late m April Lancelot took ship at Anglesey and landed at Bade 
Atha Qiath. Many of whom he asked information had indeed heard 
of Rigomer, but it was a long time before he found any who could 
give him sure directions how to reach that dreadful place, and in the 
course of a fortnight he had wandered as far as Brefny. All one 
morning he had ridden through a forest of beech trees, tall and old. 
Overhead were the shiny new leaves, not yet fully green, but so 
dense that the sun’s rays hardly penetrated, though it must have been 
near noon Underfoot in a carpet were the dead leaves from many 
a preceding season, so thick that it seemed no living foot had troubled 
them for a long time. And between the old and the new rose the 
slender stems, greyish blue m the dim light. No sound broke the 
silence save the occasional snapping of a twig or the creaking of a 
leather strap 

Thus rode Lancelot alone in the beech wood with whatever thoughts 
he had, when Morel, his good horse, suddenly shied, and with good 
reason. Directly before him there appeared a strange figure which 
seemed to be a man The figure was absolutely naked save for the 
covering afforded by the hair which spread over his shoulders, sides 
and back, minghng with the long beard which reached to his waist; 
hair grew from his ears, too, matted together with that of his scalp 
so that his two rheumy eyes were almost hidden Here and there a 
sharp bone protruded from the hairy covering, betraying a fearful 
state of emaciation; without any movement at all the man’s frame 
seemed to ratde. Even Lancelot was startled, but with his customary 
courtesy and sangfroid he saluted the old man, and he, after several 
raucous attempts, returned the knight’s greeting 

“Are you acquainted hereabouts^” inquired Lancelot. 

“I am that,” replied the old man “It is above a hundred years 
that this forest has been my home, and I was in and out of a hun- 
dred when I came into it ” 

“I do not doubt your word,” answered Lancelot. “If you live 
here perhaps you have some shelter which you will allow me to 
share with you this night 

“Shelter 1 have none,” said the roan. “For my sins 1 lie upon 
the earth under the open sky ” 

"Is there then,” asked Lancelot, “a castle or an abbey anywhere 
near at which I might find hospitality'* Last night and the night 
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before I spent in these woods, and for two days past neither horse 
nor man has touched food or dnnk.” 

“An abbey there is half a day’s journey ahead of you— or was, fifty 
years ago I cannot vouch for the hospitality dispensed there now- 
adays, for the world has grown evil since my time. But since you 
have not broken your fast for so long, you would honour me by 
sharing my poor fare. Our meeting at this moment is most provi- 
dential I have a few crusts of barley bread which I have been sav- 
ing for a feast day — and tonight is St John’s Eve. I can make some 
leek soup; and only last Saturday some hunters, in their charity, 
made me a present of the lights and numbles of a buck; they are 
not very wormy yet, considering that the season is somewhat ad- 
vanced 1 pray you heartily, sir, stay and partake of my frugal meal 
Let It never be said,” he added somewhat wistfully, “that a king of 
Ireland was deficient in hospitality” 

“Nay, thank you kindly, good father. My business presses and I 
am even now long overdue I will go forward God be with you.” 

The old man took several tottering steps as though he would still 
have urged the knight to stay But in a few moments, when Lancelot 
glanced wanly over his shoulder, his ancient figure had become hardly 
distinguishable in the bluish gloom 

All the remainder of that day Lancelot rode until, by evening, he 
had reached the border of tlie wood — which marked the end of 
Brefny and the beginning of Connaught — yet never could he find the 
abbey indicated by the hermit, nor any other suitable hospice. Such 
a situation was not new to Lancelot As on other occasions, he now 
dismounted under a tree to rest himself and his horse for a while. 
Soon, as the dusk grew deeper, he perceived at a short distance a 
light, and curling smoke as from a hearth-fire On investigation he 
found, not an abbey, but a large, handsome and well-appointed 
house, which he lost no time in entering In the fire-place was a 
cheerful blaze At one side of the room was a bed with a handsome 
quilt spread over it On the other side he distinguished a bier upon 
two trestles — a sight which gave him a premonition of evil Four 
massive candles were burning at head, foot and both sides, and 
round about the bier was gathered a company of wild cats, as large 
as leopards, sitting on their haunches There must have been forty 
of them. Lancelot glanced at the cats angrily, and they seemed just 
as ill pleased at his presence Certainly, they had no fear of him, 
and began to miaul hideously. At their cries more cats made their 
appearance — so many that the whole house was filled with them. 

To Lancelot it seemed that the cats made the room too crowded 
for his comfort, and that something would have to be done about 
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the matter if he were to pass the night there peaceably. Accordingly 
he sei7ed a burning brand from the fire and with it gave the big' 
gest cat such a blow that he knocked it senseless to the floor. Here- 
upon the others, as though at a signal, attacked him en masse They 
jumped upon his shoulders and stuck their claws through the meshes 
of his hauberk so that the blood flowed. For his part, Lancelot dealt 
out doughty blows on flanks and necks with his burning brand. The 
cats blooded him and lacerated his back, but could do him no further 
harm. The knight continued to lay about him stoutly with his 
flaming club on heads and rumps to such good effect that he finally 
beat the snarling mass of felines out of the house. Then he slipped 
inside quickly .ind carefully closed the door 

Lancelot stood for a moment, wiping the sweat and blood from 
his eyes, and then turned back toward the fire But as he approached 
the fire-place the bier standing beside it slowly rose to meet him 
What new nonsense is this^ thought Lancelot Dropping the brand, 
which was now only a smouldering stump, he seized his sword, 
and as the bier came on steadily, he cut it in two with a double- 
handed stroke What was his astonishment to find that there was 
no one in it' “By Cod'” said he, crossing himself, “this is either 
enchantment or the work of the devil” Therewith he threw the 
whole affair into the fire and stirred it about till it was entirely con- 
sumed 

Lancelot’s fight with the cats in the heated room brought on 
new pangs of hungir and thirst, and he now thought longingly 
of the hermit’s invitation to lunch There was no help for it, how- 
ever, so, fully armed as he was, he threw himself on the bed and 
fell into a troubled sleep. 

The next morning Lancelot left Brcfny, and for two weeks pur- 
sued his way through Connaught without much adventure till he 
came to a handsome manor house The lord thereof was a rich 
burgess who administered field and forest for a day’s journey round 
about With him he took shelter for the night and found good enter- 
tainment. 

After supper, while the company was shortening the night with 
story-telling, there came a knock at the door A varlet opened it, 
revealing a knight with his head tied up in a bandage The stranger 
saluted the company, and they returned his greeting, inviting him 
to make himself at home Little desire had he for sport or jollity, 
however, for the bandage concealed a grievous wound he had lost 
an eye. The company were shocked by the news of this misfortune 
and courteously asked to be informed who had served him thus. 
The knight replied that he had lost his eye at Rigomer, which cursed 
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land he had just left. “But I did not lose my eye entirely,” he added, 
“only provisionally 1 still have it with me, carefully wrapped up 
m a piece of cendal.” 

“Indeed?” said the host; “and what is the reason for that?” 

“I will tell you,” replied the kmght “The damsel who gave me 
the piece of cendal told me that a man would come who should abate 
the marvels of Rigomer, and after that my severed eye would be 
restored That is why I carry it about with me ” 

“A wise precaution,” agreed the burgess. 

All the company were astounded at this tale, and asked the knight 
for other particulars concerning Rigomer, and he attempted to satisfy 
their curiosity from what he had heard and from what he had him- 
self experienced 

Lancelot, you may be sure, was glad to learn that he was now 
within SIX days’ journey of his destination The following morning 
he thanked his genial host, and about undern entered Thomond — 
a land abounding in reivers and savage beasts 

“But that IS another story,” added Master jehan, “and my throat is 
dry ” 

“Sir,” said Giraldus Cambrensis, “I have seen some strange things 
myself, and heard of others I am, 1 btlievt., no more incredulous 
than most men, and I will accept your self-moving bicr or corpse, 
but I must object to a falsification of known facts ” 

“What do you mean?” asked Master Jehan. 

“There are,” answered Giraldus, “no beech trees in Ireland ” 

“What IS your authority for that statement?” asked Peter Bell 
“My book, Distinctio tres, capttulo . ” 

“In that case you had better be silent,” remarked William of New- 
burgh “Your reputation for veraaty is no better than that of Geoffrey 
of Monmouth You can hardly imjxise on us as you did on the 
burghers of Oxford ” 

“I thought they were beech trees,” said Lancelot 
“And you were right,” said Sir John Harington. “Anyone who has 
actually been m Ireland has seen plenty of them there ” 

“Amen,” said Fynes Moryson 

“Now that that point has been setded,” remarked Wace, “I should 
like to express my approval of Lancelot’s courage and address; but 
I think I can match his exploit, at least in part, from the chronicles 
of the dukes of Normandy ” 

“What have you m mind?” queried Ordericus Vitahs. 

“It IS,” answered Wace, “the story of . . 
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27. RICHARD SANS PEUR AND THE UNQUIET CORPSE 

Master Wace 

Richard sans Peur, son of Guillaume Longue Espee and third duke 
of Normandy, well deserved his eponym. Not only did he love knights 
and chivalry, but also clerks and the clergy 

Now It was a habit of Richard’s to walk abroad much at night- 
time, $0 restless was his eager spirit, and on these occasions, it is 
said, he saw as well in the dark as in the daylight During such 
rambles he disturbed many an ugly ghost, and dislodged many a 
fantasm lurking in nooks and corners, but he was never afraid 
of anything, whatever he might see, whether by night or day. 

When Richard roved about at night it was his custom to enter 
any church that might lie in his way, and if the church were closed, 
he would offer up a prayer in the porch. One night as he was riding 
along, his men being scattered before and behind him at some dis- 
tance, he came to a church and wished to make his orisons as usual 
He tied his horse outside and entered without let or hindrance. Just 
inside the door-way he found a corpse lying on a bier. He crossed 
himself and passed by, throwing his gloves upon a lectern, and knelt 
down before the altar But he had not been there long when behind 
him in the nave he heard the bier creak as though the corpse were 
moving about; indeed, when Richard looked over his shoulder, he 
saw that the corpse had risen on one elbow and was gazing at him 
intently “You, there,” said Richard, “whether you be of good or of 
evil, be quiet in this holy place and do not be moving about; lie 
down and take your rest, as you ought.” Then he continued with 
his prayer. When he had finished he crossed himself and repeated the 

lines signum Sancte Crucis 

Libera me de malignis 
Domine Deus salutis 

and commending his soul to God, took his sword and turned away 
from the altar 

But the devil rose up and stood beside the door with arms ex- 
tended as though he would lay hold on the duke in passing. Richard 
seized his brand, and with one blow cut the corpse in two ]ust 
below the arm-pits, and it fell onto the bier again in two parts. 
Richard now passed out, found his horse, and had already made 
his way out of the cemetery when he remembered that he had left 
his gloves behind on the lectern. He did not want to lose them, 
so he returned to the chancel and took them up again Not many 
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men would have passed the dreadful bier twice again for the sake 
of a pair of gloves. 

“I admit,” said Wace when he had told his tale, “that my story 
lacks the detail of the cats ” 

"Och! Catst” shuddered Senchan Torpeist. 

“Except for cats,” said John Skelton, “your anecdote reminds me 
somewhat of the prioress and her suitors.” 

“How was that?” asked several voices. 

“I found the poem among the papers of my predecessor at Diss,” 
answered Skelton, “if you can call it a poem. It goes like this — 
though I should warn you that the first fourteen lines contain 
very little matter apprehensible to the senses.” 

28. THE PRIORESS AND HER THREE SUITORS 

John S\elton 

O glorious God our governor, gladden all this guesting. 

And give them )oy that will hear what 1 shall say or sing. 

Me were loath to be undernom of them that be not [reproved 

cunning- 

Many manner of men there be that will meddle of everything. 

For reasons ten or twelve. 

Divers men faults will feel 

That know no more than doth my heel. 

That they think nothing is well 
But it do move of themself. 

But It do move of themself, forsooth, they think it right naught; 
Many men are so used — their termc is Mxm taught, [reached 

Simple IS their conceit when it is forth brought 
To move you of a matter, forsooth 1 am bethought, 

To declare you of a case. 

Make you merry, all and some. 

And I shall tell you of a nun. 

The fairest creature under the sun. 

Was prioress of a place. 

The lady that was lovely, a lord’s daughter she was, 

Full pure and ful precious proved m every place; 

Lords and laymen and spiritual gave her chase; 

For her fair beauty great temptation she has. 
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Her love for to win 

Great gifts to her they brought; 

Many her love, none she sought. 

To guard herself from being caught 
She wist not how to begin. 

There wooed a young knight, a fresh lord and fair, 

And a parson of a parish, apparelled without pair, 

And a burgess of a borough List and ye shall hear 
How they laid their love upon the lady dear. 

And none of other wist 
They go and come, 

Desired of her love soon; 

They swore by sun and moon 
Of her to have their lust 

The young knight for the lady’s love narrow turned [carefully 

and went. 

Many bucks and does to the Kidy he sent 

The parson presents her privily, his matters to amend; 

Beds, brooches and bottles of wine to the lady sent 
The burgess, to her brought. 

Thus they troubled through tene 
She wist not how herself to demean 
For to keep her soul clean. 

Till she her bethought. 

Tlic knighr bethought him marvellously with the lady to [speal^ 
melle 

He flattered her with many a fable — fast his tongue gan telle; 
Leasings leaped out among as the peals of a bell [ar numerous 

“Madam, but I have my lust of you, I shall myself quelle; \k}ll 

Your love unto me grant; 

In battle bolde there abide. 

To make the Jews thur heads hide. 

With great strokes and bloody side. 

And slay many a great giant. 

“All IS for your love, madame, my life would I venter, [mi|; 

So that ye will grant me, I have desired many a winter, 

Underneath your comely cowl to have mine intent ’’ 

“Sir,” she said, “ye be our lord, our patron and our president; 
Your will must needs be done. 

So that ye will go this tide 
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Down to the chapel under the wood-side. 

And be ruled as I will ye guide.” 

“All ready,” said he then. 

“Down in the wood there is a chapel, right as I you hight; 

Therein must ye he all night, my love and ye will get; 

Lie there like a dead body sewed m a shett, 

Then shall ye have my love, mine own honey swett. 

Unto morrow that it be light ” 

“Madame,” he said, “for your love 
It shall be done, by God above* 

Who saith ‘Nay,’ here is my glove 
In that quarrel to fight ” 

The knight kissed the lady gent, the bargain was made; 

Of no bargain since he was born was he never half so glad. 

He went to the chapel, as the lady him bade. 

He sewed himself m a sheet, he was nothing adread, 

He thought upon no sorrow 
When he came there, he lay upright, 

With two tapers burning bright, 

There he thought to lit all night, 

To kiss the lady on the morrow 

As soon as the knight was gone, she sent for Sir John; 

Well I wot he was not long, he came to her anon 
“Madame,” he said, “what shall I doi”’ She answered him then, 

She said “I shall tell you my counsel soon. 

Blown It is so broad 
I have a cousin of my blood, 

Lieth dead in the chapel wood; 

For owing of a sum of good 
His burying is forbode 

“We are not able to pay the good that men do crave. 

Therefor we send for you our worship for to save 
Say his dirge and mass, and lay him in his grave; 

Within a while after my love you shall have. 

And truly keep counsel ” 

His heart hoped his will to work; 

To do all this he undertook, 

To say his service upon a book 
He swore by heaven and hell. 


[inform 

[sheet 

[sweet 
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“Do thy devoir,” the lady said, “as farforth as thou may; 

Then shalt thou have thy will of me.” And certain to thee I say 
Sir John was as glad of this as ever was fowl of day. 

With a mattock and a shovel to the chapel he takes the way 


Where he lay in his shett. 

[sheet 

When he came there he made his pett. 

[pit 

And said his dirge at his fett. 

[feet 

The knight lieth still and dreamed it 


That his love was his swett. 

[sweet 


As soon as the priest was gone the young knight for to bury. 

She sent after the merchant. To her he came full merry. 

“Down in the wood there is a chapel, stands fair under a 

pere, [pear-tree 

Therein lieth a dead corpse, thereto must ye steer ye. 

To help us in our right. 

He oweth us a sum of gold — 

To forbid his burying 1 am bold 
A priest IS thither, it is me told. 

To bury him this night 

“If the corpse buried be and our money not paid. 

It were a foul shame for us so for to be betrayed; 

And if ye will do after me, the priest shall be afraid. 

In a devil’s garment ye shall be arrayed. 

And stalk ye thither full soil. 

When ye see the priest stir 
To bury him that lieth on bier. 

Leap in at the choir door 
Like a fiend of hell.” 

“Madame, for your love, soon shall I be attired. 

So that ye will grant me that I have oft desired.” 

“Sir,” she said, “ye shall it have, but first I’ll be assured 
That our counsel ye will keep that it be not discovered. 

Till tomorrow that it be day. 

If thou flinch or else flee. 

For ever thou losest the love of me.” 

“I grant, madame,” saith he. 

And on with his array. 

He dight him in a devil’s garment, forth gan he go. 

He came in at the church door, as the dirge was do. 
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Running, roaring, with his rakles, as devils seemed to do. [eAat»f 
The priest brayed up like a buck, his heart was almost go. 

He deemed himself but dead. 

He was afraid he was too slow. 

He rose up, he wist not how. 

And broke out at a window. 

And broke foul his head. 

But he that abode all the brunt, how shrewdly was he egged, 

For to hear his dirge done and see his pit dcgged' [(/tgged 

“I trow I had my dame’s curse; I might have been better bedded. 
For now 1 am but lost, the lighter but I be legged.” 

And up he rose then 
The devil saw the body rise; 

Then his heart began to grise [fee/ horror 

“I trow we be not all wise” — 

And he began to run 

His rags and his rattles clean he had forget — 

So had the young knight that sewed was in the sheet; 

The priest deemed them devils both, with them he would not meet; 
He spared neither hill nor holt, busli, trap nor grit — 

Lord! he was foul scraped' 

The other twain were ill afeared. 

They spared not the stile nor sherd. 

They had liefer than middle erd 
Either from other have scaped. 

The priest took a by-path, with them he would not meet' 

His head was foul broken, the bloixl ran down to his feet 
He ran in a furred gown, he cast off all his clothes, all his body reeked. 
To the bare breek 
Because he would go light 

He thought he heard the devil loush; [follow madly 

He started into a briar bush 
That all his skin gan roush 
Off his body quite 

The knight ran into a wood as fast as he might wend; 

He fell upon a stake, and foul his leg did rend. 

Thereof he took no care — ^he was afraid of the fiend; 

He thought it was a long way to the path’s end. 

But then came all his care 
In at a gap as he glent. 


[darted 
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By the middle he was hent, 

Into a tree top he went 
In a buck’s snare. 

The merchant ran into a dale, there where grow no thorns; 

He fell upon a bull’s back, he caught him upon his horns. 

“Out' Alas'” he said, “that ever I was born, 

For now I go to the devil because 1 did him scorn, 

Unto the pit of hell.” 

The bull ran into a mire; 

There he tossed our fair sir — 

For all the world he durst not stir 
Till that he heard a bell. 

On the morrow he was glad that he was so scaped; 

So was the priest also, though he was body naked 

The knight was in the tree top, for dread fear he quaked: 

The best jewel that he had he would have forsaked 
For to come down. 

He caught the tree by the top — 

Yea, and eke the caltrop; [snare 

He fell and broke his fore top 
Upon the bare ground. 

Thus they went from the game, beguiled and bcglued; 

Neither of other wist, home they went beshrewed. 

The parson told the lady on the morrow what mischief there 
was shewed. 

How that he had run for her love, his mirth was but lewd. 

He was so sore dread of death 
“When I should have buried the corpse. 

The devil came in, the body rose- 

To see all this my heart grose, [felt horror 

Alive I ’scaped unneath ” [hardly 

“Remember,” the lady saith, “what mischief hereon goeth- 
Had I never lover yet that ever died good death ” 

“By that Lord,” said the priest, “who made both ale and meat. 
Thou shalt never be wooed by me while I have speech or breath, 
While I may see or hear” 

Thus those two made their boast; 

Forth he went without the corpse 
Then came the knight for his purpose. 

And told her of his fare 
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“Now I hope to have your love, I have deserved it sore, 

For never bought I love so dear since I was man i-bore.” 

“Hold thy peace!” the lady said, “thereof speak thou no more. 

For by the new bargain, my love thou hast forlore 
All these hundred winters” 

She answered him, he went his way. 

The merchant came the same day. 

He told her of his great affray. 

And of his high adventure 

“Till the corpse should be buried, the bargain I abode; 

When the dead body rose, a grimly ghost aglow, 

Then was time I should stir, many a leaf 1 bestrode. 

There was no hedge for me too high, nor no water too broad. 

Of you to have my will ” 

The lady said “Peace,” full blithe 
“Never,” she said, “while thou art man on life. 

For I will show it to thy wife. 

And all the country it tell, 

“And proclaim it in the market town, thy care to increase.” 
Therewith he gave her twenty marks that she should hold her peace. 
Then the burgess of the borough, after his decease. 

He endowed unto the place with deeds of good release 
In fee for ever more 
Thus did the lady free 
She keepeth her virginity. 

And endowed the place with fee. 

And salved them of their sore. 

“Such,” concluded Skelton with a sigh, “is the tale to which many 
refer, but which none brings forward. Some of you niay think it 
would have shown better taste if I too had allowed it to rest quietly 
under the detritus of Time But I thought it might be interesting 
to see how an Englishman handled the theme of Decameron IX, the 
first tale. And in spite of the corrupt text and the doggerel, the nar- 
rative seems to me to have certain virtues — though it has no cats ” 
“Cats! Cats!” shrieked Senchan Torpcist “Why must you always 
be talking about the filthy creatures^” 

“Why not?” asked Skelton innocently 

“Perhaps,” said Cuan O Lochan, “the great ollave’s harrowing ex- 
perience IS unknown to you and others of this company. With his 
permission 1 will relate it.” 
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Senchan shuddered, closed his eyes, and sank his white beard 
lower upon his breast as though he would also close his ears. “You 
will tell It anyway,” he sighed. 

29 . SENCHAN TORPEIST AND THE KING OF THE CATS 

Cuan O Lochan 

In the time of Diarmait son of Fergus Cerrbheoil, the chief pro- 
fessor of the poets of Ireland was Dalian Forguil. When he died, the 
associate professors assembled and elected Senchan Torpeist to be his 
successor and their chief. On such occasions it was customary to 
make an inaugural procession round Ireland, and the Great Bardic 
Company now debated what provmce they should go to first on their 
professional visit 

“It would be proper,” said Senchan peremptorily, cutting short their 
wrangling, “to visit that person who has never been satirized or 
reproached about his liberality or abundance of property or goods.” 

“Who is that^” they asked 

“He IS,” said Senchan, “Guaire son of Colman ” 

Then the entire of the Great Bardic Association said it would be 
proper to go to Guaire first, since Senchan had said so, and mes- 
sengers were dispatched to Guaire Aidne mac Colman, king of Con- 
naught. 

Now you should know that in my day the professors of Ireland 
were not a cringing lot of pusillanimous Laodiceans they were able 
and respected men, and in the satire they possessed a powerful weapon 
against evil-doers A satire pronounced by one of the Bardic Company 
against a man would cause blisters blue and red to break out on 
his face, boils would appear on his neck and back, and between his 
toes and fingers; an internal burning would rage in his vitals, and 
he would waste away to be utterly consumed. 

But the satire was a two-edged weapon, and it was sometimes evilly 
employed by pontifical and overweening poets. To Senchan, newly 
elected to the chairmanship of his caste, and yearning to display 
his power, it was like a new toy to a fractious child If he could 
succeed in satirizing Guaire, a blameless person, he would by that 
act not only silence the murmurers in his own ranks, but establish 
his position forever, and remain superior to kings themselves 

Said Senchan “Though the name of Guaire be excellent for hos- 
pitality, I will on this occasion take but a few of my household with 
me.” So he took in his suite only thrice fifty professors of the first 
class, thrice fifty professors of the second class, thrice fifty hounds, 
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thrice fifty male attendants, thnce fifty female relatives, and thrice 
nine of each class of artificers. And that number arrived at Durlus, 
Guaire’s royal abode 

Guaire went forth to meet them, and he bestowed kisses on their 
chiefs, and gave welcome to their learned men They were led into 
a large mansion, and viands were laid out before them. And Guaire 
said that whatever they might desire, they should ask for it and 
they should have it. 

It was very difficult to procure some of the things which the 
Bardic Company demanded, but with the aid of his brother Marvan 
Guaire succeeded in maintaining his reputation as a perfect host for 
the better part of a year, and in all this time Senchan had found 
no cause for which he might satirize the king The situation was 
very annoying to him, and he fasted for three days so that his 
wits might be sufficiently sharpened to know what to do about it. 

On the third night of Senchan’s fast a woman named Brigit de- 
sired her maid, Beaidgil, to give Senchan some of her spare food. 
“What leavings hast thou^” inquired Senchan “A hen egg,” replied 
Brigit. “It IS almost enough for me,” answered Senchan, “and it will 
suffice for the present.” 

For a long time Bcaidgil searched for the remnant of the food 
and did not find it “I believe it is thyself that art eating the leav- 
ings,” said Senchan. “Not I, O chief bard,” replied the maid, “but 
the nimble race it is who have eaten it, namely, the mice.” “That 
IS not proper for them,” said Senchan “There is not a king nor a 
chief, be he ever so great, but that these mice would wish to leave 
traces of their own teeth in his food, and in this they are at 
fault, for food should not be used by any person after the prints of 
their teeth; and 1 will satirize them” 

And Senchan began to satirize them, and said: 

Senchan The mice, though sharp their snouts. 

Are not powerful in the battles of warriors. 
Venomous death wdl I deal out to the tribe 
In avengement of Brigit’s leavings. 

Mouse Small were the leavings you left — 

It was not abundance you letired from 
Receive payment and compensation from us, 

And do not satirize us, O learned bard 
Senchan' Thou mouse in the hole there. 

Whose utterance is opposition, 

It was thou, whose claws arc not short. 

That ate my leavings m thy rambling. 
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Mouse: Bianan, my own son of the white breast. 

Thou non-observer of ordinances. 

Now thy contumacy is known to the 
Mighty Bardic Company, thou doomed wretch. 

Senchan' Clear ye out of your spacious abodes. 

For we are prepared to convict you. 

Come out of the hole, now. 

And lie down here, O ye mice! 

Then, when ten mice fell dead in the presence of Senchan, he 
said to them “It is not you whom I ought to have satirized, but 
rather the party whose duty it is to suppress you, namely, the tribe 
of cats And now I will satirize them effectively, and also their 
chief lord and brehon, namely, Hirusan son of Arusan, where he 
IS in his cave of Cnogda. And I will satirize his spouse, Fiery- 
mouth daughter of Sharp-pointed-tecth, and his daughter, Pointed- 
tooth, and her brothers, Purrer and Rough-claws And I will satirize 
Hirusan himself, for he is their chief and lord responsible for them ” 
And he said 

“Hirusan of the over-sized claws, remnant of the otter’s food, with 
beau-ish tail like that of a cow, similar to a horse watching another 
horse — a monster is Hirusan Now I will explain this Hirusan of 
the monstrous claws, that is to say, when a mouse gets into the hole 
he misses him and only darts his claws at the hole Refuse of the 
otter’s food he is for the reason that the ancestor of the cats formerly 
lay asleep on the margin of a lake, and the otter came up to him and 
bit off the tops of his two ears, so that every cat since has been 
jagged-cared and defective Of the hanging-down cow tail is he, for 
no quicker does a cow’s tail drop down than docs his tail when a 
mouse escapes him A horse watching a horse, for the cat and the 
mouse are similar to two horses yoked together, for there is close 
attention between them, the ear of one listening to the other, and the 
ear of the other is listening to him And those are the satires.’’ 

Now the influence of these satires reached Hirusan in the cave 
of Cnogda, and he said “Senchan has satirized me," he said, “and I 
will be avenged on him for it ” His daughter, Reang of the sharp 
teeth, said “We would rather that you brought Senchan to us here 
so that we might ourselves take vengeance on him for the satires.” 
“I will bring him in due time,” said Hirusan; and he made ready 
to go, telling his daughter to send her brothers after him. 

It was told to Senchan that Hirusan was on his way, coming to 
kill him The professor then requested Guairc to come with the no- 
bility of Connaught to protect him against the cat. They all gathered 
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about him, and they had not been there long when they heard a 
vibrating, impetuous and impressive sound similar to that produced 
by a tremendously raging fiery furnace in full blaze; and it appeared 
to them that there was not in Connaught a plough-ox larger than 
Hirusan. His appearance was as follows* blunt-snouted, rapacious, 
panting, determined, jaggcd-eared, broad-breasted, sharp- and smooth- 
clawed, sharp- and rough-toothed, nimble, powerful, deep-flanked, 
angry, terror-striking, vindictive, quick, purring, glare-eyed, and in 
that similitude he came toward them He passed through them and 
beyond them, above them and below them, and he did not stop till 
he came to the place where Senchan was He took hold of the bard 
by one arm, jerked him onto his back, and went by the way he had 
come, for he had no other object than to come for Senchan, 

Now, however, the poet had recourse to flattery of Hirusan, prais- 
ing his leap, his progress in running, his power, strength and activity, 
and he said “Hirusan son of Arusan, of the race of the Faigli 
Fithise, I invoke God between you and me, and I implore Him to 
deliver me ” Nevertheless, Senchan was not let down till they reached 
Clonmacnois of St Kieran. 

As they were passing the door of the saint’s forge where Kieran 
happened to be, he perceived Hirusan with Senchan on his back, and 
he said “It is a great pity that Guairc’s hospitality should be tar- 
nished, and there goes the chief bard of Erin on the back of the cat.” 

There was at the time a flaming bar of iron held by the pincers, 
and Kieran made a fortunate brave throw at the cat, and hit him 
on the flank with the bar of iron, and it passed out on the other 
side and left him lifeless 

Then Senchan dismounted from Hirusan and he uttered a vin- 
dictive expression “My curse on the hand that gave that throw,” said 
he “Why soi*” asked Kieran “Because,” said the poet, “I am dis- 
satisfied in the highest degree that 1 have not been let go with Hiru- 
san to be eaten by him, that thereby the Great Bardic Association 
might be able to satirize Guaire, for 1 would rather that Guaire 
should be satirized than that 1 should live and he not satirized,” he 
said. 

Then he proceeded back to Durlus, where the nobility of Con- 
naught desired to welcome him. But Senchan would not have a kiss 
or welcome from any of them, and though the Great Bardic Institu- 
tion passed away the time with abundance of the best of viands and 
in feasting, Senchan was bitter and brooded in silence, apart. 

“And never after,” concluded Cuan O Lochan, “even when he had 
recovered the story of The Cattle Raid of Cooley did he regain his 
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spirits, as you can see for yourselves. And thus you now understand 
the great ollave’s aversion for cats” 

“Right he was, too,” said the Curtal Friar, “and other people would 
do well to dislike them also All the world should beware of the cat. 
She goes and licks a toad, where she finds it, under a stone or else- 
where, so that the toad bleeds Thereupon, by reason of the poison 
in the toad, the cat becomes thirsty; and when she comes to water 
which people use for drinking or preparing their food, she drinks 
thereof and pollutes it, and so infects humans that some of them 
come to grief therethrough, lying sick for half a year, or perhaps a 
whole year, or even a lifetime; or else death seizes them suddenly. 
Often the cat drinks so fast that a drop from her eye falls into the 
water, or else she sneezes therein Whoever eats or drinks what she 
has sneezed upon must endure fearful death You should drive the 
cat from you, for the breath that comes out of her throat is exceed- 
ingly noisome and perilous. Let her be driven from the kitchen, or 
wherever you may be, for she is mortally unclean” 

“I can’t imagine where you got those bits of unnatural history,” 
said Bartholomew Anglicus; “they are not in Pliny nor in Aristotle. 
The cat is called munltgus and musto and also catus, and he has 
the name munltgus because he is an enemy to mice and rats, but he 
IS commonly called catus, and he has that name on account of raven- 
ing, for he ravishes mice and rats The name catus comes from the 
Greek, and by it is to be understood ‘sly’ and ‘witty,’ as Isidore says, 
Itbro XU®, The cat is most like the leopard, for he has a great mouth 
with sharp saw-teeth, and a long, pliant, thin and subtile tongue; and 
he laps therewith when he drinks, as do other beasts that have the 
nether lip shorter than the over For because of the unevenness of 
lips such beasts suck not in drinking, but lap and lick, as Aristotle 
says, and Pliny also. When young the cat is swift, pliant and merry, 
and leaps and jumps at everything before him, and is led by a straw, 
and plays therewith. And in time of gencranon he is, as it were, wild, 
and prowls about continuously, for he is a right lecherous beast m 
youth. Among cats there is much hard fighting for wives in time of 
love, and one scratches and rends the other grievously with biting 
and with claws, and he makes a ruthful and ghastly noise when he 
proffers to fight with another In old age he is a right heavy beast 
and very sleepy, and lies slyly in wait for mice, and is aware of them 
more by smell than by sight, and he hunts and seizes upon them 
in privy places; and when he takes a mouse, he plays therewith and 
eats him after the play Sometimes the cat dwells in the woods, where 
he IS a cruel beast, hunting small game such as conies and hares It 
is a characteristic of the cat that he alights on his feet when he falls 
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out of a high place, and 1$ hardly hurt at all when he is thrown 
down from a height When the cat has a fair skin, he is, as it were, 
proud thereof, and walks about in a stately manner, but when his 
skin IS burnt, then he abides at home And often, for his fair skin, 
he IS taken by the skinner and slam and flayed ” 

“Well, well,” said Cucuimne, “that is indeed a learned discourse 
But there is one quality of cats which you have not mentioned, and 
that IS their companionability. All cats arc not like Hirusan — whose 
retaliation the candid mind must confess was richly deserved by Sen- 
chan They are frequently splendid company for lonely people, whether 
lay or religious For my part, I love the active, eager, smooth, intel- 
ligent creatures Here is a poem which I made about my white 
Pangur." 


30. PANGUR BAN 

Cucuimne 

White Pangur, my cat and I, each of us has a separate art His mind 
IS fixed on hunting, and mine is engaged with my specialty 

I myself love quietude better than any renown, industriously labour- 
ing at my little book to understand it 

White Pangur wants no part of my delight, for he is satisfied with 
his own sprightly play 

Thus, as we two live together, each of us has unlimited opportunity 
for employing the keenness of his wit. 

At times, through a nimble hero-feat, a mouse sticks fast in the net 
of his claws. 

While into my net there may fall the comprehension of a law with 
a diflicult meaning 

Pangur directs his bright eye to the wall, and joyous is he in his 
swift spring if a mouse emerge. 

My unclear eye I direct toward the sharpness of knowledge, and 
I too am happy when I understand a dear difficult problem. 

In this way neither of us hinders his companion, and to each one 
his own art is pleasing and profitable 

“If St Helenus kept a crocodile, I don’t sec why we should begrudge 
you a cat,” said Sir Thomas Elyot “Still, cats, in contrast to horses, 
have little stability of character. You recall the story of the cat that 
fell in love with a handsome young man and implored Aphrodite 
to transform her into a woman. The young man saw her, fell in love 
in his turn, and took her home. But as they lay in the nuptial cham- 
ber, Aphrodite thought she would determine whether or not the cat. 
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in changing the form of her body, had also changed her character; 
so she sent a mouse scurrying across the floor of the room Thereupon 
the metamorphosed cat, forgetting her new status, leaped out of bed 
after the mouse to eat it This action so vexed the goddess that she 
changed her back into her feline form.” 

“I agree with you,” said John Bromyard “Cats, as the learned doc- 
tor says, may indeed free our houses of vermin, but as you have 
shown, they are untrustworthy 1 once heard of a silly fellow who 
found that the mice were eating up the cheese which he kept in a 
wooden chest, so he put his cat into the chest to protect the cheese. 
But what did the cat do^ He ate not only the mice, but the cheese 
also.” 

“You are probably right,” said Ralph Higden “It is frequently a 
mistake to trust cats too implicitly. Their intelligence may sometimes 
be little more than malice, or at least employed towards no good end. 
When I was a young man I heard of a certain scribbler named John 
who kept a cat which he said was his familiar By suggestion of some 
sort from the beast he was induced to proclaim publicly at Oxford 
that he was the real heir to the English throne He was tried by the 
king and his court at Northampton, convicted of lying— or rather of 
treason — and drawn and hanged ” 

“I remember a similar, though less tragic, case,” said Caesar of Heis- 
terbach “At Hemmenrodc there was a certain lay-brother who was 
much given to the sin of sloth in church, for he was almost always 
asleep there Another lay-brother, who was shocked by his behaviour, 
regarded him closely and observed that on his head there sat a cat; 
as soon as it placed us paws on the brother’s eyes, he began to sink 
into somnolence. Now when the offending brother was informed of 
this circumstance, he determined that he would not continue to be 
deceived by the devil, wherefor he arranged his stall in such a fash- 
ion that if he were to begin to fall asleep the seat would slip and 
cast him out of it. Thus the demon of sluggardry was outwitted, and 
the brother rendered more assiduous in the service of God ” 

“The argument,” said William Langland, “seems to me to be leav- 
ing the substance of cats and embarking upon what may or may not 
be purely accidents. Bartholomew has pointed out a real service which 
felines render man, and the Irish poet has indicated another You all 
know that Richard Poore allowed anchoresses to keep cats for one 
or other of these reasons Now in the fair field by Malvern Hill 1 
saw, among other things, a rout of rats and small mice, more than 
a thousand. They had come to take counsel for their common profit, 
for It seemed that there was a cat, who came when he liked and 
pounced upon them, and took them whenever he wished, and played 
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with them perilously, and pushed them about. Indeed, he worried 
them so that they were loath of life. ‘If we could withstand him m 
some way,’ said they, ‘then we might be able to live free from dread.’ 
Then spoke up a rat of renown most ready of tongue. ‘In London,’ 
said he, ‘I have seen certain persons wearing neck-rings and orna- 
mented collars about their necks, and they went wheresoever it pleased 
them without restraint Now if there were a bell attached to such 
collars, It seems to me that one might know when they approached, 
and so could run away. Wherefor,’ said the rat, ‘it is my suggestion 
that we get a brass bell, or perhaps a silver one, attach it to a collar, 
and hang the collar on the cat’s neck — lor our common behoof. Then 
we shall be able to hear when he rambles or rests or runs to play. 
And if he wishes merely to play, then we may appear in his pres- 
ence and abide him while he is in a good mood; but if he is in a 
bad temper, then we can beware and shun his path ’ 

“All the rout of rats approved this proposal The bell was bought 
and attached to the collar. But then there could not be found in the 
whole throng of them one rat that had sufficient courage to hang it 
on the cat’s neck though he should have been rewarded with the 
realm of France or England So they were very despondent, consider- 
ing that their labour and their long study had been lost 

“Then there came forward boldly and stood before them a mouse 
who. It seemed to me, had a great deal of good sense, and to the 
rats he said ‘If we killed this cat there would come another to scratch 
us, even though we hid under benches. Therefore it is my counsel 
that we leave the cat alone, nor be so bold as even to show him the 
bell You know that we mice would spoil many a man’s malt, and 
you rats would chew up men’s clothes, were it not for the cat that 
can overleap us all. Moreover, while the cat is catching conies he 
covets not our persons, and even though we miss a shrew from among 
our ranks from time to time, better is a little loss than a long sorrow ’ 

“And the moral of this tale is, gentlemen, that the cat, if he is 
properly trained, and his activmes properly directed, is a force for 
good in the community.” 

“I,” spoke up Mochua, “am inclined to agree with Higden. Cats 
may be intelligent, if you wish, even without malice; but on every- 
body’s showing they are predatory. Now in my familia there was a 
fly which, I think, was much superior to Cucuimne’s cat, for he was 
a learned clerk — During my time of reurement from the world,” con- 
tinued Mochua, “the only worldly wealth I had were a cock, a mouse 
and a fly. The use of the cock was to get me to rise betimes for 
matins at midnight. The use of the mouse was to prevent me from 
sleeping more than flve hours from daylight until night; and if I 
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desired to take more sleep, weaned out with praying and prostra* 
tions, he would come and scratch my ear, and thus waken me. And 
the fly’s service was to walk on every line of the Psalter that I read; 
and when I ceased from reciting the Psalms, the fly remained on 
the line where I had stopped until I returned to that line again. Thus 
we hved together for many years until those three treasures died . . .” 

“Reverend sir,” said Paul the £)eacon, “may you not also have been 
deceived by the devil in disguise? I remember that King Cunincpert 
was given a bad quarter of an hour by the Old Enemy travestied in 
the form of a fly ” 

“How was that?” asked the Monk of Heisterbach. 


31 . THE FLY WITH THE WOODEN LEG 

Paul the Deacon 

We read in the Chronicles of the Lombards that King Cunincpert 
had been dispossessed of his realm for a time principally through 
the machinations of Aldo and Grauso, citizens of Brescia He slew 
the usurper Alahis in the battle of Kornate, and though Aldo and 
Grauso escaped him for the moment, he did not by any means dis- 
miss them from his mind Indeed, as soon as he had returned to his 
palace at Ticino he summoned his Held marshal and began to dis- 
cuss with him plans for suitably punishing the traitors While they 
were talking about this matter they were alone in the room save for 
a very large fly, which kept buzzing about their ears and faces, to 
the king’s great annoyance. Finally it came to rest on the sill of 
the window before which they were standing; Cunincpert, in great 
irritation, made a cast at it with his knife, and though he failed to 
kill It, cut off one of its feet. 

Now Aldo and Grauso, who were ignorant of the king’s inten- 
tion toward them, were making their way toward the palace at Ticino. 
On the road they were met by a lame man who lacked one foot, 
who told them that Cunincpert intended to kill them if he could 
lay hands on them. At this news Aldo and Grauso took sanctuary 
in the church of the holy martyr Romanus. 

When Cunincpert learned that the traitors had thus escaped him, 
he was very wroth, and bitterly accused his field marshal of betray- 
ing his plans. But the man stoutly denied the accusation on his oath. 
“You know,” he said, “that we were alone in the room when we con- 
ferred about this and that, and you know that I have been in your 
presence ever since. How, then, could I have told anyone what you 
intended?” Cunincpert was forced to admit the truth of this, so he 
sent to Aldo and Grauso in the church of Romanus, asking how they 
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had come to take refuge there. “My lord,” they replied, “we learned 
that you wished to kill us.” “How did you find that out?” asked the 
king. “My lord,” said they, “as we were on the way to the palace we 
were met by a lame man who had a wooden leg as far as the knee; 
It was he who told us of the punishment which you planned for us.” 

On receiving this reply the king understood that the fly whose foot 
he had cut ofi by a blow of his knife was an evil spirit, and that it 
was he who had betrayed his secret thoughts Forthwith he pardoned 
Aldo and Grauso and accepted them as members of his bodyguard 

“My fly,” protested Mochua indignantly, “was not of that cahbre 
Not only was he a learned clerk — ^he was a good Christian ” 

“If It IS a good Christian for which you arc searching among the 
dumber animals,” said Columctlle, “I would call your attention to 
a servant of mine. Adamnan, my faithful biographer, had preserved 
the account of his attachment to me ” 

“O law giver of women,” said Sir John Fortescue, “let us hear 
that story.” 

“Wilhngly,” rephed the abbot of Hy. 


32. COLUMCILLE’S GARRON 

Adamnan 

In the year 597 while the Dove of the Church was celebrating the 
offices of the mass on the Lord’s day it was suddenly made manifest 
to him that the fatigues and labours of his life in the flesh would 
come to an end on that day week. 

Now on the following Saturday he and his faithful servant Diar> 
malt went to bless the monastery’s barn, which was near by, and the 
corn that was in it After this the saint left the barn, intending to 
return to the monastery; halfway he rested at a place where a cross 
has since been erected by the road-^idc. As the saint, bowed down 
with age, but joyful nevertheless at his imminent release, sat there to 
rest a little, behold, an old white drudge-horse, that was a willing 
servant to carry the milk vessels from the dairy to the monastery, 
came up to the saint and laid its bead on his bosom. The horse, 
knowing that its master was soon to leave it, and that it would see 
him no more, began to utter plaintive cries, like a human being, and 
to shed copious tears on the saint’s bosom, wailing greatly 

On seeing this Diarmait would have driven the weeping mourner 
away, but the saint forbade him, saying: “Let the beast alone, since 
it loves me so greatly; let it pour out its bitter grief into my bosom. 
Behold, you are a man and have a rational soul, and yet you can 
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know nothing of my departure save what I have told you; but to 
this brute beast, devoid of reason, the Creator has vouchsafed the 
intelligence that its master is about to leave it forever.” 

And so saying, the saint blessed the work-horse and turned away 
from it in sadness 

“A truly remarkable story,” observed Alexander Neckam. 

“An edifying one,” added Mochua. 

“It IS a matter of common knowledge,” said Sir Thomas Elyot, 
“that the horse is one of the noblest of domesticated animals, for he 
shines with the virtue of gratitude. I am interested in that poor old 
drudge-horse, Adamnan ColumciUe’s fate was sealed, but what of his 
garron?” 

“The point is well taken,” said Raoul Lefevre “He should have 
had some reward. My friend Commmes once told me that after the 
battle of Montlhery he was riding back on a tired old horse; the 
beast accidentally thrust its head into a pail of wine and soon finished 
It. ‘Afterwards,’ said Commmes, ‘I found him much refreshed.’ ” 

“I can cite a case of equal consideration,” said Andrew Boorde. 
“There was a man of Gotham who rode to market with two bushels 
of wheat, and in order that his horse might not bear heavy, he car- 
ried the corn upon his own neck as he rode upon his horse ” 

“You need be under no apprehension as to the treatment received 
by horses in Ireland,” said Giraldus Cambrensis “The Irish, in con- 
trast to the highly civilized Welsh, have always considered horses 
as their brothers Such, at least, is the construction which many put 
upon the horrible circumstances which I am about to relate.” 

33. THE INITIATION OF A KING 

Girtddm Cambrensis 

There are some things, indeed, which one should be ashamed to 
tell, for a filthy story seems to cast a stain upon the narrator, though 
It may display his cleverness. However, history and truth are severe 
taskmasters, and do not allow us to flinch or affect modesty What 
may be shameful in itself may yet be related by pure lips in decent 
words. 

Know, then, that in the northern and most remote part of Ulster, 
namely, at Cinel Conaill, there is a race which practises a most bar- 
barous and abominable rite in creating their king When the whole 
people of that district have assembled into one place, a white marc 
IS led into their midst, and he who is to be inaugurated, not as a 
prince, indeed, but as a brute, not as a king, but as an outlaw, comes 
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crawling before the people on all fours, confessing himself a beast 
with no less impudence than imprudence. The mare is then immedi- 
ately killed, cut in pieces and boiled, and a bath is prepared for the 
candidate from the broth. Sittmg m this bath of broth, he eats the 
pieces of horse-flesh which are brought him, and the people standing 
round partake of it also. After this he is required to drink the broth 
in which he is sitting, not with any cup or vessel, but by throwing 
it into his mouth with his hand These unrighteous rites being duly 
accomplished, the man’s royal authority and dominion are thereby 
raufied. 

“That,” cried Geoffrey Keating, “is a base and scurrilous calumny.” 

“To be sure it is,” agreed William of Newburgh calmly. “But why 
pay It any heed ? For it has long been known that Giraldus, in spite 
of his protestations, has none of the qualifications of an historian, and 
that most of what he wrote about Ireland was manufactured by 
himself.” 

“I would have you know, sir,” answered Giraldus, “that the reverend 
university of Oxford was awed by the brilliance of both my Topog- 
raphy and Conquest." 

“I observe,” rejoined William, “that you say nothing about the truth 
of either Besides, it takes very litde to overawe a horse-boy or a 
cook’s scullion, who, I understand, were the only people who actu- 
ally attended your reading; and they came for the sake of the food 
and drink.” 

“Sit down, all three of you,” commanded Bonvesin da Riva. “There 
shall be no brawling at the supper ” 

“Have you ever observed,” said Camden, turning to Sir John Har- 
ington, “that these witty mecre Irish have no pleasure in the wit of 
others 

“It is my experience,” broke in Fynes Moryson, “that the only way 
to get on with an Irishman is to put a good idea into his head and 
make him think it originated there — to asseverate what you do not 
believe, for he may be counted upon to defend the contrary.” 

This undiplomatic speech was not calculated to smooth the ruffled 
feelings of any Irishman present, and the atmosphere might have be- 
come still more electric had not a diversion been caused by the rum- 
bling tones of Blaise the Hermit. 

“Gendemcn,” said Blaise, “I beg leave to change the subject. With 
your permission I will tell you about one of Merlin’s adventures as 
It was related to me by Merlin himself.” 

“That aid corrupit vaticinar,” muttered John Major. 

“Pray do so,” invited Chretien de Troyes. 
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34 THE EMPRESS OF ROME AND HER MAIDS WHO WERE MEN 

Blatse the Hermit 

In the time of Julius Caesar Merhn made a journey to Rome. On 
the mght before the prophet’s arrival the emperor lay in his chamber 
with the empress, and during his sleep he had a vision He thought 
he saw a sow in the courtyard before his palace, and never had he 
seen one so large; the bristles on her back were so long that they 
trailed on the ground; and upon her head she had a circlet of fine 
gold. When the emperor reflected, it seemed to him somehow that 
he had seen her before, and that he had bred her up But he was 
doubtful, and as he pondered, twelve lion whelps came out of his 
chamber and one after another lay by the sow in the court, as he 
thought. On the morrow the emperor rose and attended devouons, 
and afterwards, as he sat at meat, he fell into such a great study that 
no one dared to disturb him 

Now while the emperor sat thus pensive among his barons, Merlin 
entered Rome and worked a marvellous enchantment, for he turned 
himself into a stag, the largest and most wondrous that had ever been 
seen, with five-branched antlers and one white forefoot. Thus he ran 
through Rome as fast as though all the world were chasing him; 
and indeed, high and low ran after him with staves, axes and other 
weapons. They chased him through the town till he came to the prin- 
cipal gate of the palace, where the emperor was sitting at meat. There 
he violently drove in the gate and ran among the tables, tumbling 
meat and drink to the floor, with a fine muddle of pots and dishes. 
Finally he came before the emperor, kneeled and said “Julius Caesar, 
emperor of Rome, why are you so pensive^ Leave your study, for 
It IS useless Never will you have the explanation of your vision till 
It IS certified to you by a wild man, so think no more of it ” There- 
with he rose, and seeing the gate of the palace closed, he worked 
his enchantment to the end that all the doors and gates of the palace 
opened so rudely that they flew to pieces. He escaped and fled through 
the town, and when he reached the open fields he vanished so that 
no man knew what had become of him. 

When the emperor learned that the hart had escaped, he was wroth, 
and issued a proclamation to the effect that he would give half his 
realm and his fair daughter to wife to the man who should bring 
him either the hart or the wild man, and if he were of gentle birth 
he should have all his realm after him 

Hereupon Grisandolus, the emperor’s steward, searched backward 
and forward throughout the forest for a week without success Then 
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one day, as he was praying under an oak, the hart came to him. The 
stag instructed him to bring food, cook it and dress it on a table, and 
then retire with his company; then, no doubt, the wild man would 
make his appearance. 

Grisandolus did as the stag had bidden. Then came Merlin in the 
guise of a wild man, smiting great strokes from oak to oak with a 
heavy staff He was black and rough and tousled, with a long beard, 
barefoot, and clothed in a rough pilch He approached the fire and 
ate the food; and when he had had enough, he lay down thereby 
to sleep. 

Hereupon Grisandolus and his men came and bound the wild man 
about the middle with a great chain of iron, placed him on horse- 
back and secured him to the saddle, with a man riding behind to hold 
him. Grisandolus rode along beside him, and when the wild man 
looked at the steward, he laughed Grisandolus asked him why he 
laughed, and he replied- “Creature formed by nature, changed into 
another form, from henceforth beguiling all, venomous serpent, hold 
your peace, for I will tell you naught till I come before the emperor.” 

As the party rode on they came to an abbey, where many poor 
people had gathered before the gates, waiting for alms Here the wild 
man laughed right loud. When Grisandolus courteously prayed him 
to explain his behaviour, he said he would do so when they came 
before the emperor. So they rode forth. 

On the morrow they came to a chapel where a priest was celebrat- 
ing mass, and a knight and a squire were attending the service. 
Grisandolus and his company alighted also, and as they were per- 
forming their devotions, the knight’s squire came forth from his 
corner, gave his lord such a flap that all the chapel could hear it, 
and then returned to his place. But no sooner had he reached his 
corner when he returned and gave his lord another rap, to the great 
astonishment of the knight and all the others present And yet a third 
time he came and gave his lord a sore stroke, and then returned to 
his corner. On all three occasions the wild man laughed, each time 
louder than before When the service was Enished the knight asked 
his squire why he had struck him The youth replied that he did 
not know, but that he had been moved to do so. Grisandolus asked 
the wild man why he had laughed, and he answered that he would 
tell when he came before the emperor. 

After this Grisandolus and the wild man, the knight and his squire, 
rode forth toward Rome When they had come into the presence of 
the emperor Grisandolus said “Sir, here is the wild man, and I 
herewith turn him over to you to keep henceforth, for I have had 
much trouble with him.” The emperor sent for a smith to bind him 
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in chains and fetters; but the wild man, that is, Merlin, told him that 
was unnecessary, and assured him by his Christianity that he would 
not leave court without the emperor’s permission. Then Gnsandolus 
related how the wild man had laughed and would not tell why. “Why 
did you laugh on those occasions?” asked the emperor. “I will tell 
you m due time,” replied the wild man; “but first send for your 
barons.” 

On the fourth day the lords and barons were assembled in the 
chief palace where the wild man sat beside the emperor. Caesar ex- 
plained to the company that he had called them together so that they 
might hear the wild man expound a dream of his. Now the wild 
man said he would tell nothing tdl the empress and her twelve maidens 
had come. The empress came at once, with glad semblance, as though 
she feared nothing that might befall. At her entrance the barons rose 
out of respect, but when Merlin saw her he turned his head aside and 
laughed scornfully After a while he looked intendy at the emperor, 
and then at Gnsandolus, and then at the empress, and finally at the 
twelve maidens who accompanied her. Then he turned towards the 
barons and laughed again, as though in despite. At the emperor’s in- 
vitation the wild man stood up and said aloud so that all might hear: 

“Sir, if you will promise here before your barons that no harm shall 
come to me, and that I may have leave to go when I have expounded 
your vision, then I will tell you its true signification ” The emperor 
acceded to this request. “But first,” he said to the wild man, “relate 
the substance of the dream, for 1 have made it known to no man, so 
that 1 may be the better able to credit your explanation.” 

Merlin related the circumstances of the dream, as you have heard, 
and the emperor said that he had spoken truly, and the barons ex- 
pressed their willingness to hear his explanation. “Know then,” said 
the wild man, “that the sow which you saw signifies my lady the 
empress; that the long hair on her back betokens the long robes 
wherein she is clothed; that the circlet shining upon her head means 
the crown of gold wherewith you made her to be crowned. If it be 
your pleasure, I will say no more at this time.” “You must tell all 
there is, if you are to be quit of your promise,” answered the em- 
peror. “Very well,” said the wild man. “The twelve lion whelps which 
you saw come out of the chamber betoken those twelve maidens there 
with the empress And know it to be the very truth that they are 
not women, but men. Cause them to be undressed and you will see 
the truth for yourself. As often as you leave the city the empress 
causes them to serve in her chamber and in her bed. Now you have 
heard your dream and its meamng, and you may make trial whether 
or not I have said sooth.” 
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When the emperor understood his wife’s unfaithfulness he was so 
abashed that he said no word for a long while. Then he called Gnsan- 
dolus and said. "Undress those damsels, for I wish the barons here 
to know the truth.” Forthwith the steward and others came forward 
and despoiled the maids before the emperor and the barons; and 
they were found to be men Then the emperor was so wroth that 
he knew not what to do. But he took oath that he would have jus- 
tice done as soon as judgment was awarded. The barons judged that 
the empress should be burned, and the adulterers hanged, though 
some suggested that they be flayed alive When the empieror knew 
what sentence had been passed, he had the malefactors bound hand 
and foot and cast into a fire The pyre was huge, and they were all 
burned up in a short time. Thus did the emperor take vengeance on 
his wife; and when the people heard of it his renown was greatly 
increased 

After this matter had been attended to the emperor and his barons 
prayed the wild man to explain the cause of his various cachinnations. 
“Sir,” said the wild man, “at the abbey I laughed because before its 
gate there is buried in the earth a treasure which far exceeds in value 
the abbey and all that the monks possess; and yet poor people stood 
thereon asking alms. In the chapel I laughed at the buffets which 
the squire gave his master, not for rudeness, but because of their sig- 
mficance. The first buffet denotes that the nch have become so proud 
by reason of wealth that they fear neither God nor the future of their 
own souls — no more than the squire feared to smite his lord. The 
second buffet denotes the nch usurer who delights in his treasure and 
scorns his poor neighbours when, in their need, they come to borrow 
anything from him. The usurer lies in wait intending to ruin his 
neighbour, and little by little he makes loans to the needy one till he 
has such a great load that in spite of himself he has to sell his land 
to him who has long coveted it. The third buffet betokens false plead- 
ers, men of law who sell and rum their fellow men behind their 
backs by reason of covetousness and envy because they see them pros- 
per, and because they are not subservient to them; for when these 
lawyers see that their neighbours do them neither reverence nor ser- 
vice, they think out ways and means to complain against them and 
make them lose what they have. And I laughed at Gnsandolus be- 
cause a woman by her guile had taken me as no man could have 
done, for you must know that Gnsandolus is the best and truest 
maiden in your realm. And I laughed because she calls herself Grisan- 
dolus, though her real name is Avenable, and she is the daughter 
of Duke Matan, who was driven from his heritage by Duke Frolic. 
Moreover, I laughed because she had assumed the guise of a man and 
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taken another habit than the one proper to her. And all the ambiguous 
words I spoke to her are true, for many an honest man is deceived 
by a woman. So I called her deceiving, for by women many cities 
are destroyed and burned, many a rich land wasted and despoiled, and 
many people slain But I say not this by reason of any evil in her You 
yourself may readily perceive that a man may be vexed and shamed 
by a woman whom he has long loved But reck not of your wife, 
who has well deserved what she has got, and do not on her account 
mistrust other women — though there is possibly not one of them who 
has not done amiss by her lord m some degree As long as the world 
endures it becomes only worse All that women do is only by reason 
of the great sin of lechery wherewith they burn; for such is the na- 
ture of woman that when she has the worthiest man in the world as 
her lord, she thinks she has the worst. And this is by virtue of their 
great frailty, and their foul thought and foul desire to accomplish their 
will where they may best do so. But be not vexed, for there are true 
women in the world, and if you have been deceived by your wife 
once, you shall have another wife, who is well worthy to be empress 
Now you have heard the reasons why I laughed; and if it please you, 
I would take my leave” 

The emperor sent for Grisandolus, or Avenable, and she was in- 
deed found to be one of the fairest maidens in the land that anyone 
could find anywhere. The emperor was quite amazed that Grisan- 
dolus, who had been his steward, was now Avenable, and a woman 
On the advice of Merlin and the barons he made her his empress 

“On behalf of the company I thank you,” said Robert Mannyng. 
“That was a pleasing tale ” 

“But why all the hocus-pocus?” inqmred Peter Bell. 

“What do you mean, ‘hocus-pocus’?” asked Blaise. 

“Why, getting himself up as a stag and running through the city, 
and then the masquerade as a wild man Why couldn’t he have said 
simply; ‘Julius, I am Merlin; I will expound your dream’?” 

“And who would have believed him?” countered Blaise. “It is 
clear that you understand little about the nature of either warlocks 
or literary criticism Merlin was unknown in Rome First of all he 
had to arouse interest and arrest attention When he had shown every- 
one what an extraordinary individual he was, then he had prepared 
the public mind to receive with credit the extraordinary revelations 
he had to make.” 

“I never thought of that,” admitted Peter Bell. 

“Your story has a familiar ring,” said Pedro Lopez de Ayala. “I 
recall having read something of the sort concerning Maria de Aragon. 
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But she had only one young man dressed up as a maid; and though 
the emperor Otto III forgave her on that occasion, he burned the 
man. She was not so lucky when Otto discovered her attempted in- 
trigue with the Count of Modena.” 

“What happened to her?” asked Christine de Pisan. 

“She was burned, and the Count of Modena's name was cleared. It 
developed that it was the empress, and not the count, who had made 
improper advances. Godfrey of Viterbo could tell you the whole story.” 

“Well, since Godfrey is not here,” said Benvenuto da Imola, “per- 
haps the company would accept a substitution in a tale about Pierre 
de la Brosse and Mane de Brabant which is in some ways similar. 
I see Guillaume de Nangis on the other side of the table; perhaps 
he will favour us ” 

“Willingly,” said Guillaume. 

35. THE ELEVATION OF PIERRE DE LA BROSSE 

Gutllaume de Nangtt 

In the household of King Philippe III of France there was a knight 
who was his counsellor, and privy to him in all things, for he had 
much more confidence in that man than in any other. This knight 
was called Pierre de la Brosse, and in spite of the fact that he had 
come of low stock, was a good spieakcr, and had charming man- 
ners Formerly, as a poor man, he had followed the profession of 
surgeon or barber, and when Kmg Louis IX was suffering from a 
diseased leg, he had cured him. When Saint Louis died, his son 
Philippe made him his high chamberlain, and showed him affection 
by giving him many towns and castles The king so showered gifts on 
him, indeed, that at last he had two thousand livres of land, and 
more than a hundred thousand livres of other property. I heard that 
the notary who made an inventory of his possessions after his death 
was heard to remark; “If the king had had nothing to do subsequent 
to his return from Tunis but give his attention to bestowing gifts 
on Pierre, that alone would have kept him busy.” Pierre’s power at 
court enabled him to aggrandize his wife’s family as well as him- 
self. He caused one of his wife’s cousins, Pierre de Benais, to be made 
bishop of Bayeux; and for his own children he obtained splendid 
matches. The people, because of the chamberlain’s influence over the 
king, feared him greatly. 

Now in the year 1274, when Pierre’s ascendancy over Philippe was 
at Its height, Philippe was advised to marry, and he took to wife 
Mane, daughter of the Duke of Brabant, a very beautiful girl, pru- 
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dent and virtuous. The king soon loved her madly, to Pierre’s great 
displeasure, for he feared lest the queen should supplant him both in 
the king’s affections and in personal power. Moreover, as events later 
proved, Pierre knew not how to govern himself according to the 
fortune God had given him. He and his wife became so unbearably 
proud that he maintained a greater state than the princes of the 
king’s own family, to the great envy and scandal of the barons of 
the realm. His wife, for her part, who was in attendance upon Mane, 
wished to keep up as splendid a court as the queen herself, wherefor 
the queen held her in despite. And when the queen did not show 
her as much favour as she did other dames and damsels who served 
her, Pierre and his wife plotted to arouse discord between her and 
the king. 

It happened soon after Philippe’s marriage that his eldest son Louis, 
by Isabella of Aragon, died In the midst of the monarch's mourning 
Pierre suggested to him that Mane de Brabant, wishing to secure the 
succession of the crown to her own children, was probably not too 
friendly disposed toward Philippe’s children by another wife At the 
same time it seems that Pierre set on foot at court the rumour that 
young Louis had been poisoned by the queen When this reached 
the king’s ears, his heart was sorely moved, for he loved his children 
dearly. 

Not long after this someone circulated a calumnious report respect- 
ing the morals of the king himself. Learning that there was a sooth- 
sayer, a holy woman, at Nivclle in Flanders, he determined to send 
messengers to inquire into the source of the slander, and learn, if 
possible, the truth about the poisoning as well Pierre, who was con- 
stantly in touch with what happened at court, was forewarned He 
recommended that if the king wanted a true and faithful messenger 
for this business, he could do no better than send Pierre de Benais, 
Bishop of Bayeux. The king agreed, and sent with him Mathicu, 
abbot of St Denis. 

On his return to court the bishop reported that there was no truth 
in the slander connected with the person of the king, but the holy 
woman had told him confidentially that Prince Louis had been poi- 
soned by someone in the queen’s suite. When pressed to name the 
criminal the bishop replied only that he had said enough, and that 
the king could now easily guess who was the author of his son’s 
death. Other historians give a different version, and say that the bishop 
only heightened the king’s curiosity and suspicion by refusing to 
divulge what had been told him, as he said, in confession. But true 
It is that Philippe later sent other messengers to the holy woman — 
Thibaut, Bishop of Dol, and Arnoul, a knight of the temple. They 
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brought back the message that Queen Mane was a good woman, pure 
and faithful to her husband in all ways. Hereupon Philippe began 
to suspect the integrity of some of his courtiers; but he put a good 
face on it and gave no hint of his real feelings. 

You can well imagine that Mane de Brabant was not the type of 
woman to endure calmly the affront which had been put upon her. 
She laid her plans with care, and easily enlisted that part of the nobil- 
ity that had become alarmed and disgusted by the pride and insolence 
of Pierre and his wife. Within the next two years she and her ad- 
herents found their opportunity m the strained relations existing be- 
tween Philippe and Alfonso X of Castille. Letters were brought to 
the king purporting to have been found on the body of a messenger 
who had died at an abbey near Melun. The letters were examined 
and were found to be sealed with Pierre de la Brosse’s seal. They 
were read; but what they contained was never made public. 

King Philippe was now convinced that Pierre was a traitor, and 
taking horse for Pans, had his chamberlain arrested Many barons 
were summoned to pass judgment upon him according as he deserved. 
He was surrendered to the hangman whose duty it was to hang com- 
mon thieves. Early one morning before sunrise the Due de Bour- 
gogne, the Due de Brabant, the Comte d’Artois, all friends of the 
queen, conveyed him to the gibbet The hangman placed the rope 
about his neck, and asked if he had anything to say Pierre said that 
he had nut So the hangman did his of&ce, and left Pierre hanging 
among the thieves of Montfaucon on the morning of June 30, 1278. 

“The cause of Pierre’s death,” said Benvenuto when Guillaume 
had finished, “was explained to me differently I heard that Mane 
was so jealous of Pierres favour with the king that she laid before 
her husband an utterly false accusation saying that he had written 
her love letters. Thereupon the credulous Philippe flew into a rage 
and ordered him hanged. Others allege that the queen was actually 
Pierre’s mistress. But it seems to have been Dante’s understanding that 
the queen invited Pierre to be her lover, and that when he repulsed 
her, she accused him of the fact to the king, who had him hanged, 
but unjustly.” 

“I have heard those stories,” replied Guillaume, “but to me it seems 
more likely that Pierre’s overweening arrogance was the real engine 
of his destruction. The world is full of men and women, each de- 
manding his share of life, and no single individual can usurp for 
long, or with impunity, what rightfully belongs to another.” 

“Where and what is Montfaucon?” asked Peter Bell 

“I can tell you that,” said William Dunbar, “for I saw ii many times 
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when I was at Pans. It is an elevated spot situated between the Fau- 
bourg Saint Martin and the Fauborg du Temple. On its summit is 
a sohd mass of masonry, about sixteen feet high, forty long and thirty 
broad. Upon the surface of this mass are sixteen stone pillars, thirty- 
two feet in height; these serve to support large beams, from which 
hang iron chains wherein the dead bodies of felons are placed. There 
arc usually fifty or sixty criminals waving in the air. When there is 
no room for another dead body, that which has been there longest 
IS taken down and pitched into a lower chamber through an open- 
ing in the centre of the enclosure.” 

“Your account is ample,” said Peter, “and somewhat malodorous.” 

“Pierre was a fool,” said Umbos “His upraising from humble state 
to great place I think did addle his wit or destroy it quite; and so 
was he double a fool, for wit is the only weapon possessed by the 
lowly with which they can themselves against the mighty with their 
castles, their men at arms and their codes of law defend.” 

“In that connection,” said Eustace the Monk, “I recall a story 
about one of your rank who was condemned by a mighty king to be 
hanged, but his native wit, uncorrupted by the casuistry of the court, 
helped him nicely out of that scrape.” 

“Would you tell us that story?” asked Umbos. 

36. THE HANGING OF MARCOLF 

Mon^ Eustace 

This noble company doubtless calls to mind the famous Judgment 
of Solomon — how two women both claimed the same child, how 
Solomon ordered it to be split in two and half given to each woman, 
by which sleight he discovered the real mother of the infant. Well, 
the witty fellow to whom I alluded was present at this scene, and he 
asked Solomon how he was able to identify the true mother. “By 
the changing of her colour and by the effusion of tears,” replied the 
king. “You who are so wise,” said Marcolf the wit, “ought to know 
better the craft of women; you might easily be deceived by a few 
tears. While a woman weeps with her eyes, she laughs with her 
heart. Women can laugh with one eye and weep with the other, and 
in their faces they give semblances of things which are not in their 
thought Many times they promise what they cannot perform, and 
they change their countenances as their minds run. The craftiness of 
women is unfathomable.” 

This speech, though Master Blaise here would doubtless have ap- 
proved It, displeased the king, and he undertook to defend women 
with some heat Marcolf thought his praise extravagant and largely 
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undeserved. “You have overpraised women,” said he; “but I guar- 
antee that you shall dispraise them as much before you sleep tonight.” 
“Go away,” answered Solomon, “and see to it that you never speak 
ill of women in my presence.” 

Marcolf left the palace and called to the woman whose child had 
been restored to her by Solomon’s judgment. “Do you know,” he 
asked, “what was concluded in the king’s council today?” “My child 
was restored to me alive,” said she; “what else I know not.” “Well,” 
said Marcolf, “the king has commanded, and is firmly determined, 
that you shall come before him again tomorrow, and that you shall 
have one half of the child and your companion the other half.” “What 
a false and untrue sentence is that*” cried the woman. “Ay,” said 
Marcolf; “but I will show you other and weightier matters, llie king 
and his council have ordained that every man shall have seven wives. 
You had better take thought as to what is best to be done about this. 
You know that if one man has seven wives there will never be rest 
or peace in the house, for he will love one and be displeased with 
the others; she whom he loves best shall be with him most, and the 
others never or seldom; she shall be well clothed and the others for- 
gotten. His favourite shall have rings and jewels; she shall have the 
keys of the house; she shall be honoured by all the servants and 
called mistress; and when the goodman dies, all his goods shall fall 
to her. The other six may well say that they are neither widows 
nor wedded, nor yet unwedded There will always be anger and strife 
and brawling and envy in the house If a remedy is not found, great 
inconvenience will arise from this edict. Since you are a woman, and 
well acquainted with woman’s temperament, make haste to inform 
all the women of the city, and advise them not to consent m any 
manner, but to withstand the king and his council with all their 
might.” 

Hereupon Marcolf returned to the court and hid himself m a cor- 
ner The woman, who thought that he had spioken the truth, ran 
through the city clapping her hands, crying out with open mouth all 
she had heard, and more And every neighbour or gossip communi- 
cated the news to another, so that in a short time nearly all the women 
of the city had assembled. They went to the king’s palace to the num- 
ber of SIX thousand, broke open the doors and attacked the king and 
his council with great outcry. 

In reply to the king’s demand for an explanation of this outrage 
one woman, more eloquent than the others, spoke for all, and re- 
proached him for the wrong and injustice which had been done the 
women of the city “What injustice or wrong have I done?” asked 
Solomon with great impatience. “As great a wrong as could be im- 
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agmed,” replied the woman, “for you have ordered that every man 
shall have seven wives. Certainly that may not be, for there is not 
a prince, a duke nor an earl so rich and puissant but that one woman 
alone is quite sufficient to fulfil all his will and desire; what, then, 
should he do with seven wives? It is beyond any man’s strength 
or power. Rather should you have commanded that one woman 
should have seven husbands.” 

Solomon laughed and said: “It did not occur to me that the men 
were fewer in number than the women.” Then all the women cried 
out like folk bereft of reason; “You are an evil king, and your laws 
are false and unjust. It is now quite evident that what we heard about 
you is true, namely, that you have spoken evil of us; and now you 
mock us to our faces. Who was so evil as Saul, who reigned over 
us first? And yet David was worse; and now this Solomon is the 
worst of all.” 

Then the king was wroth and said: “There is no malice like the 
malice of women, for it were better to dwell with serpents or lions 
than with a wicked woman. All ills are indifferent compared with 
the cursedness of a shrewd woman Woman assumes wickedness like 
sand falling into the shoes of old people going up hill An evil wife 
makes a patient heart.” And much more he said to the same purpose. 

Finally Nathan the prophet said* “Why do you thus shame and 
rebuke all the women of Jerusalem?” “Have you not heard,” an- 
swered Solomon, “how they have said shameful things about me con- 
trary to my deserts?” “He who will hve in peace and quiet with his 
subjects,” replied Nathan, “must sometimes be blind, dumb and deaf.” 
“A fool must be answered according to his folly,” said Solomon. 

Hereupon Marcolf, Umbos’ clever ancestor, sprang out of his cor- 
ner and said to the king: "Now have you spoken as I wished. Once 
today you praised women out of all measure, and now you have 
dispraised them as much. That is what I wanted. You always make 
my words come true.” “Foul wight,” said Solomon, “do you know 
anything about this commouon?” “Not I,” replied MarcolL “Never- 
theless, you should not believe everything you hear.” “Get out of 
my sight,” said Solomon, “and I charge you never to let me see you 
between the eyes again.” And forthwith Marcolf was thrown out of 
the king’s palace. 

“Lord,” said those who stood about Solomon then, “say something 
to appease these women so that they may depart” Solomon did so, 
and praised good women and good wives so highly that they all 
blessed him and departed. 

Now what did ^^rcolf do when he had been banned from Solo- 
mon’s court? It happened that it snowed that night. Marcolf took 
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a small sieve in one hand and a bear’s paw in the other, and having 
reversed the shoes on his feet, crawled on all fours into an old bake- 
oven which stood not far outside the town. 

In the morning one of the king’s servants found the footprints, and 
deeming them to be the spoor of some marvellous beast, went in 
all haste to inform Solomon Hunters and dogs followed the tracks as 
far as the oven. Solomon descended from his horse and looked in. 
There lay Marcolf all crooked, with his back toward the opening. 
“What are you doing here and why are you lying thus ?’’ asked Solo- 
mon. “Well,” answered Marcolf, “you commanded me never to let 
you see me between the eyes again, so now you may see me between 
the shoulder-blades.” 

Thereat the king was sorely moved, and commanded his servants 
to take Marcolf and hang him from a tree. “My lord,” said Marcolf, 
“would It please you to allow me to choose the tree whereon I must 
hang?” “So be it,” replied Solomon; “it is immaterial to me on what 
kind of a tree you are hanged ” 

Then the king’s servants led Marcolf out of the city and through 
the Vale of Josaphat, and over Mount Olivet, and thence to Jericho, 
and could find no tree that Marcolf would choose to be hanged on. 
Thence they passed over the Jordan and all through Arabia, and 
thence through all the Great Wilderness as far as the Red Sea. But 
never was Marcolf able to find a tree on which he would choose to 
be hanged. 

So, by means of his ready wit Marcolf escaped out of Solomon’s 
hands and returned to his own house, where he lived many years 
in peace and |oy. 

When Eustace had finished his tale there was considerable laughter 
from such persons as Martin Scabby and Roaring Dick. 

“I wish your hero had fallen into my hands at Messina,” said Rich- 
ard Cceur de Lion. “As it was, I hanged a lot of his descendants, 
and the world has been the better for it ever since.” 

“I read somewhere,” said fitienne de Bourbon, “about a certain rob- 
ber who kept the vigils of the Virgin on bread and water, repeating 
the Ave Maria, and praying fervently that she would not allow him 
to die in sin. However, one day he was captured by the forces of 
the law. He was suspended from the gibbet for three days, but could 
not die, and called out to passers-by, asking them to bring a pnest. 
When the holy man had come the thief related to him that for 
three days a most beautiful maiden had supported him by the feet 
so that he did not choke After he had promised to amend his ways, 
he was cut down and allowed to go free.” 
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“That reminds me,” said Andrew Boorde, “of a story which I 
heard on one of my travels.” 

37. THE WENCH OF SANTO DOMINGO 

Andrew Boorde 

During the time that I was travelling in Navarre I stopped several 
days at Santo Domingo, which is on the road to Campostella. A 
youth, on his way to the shrine of St James, also stopped at Santo 
Domingo, and was hanged there, but unjustly. 

It seems that while the young pilgrim and his parents were putting 
up at the mn the landlord’s daughter fell violently in love with him 
and would have had him meddle with her carnally But when the 
youth repulsed her advances as being unseasonable, the girl took 
offence and resolved to be even with him for the unwonted affront. 
Unseen by anyone she hid a piece of silver in the young man’s skrip. 
The next morning he and his parents joined other pilgrims on their 
way to Campostella. They had not been long gone from the inn 
when the landlord’s daughter raised officers to pursue them, who 
overtook them and found the silver piece in the young man’s wallet. 
For this reason he was brought back to town and condemned to be 
hanged, and hanged he was on a pair of gallows 

Now overseas it is the custom that whoever is hanged shall not be 
cut down, but shall continue upon the gibbet So the young man’s 
father and mother, on their way back from Campostella, stopped at 
the gallows of Santo Domingo to pray for their son’s soul But when 
they came there the youth spoke and said “I am not dead. God 
and his servant St James have preserved me alive. Go, therefore, to 
the Justice of the town, and bid him come and let me down ” 

You may be sure the youth’s parents lost no time in carrying 
out his bidding. They found the Justice at home, just sitting down 
to a supper of two great chickens, one a hen, the other a cock. 
When he heard the report of the circumstances the Justice said “It 
seems to me that your tale is as hkely as that the fowls m the dish 
before me could stand up and crow” Hardly were the words out 
of his mouth before the chickens stood up in the platter and crew. 
Thereupon the Justice, in procession, went and fetched the young 
man alive from the gallows. 

Priests and other credible persons told me that as a memorial of 
these stupendous happenings a white cock and a hen are still kept 
in a cage in the church. I did indeed see a cock and a hen in the 
church. As for my tale — ^I repeat it as it was told me, not by three 
or four persons, but by many 
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“It’s the old story of Herod appropriated to St James,” said Walter 
Haliday. “There are also a number of ballads on the same subject. But 
I daresay your study is as little on ballads as on the Gospel of Nico- 
demus.” 

“Master Blaise,” said Fra Cipolla, turning to the hermit, “an ele- 
ment of your tale reminds me of an incident which occasioned con- 
siderable scandal in Italy at one time I refer to Avenable’s changing 
her attire and assuming a character different from her real one. In 
Florence there was a certain foculator, Gianni Schicchi by name, who 
was famous everywhere for his skill in impersonation One time his 
talents were employed in an enterprise no less hazardous than profit- 
able ” 

“I should be glad to hear about it,” said Master Blaise courteously. 


38. GIANNI SCHICCHI AND THE MULE 

Ftq CipoUa 

The story runs that a certain Buoso Donati of Florence fell ill of 
a mortal sickness, and when he knew that his end was certain, it 
seemed to him only just and proper that he should make a will. Such 
action did not meet with the approval of his son, Messer Simone, 
who feared that thereby his father’s considerable fortune would be 
dissipated. So by one means or another he obtained from his father 
the promise that he would not make a will, and the old man died 
intestate. 

Simone kept his father’s death a secret, and immediately took coun- 
sel with Gianni Schicchi, who, as I have said, was able to imitate 
perfectly the voice and manner of all kinds of people, and particu- 
larly of Messer Buoso, with whom he had been intimate. Between 
them they came to an agreement by which both expected to profit. 

“Send for the notary,” said Gianni, “and let it be known that 
Buoso wants to make a will But first I will get into the bed and 
shove Buoso over against the wall, and put on his night-shirt and 
night-cap. When the notary has come I will dictate any kind of will 
you wish But you may as well make up your mind that I intend to 
be the gamer thereby.” Simone agreed to this. 

In Buoso’s bed, dressed in Buoso’s clothes, Gianni counterfeited 
the old man so cleverly that it seemed indeed to be he; and when 
the notary had prepared his parchment and ink, and the witnesses 
were ready, Gianni began to dictate; 

“Twenty soldi,” he said, “I leave to Santa Reparata, five lire to 
the Friars Minor, and five to the Preaching Friars . . .” 
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And so he continued for a while, leaving small sums to the clergy. — 
“And to Gianni Schicchi,” he said, “I leave five hundred florms.” 

“It IS not necessary to put that in the will,” interrupted Simone. 
“I will give the florins to Gianm out of what you leave to me.” 

“Simone,” said the false Buoso, “let me dispose of my goods in the 
manner which seems to me proper; I am leaving you so well off that 
you ought to be content in any case ” So for fear Simone was silent, 
and Gianni continued- “And to my dear friend Gianni Schicchi I 
leave my mule, the best mule m all Tuscany.” 

“Oh, Messer Buoso,” cried Simone, “Gianni cares very little about 
mules, and he will not appreciate this one. Why waste it on himi*” 

“I,” said the false Buoso, “know better what Gianm wants than 
you do.” 

By this time Simone was beginning to get hot and nervous, but 
for fear he again kept silent; and Gianni continued: “And to Gianni 
Schicchi I leave the hundred florms which my cousin Corso Donati 
owes me. For the rest I designate Simone as my universal heir on con- 
dition that he execute every bequest in this testament within a fort- 
night; otherwise the estate shall go in its entirety to the Friars Minor 
of Santa Croce.” 

Now the will was finished and scaled by the notary, and when 
both he and the witnesses had departed, Gianni got out of bed, and 
Buoso was put back in his place. And when Gianni had safely left 
the house unobserved, Simone broke the sad news that his father 
Buoso had passed away 

“That was a scurvy trick,” said the Clerk of Oxenford 

“And a most reprehensible evasion of the law,” added Adam Usk. 

“You would have no fault to find had the mule been a horse, I 
daresay,” remarked lolo Goch. 

“Look you, now, I stole no horse, if that it what you are so un- 
courteously hinting at,” replied Adam. “It happened that I defended 
Walter Jakes in a suit for rape, look you, and got him off; and since 
he refused to pay me my fee, I took the value thereof in goods. Be- 
sides, he had promised me the horse.” 

“You may be right,” said Fra Cipolla to the Clerk; “at least Dante 
thought so too, for he placed Gianm in hell ” 

“I have always thought,” said Benvenuto da Imola, “that Simone, 
or Taddeo, as some call him, should have enjoyed the same fate.” 

“Master Blaise,” said Will Langland, addressing the hermit, “your 
remarks on men of law were very much to the point, as Father 
Onion’s story proves. 1 also can speak on that subject, and from bit- 
ter personal experience In my famous Vision on Malvern Hills I saw 
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a hundred sergeants of the law dressed m silk hoods, pleading causes 
for pounds, or even pence; but for the love of God they never opened 
their lips. You had to show your money before you could get a word 
out of ’em ” 

“It is by the law,” spoke up John Gower, “that wrongs arc redressed 
and righteousness maintained. Where the law is reasonable, the com- 
munity IS at ease. But what is the use of going to law unless you 
have )ust judges^ Woe is the people of the land whose judges are 
swayed by covetousness, for then wrong will be rampant. Whereso 
law supports right and justice, there the people is glad, but if the 
law turn amiss, the people is misturned also ” 

“Gentlemen,” said Beryn, “I know something of judges and law- 
courts from sad experience too Adam Scrivener has told you how 
I learned about diang If you please, I will tell you how I learned 
about law-courts in the realm of Blandie.” 

39. BERYN AT THE BAR 

Beryn 

On the morning after the storm, of which you have heard, we 
spied land and soon made port. I went ashore with a page to acquaint 
myself with the situation But now hearken to a wonderful thing: 
In all the wide world there were no people so false or so deceitful 
as the people who dwelt in that port It was a cursed custom of 
theirs that if any foreign ship came to harbour they would hide in 
their houses, as though they neither knew nor cared anything about 
merchandise and traffic It was for this reason that I traversed the 
whole town to its end without meeting anyone, and all the doors were 
closed. Finally 1 came to a manciple’s house, where, strangely enough, 
the doors were open. As 1 learned later, that citizen was the slipperiest 
fellow in the whole city; whatever he gained by treachery or guile — 
as some friars do now — ^he shared with his false compeers. This good- 
man was playing chess with one of his neighbours, a fellow as up- 
right and honest as himself. I alighted at this house m order to make 
inquiries. 

As soon as the burgess spied me he knew by my dress that I was 
a pierson of importance. He pushed the chess-board aside and seized 
my hand. “God bless you,” he said, “what good wind has blown you 
hither^ Please make yourself at home and excuse the poorness of my 
provision.” 

The other burgess, who had also risen, said to the manciple- “You 
seem to know this stranger.” "Indeed I do,” replied the manciple. 
“In his own country he is a right worshipful gendeman. Stay by him 
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for a few moments while I see to his horse; entertain him while I 
am gone and then I will broach some wine” Accordingly the sec- 
ond burgess sat down and inquired politely about my country and 
kin. I replied to his questions, and told him also about the five ships 
riding in the harbour. 

When the manciple came back the tables were laid and we ate 
and drank very well. After dinner my host invited me to play a game 
of chess This I was loath to do, for games of any sort now aroused 
in me only aversion But he insisted, and so, not wishing to prove as 
discourteous a guest as he was a host, I complied. After I had won 
three games from him easily enough, I would have returned to my 
ships, for I thought my men must be growing anxious about me. But 
my host the manciple called to his aid the old dodge, saying that 
since I had won, I ought to give him a chance to get even with me. 
It seemed to me that three games were enough to prove whatever 
skill he had, but again 1 complied with his request. This time the 
conditions of the game were that the loser was to do whatever the 
winner demanded or else drink up all the water in the sea. We 
played, and somehow the manciple mated me in four moves 

My patience was now at an end. I wanted to return to my ships, 
but do you think I could ^ I had indeed reckoned without my host, 
for at his bidding I was immediately surrounded by his sergeants. 
“Remember the conditions of the game,” he said. “You have lost. The 
loser must do what the winner demands. I demand that you sur- 
render all your possessions to me.” 

This was quite absurd, and I refused to do it Thereupon his ser- 
geants hailed me before the seneschal of the town and lodged com- 
plaint. The manciple’s position was supported not only by the senes- 
chal, but by all his countrymen, and it was only with difficulty that 
I obtained a remand of three days in which to prepare my defence. 
My ships I had to surrender as security for my reappearance 

As I was leaving the court Hanibal, the city provost, whispered to 
me privately that if I would give him my merchandise he would 
arrange the matter with the seneschal, and I could indemnify myself 
from the goods in his, the provost’s, warehouses This seemed to me 
a fair and business-like exchange, and 1 agreed. But imagine my sur- 
prise when, on visiting the warehouses, I found no merchandise in 
them! I proceeded to lay a complaint with the seneschal, who very 
graciously permitted the case to go over till the following day. 

After this, as I was turning back to my ships, a blind beggar laid 
hold of me and haled me before the seneschal. Why, do you think? 
He accused me of stealing his eyes and of refusing to return them. 
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Again I requested that the case might be delayed till I could get 
advice. 

Hardly had I once more issued from the seneschal’s court when 
a woman with a babe in arms accosted me, shrieking out that I had 
broken troth-plight and that I was the father of the child she was 
carrying She summoned me before the seneschal and there repeated 
her ridiculous charge, which the official received with the utmost 
gravity. Again I requested and received a postponement of the suit 

Now as I was casting about here and there for someone to give 
me advice there came a man who made me a present of a valuable 
knife He counselled me that I should give the seneschal ten talents 
and the knife as a bribe 1 was at my wits’ end, and since such pro- 
cedure seemed to conform to the custom of the country, I offered no 
objection to this proposal Away we went to the seneschal And what 
happened then? My unknown friend immediately claimed that my 
five ships belonged to him, alleging that they were the property of 
his father, who had taken them to Rome for repair. He further 
charged me with the murder of his father, saying that the proof of 
the homicide was his father’s knife, which I had in my pocket. The 
seneschal nodded gravely and consented to postjxine the case till the 
morrow. You can imagine my state of mind by this time. 

I had almost reached mv ships when another stranger accosted me. 
1 shook him off, but he hung on It appeared that he was a Roman 
like myself, by the name of Geoffrey. He had had to go into voluntary 
exile because his wit and cleverness had won him the envy and enmity 
of the Seven Sages of Rome Seeing a fellow countryman in distress, 
and having a score or two of his own to setde with the Blandiens, 
he volunteered to act as my advocate. What could I lose ? I accepted 
his offer. 

In due time, when my cases were called, Geoffrey, assuming the 
character of a fool, received permission to speak in my defence, for 
what had they to fear from a fool? 

Well, to make a long story short, this is what happened. To my 
host, the manciple, he said : “Beryn will give up nothing. He is quite 
ready to drink up all the sea-water, but of the river waters that flow 
into It he will drink nothing. After you have turned aside aU the 
rivers, he will perform his part of the bargain ” The manciple said 
it could not be done. We threatened to take the case to the king, but 
dropped suit when he agreed to pay a large fine. 

Now as regards my case against Hanibal* When we inspected the 
warehouses we found that they contained nothing but two butter- 
flies; wherefor, since he had promised to load my ships with the con- 
tents of his warehouses in return for my cargoes, Geoffrey now de- 
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manded that my Bve vessels be loaded with butterflies. The provost 
also paid a large fine 

The blind beggar’s suit came next. Geoffrey admitted that I had 
taken his eyes, but had given my own, which were the better pair, 
as a loan If, now, the blind man would give me back my eyes, said 
Geoffrey, I would return his. The blind man preferred to pay a 
fine. 

To the woman who accused me of troth-breach Geoffrey conceded 
that I might be the father of the child; but since it was the duty 
of every wife to follow and obey her husband, she must hence- 
forth follow and obey me This she was unable to do, because she 
already had a husband, the real father of her brat — who paid her 
fine. 

Geoffrey admitted, too, that Martin’s knife had been found on 
my person. But he explained that one day, seven years ago, I had 
plucked It out of my own father’s heart, and not knowing to whom it 
belonged, had kept it Since Martin acknowledged the knife as his 
property, it must be that Martin had slam my father. After paying 
heavy damages Martin was dismissed. 

Thus did I gam another valuable lesson in the ways of the world, 
and at the same time doubled my wealth. When Isofie, king of 
Blandie, got news of these matters, he was so pleased that he in- 
vited me to dinner Subsequently he took such a fancy to me that he 
gave me his daughter Cleopatra to wife 

“I have met people like your Blandiens m more than one city," 
said Richard of Devizes. “Nor is it necessary to go to Blandie — 
wherever that is — ^to find corrupt courts and corrupt judges Those 
are phenomena of which we have plenty of examples at home." 

“Ay,” agreed Sir David Lindsay, “that is so Once I lent my gossip 
my mare to fetch home coals, but he drowned her in the Quar- 
rel Holes, 

“And I ran to Consistorie for to plain me. 

And there I found a greedy meiny 
They gave me first a thing called ettandum; 

Within eight days I got only libellandum; 

After a month I got ad opponendum; 

In half a year I got tnterloquendum. 

And afterwards — what is it called i * — ad repltcandum. 

But never a word could I understand ’em. 

Then they made me lay down many placks 
Of com to pay for twenty acts; 
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But before they came half way to concludendum. 

Devil a plack was left for to defend ’em. 

Thus they postponed me two years with their train 
Until — hodte ad octo — they bade me come agam, 

And then those rooks cawed wondrous fast, 

Crying for ‘sentence silver’ at the last. 

Of pronunciandum they made me wondrous fain. 

But I never got my good grey mare again.” 

“Neither civil nor ecclesiastical courts were better in my time,” 
said Thomas Gascoigne; “the very stones cried out against their 
abuses 1 daresay that John Gower and Will Langland had ample 
cause for dissatisfaction with legal forms and usages, and yet, had 
they lived on into the next century they might have been driven to 
despair; the growth of litigiousness reached enormous proportions, 
owing to the increase in the number of felons and criminals. As Mas- 
ter Blaise remarked, ‘As the world grows older it grows worse.’ ” 

“Do you not perhaps forget,” spoke up Sir John Fortescue, “that 
the volume of law business was swelled m other ways? In your 
day, and particularly in mine, far-reaching changes had taken place 
in all departments of public and private life. Step by step, as the 
dead hand of feudalism relaxed its grip on society, new elements 
rose to the surface, and new forces made themselves felt. When 
the administration of justice was taken out of the hands of the 
temporal baron and the clerical lord, and made more and more a 
prerogative of the king, the sovereign had to find other officers of 
the law to take their places. Also, the serf, who had no rights, dis- 
appeared, and was replaced on the social scene by a great number of 
persons who did have rights, which it became the business of the 
law to define and protect. Again, the rise of a new class of land- 
owners, and of merchants who traded upon land or sea, necessitated 
the formulation of laws to determine their obligations and maintain 
their rights. As interests increase, conflicts increase, and so also the 
number of those whose function it is to adjust them.” 

“You argue powerfully,” conceded Richard of Devizes; “yet I won- 
der if you can palliate a vice of the legal profession which seems to 
be mdependent of time or change? I will try to make my meamng 
clear by the folbwing tale. . . 
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40. MURDER IN THE JEWISH QUARTER 

Richard of Devizes 

During the absence of King Richard in the Holy Land the Jews 
of Winchester, studious of the honour of their city, procured them- 
selves notoriety by murdering a boy in Winchester. The case was 
thus. 

There was a Christian boy, an apprentice in the art of shoe-making, 
an orphan and under age, and of abject condition and extreme poverty. 
France was his native land. Now a certain French Jew, having un- 
fortunately compassioned the boy’s great miseries in France, by fre- 
quent advice persuaded him that he should go to England, a land 
flowing with milk and honey He praised the English as liberal and 
bountiful, and said that in England no one would continue poor 
who could be recommended for honesty 

The boy, ready to like whatever you may wish, as is natural with 
the French, having taken a certain companion of the same age as 
himself, got ready and set forward on his foreign expedition, having 
nothing in his hands but a staff, nothing in his wallet but a cob- 
bler’s awl 

When he bade farewell to his Jewish friend the latter said: “Go 
forth like a man The God of my fathers lead thee as I desire’’ 
And after having laid his hands upon the boy’s head as though he 
had been a scapegoat, after certain muttering in the throat and silent 
imprecations, being now secure of his prey, he continued “Be of 
good courage. Forget your own people and your native land, for 
every land is the home of the brave, as the sea is for Hsh, and as 
the whole wide world is for the bird. When you have entered Eng- 
land, if you should come to London, you will pass quickly through 
it, as that city greatly displeases me. Every race of men out of every 
nation under heaven resort thither in great numbers. No one lives 
in It without offence. There is not a single street in it that does 
not abound in miserable, obscene wretches There, in proportion as 
any man has excelled in wickedness, so much is he esteemed. I feel 
in myself no uneasiness about you unless you should abide with 
men of corrupt hves, for from our associations our manners arc 
formed But let that be as it may. You will come to London. 
Behold f I warn you; whatever of evil or perversity there is in any 
part of the world whatsoever, you will find it in that city alone. 
Go not to the dances of panders, nor mix yourself up with the 
herds of the stews; avoid the talus and the dice, the theatre and the 
tavern. You will find more braggadocios there than in all France, 



MURDER IN THE JEWISH QUARTER I75 

while the number of flatterers is infinite. Stage-players, buffoons, and 
those who have no hair on their bodies, Garamantes, pick-thanks, 
catamites, effeminate sodomites, lewd musical girls, druggists, lust- 
ful persons, fortune-tellers, extortioners, strollers by night, magicians, 
numics, common beggars, tatterdemalions — this whole crew has filled 
every house. So if you do not wish to live with the shameful, you 
will not dwell in London. Nor does my advice go so far as that you 
should betake yourself to no city. With my counsel you will take 
up your residence nowhere but m a town, though it remains to say 
which Therefore, if you should land near Canterbury, you will have 
to lose your way, even if you should but pass through it. Everywhere 
the citizens lie in the open kreets for want of bread and employ- 
ment Rochester and Chichester are mere vdlages, and they possess 
nothing for which they should be called cities except the sees of 
their bishops Oxford scarcely — will not say satisfies, but sustains — 
Its clerks. Exeter supports men and beasts with the same grain. Bath 
IS placed, or rather buried, in the lowest parts of the valleys, in a 
very dense atmosphere and sulphury vapour, as it were at the gates 
of hell Nor yet will you select your habitation in the northern cities, 
Worcester, Chester, Hereford, on account of the desperate Welsh- 
men. York abounds in Scots, vile and faithless men, or rather rascals. 
The town of Ely is always putrified by the surrounding marshes. 
In Durham, Norwich or Lincoln there are very few of your disposi- 
tion among the piowcrful — ^you will never hear anyone speak French. 
At Bristol there is nobody who is not, or has not been, a soap-maker, 
and every Frenchman esteems a soap-maker as much as he does a 
footpad Moreover, at all times account the Cornish people for such 
as you know our Flemish are accounted in France For the rest, 
the kingdom is generally most favoured with the dew of heaven 
and the fatness of the earth; and in every place there are some good 
people, but much fewer in them all than in Winchester alone. In 
those parts Winchester is the Jerusalem of the Jews, for in it alone 
they enjoy perpietual peace. It is the school of those who desire to 
live well and to prosper. There are therein monks of such com- 
passion and gentleness, clergy of such understanding and frankness, 
citizens of such civility and good faith, ladies of such beauty and 
modesty, that little hinders but I should go there and become a 
Christian with the Christians To that city I direct you, the city of 
cities, the mother of all. There is but one fault, and that alone, m 
which they customarily indulge too much; with the exception, I 
should say, of the learned men and of the Jews, the people of Win- 
chester tell lies like watchmen, for in no place under heaven are so 
many false rumours fabricated so easily as there. Otherwise they are 
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true in everything. I should still have many things to tell you about 
your business, but for fear you should not understand or should 
forget, place this familiar note m the hands of the Jew my friend, 
and I think you may sometime be rewarded by him.” [The short 
note was in Hebrew ] 

Now the boy and his compamon came to Winchester, where he 
delivered the note, as he had been directed. His awl supplied him 
well m service with the Jew. But he did not reside continually with 
him at his work, nor was he pernutted to complete any large thing 
all at once, lest his abiding with the Jew’s family should apprise him 
of the fate intended for him. And as he was remunerated better for 
a htde labour there than for a great deal elsewhere, he frequented 
the wretch’s house more freely, allured too by his gifts and wiles. 
But wherever the two companions worked by day, at night they 
both slept in the same little bed in the cottage of a certain old 
woman. 

Day after day and month after month went by till the day of the 
Holy Cross arrived. On that day our hero was working at the Jew’s, 
and by some means was put out of the way. Passover, the Jewish 
feast, was at hand. 

Now that evening the boy’s companion was greatly surprised at 
his absence, for he did not come home to bed; and as he himself 
lay down to sleep, he was terrified by visions and dreams. When the 
companion had sought for several days in all the corners of the city 
without success, he came to the Jew and asked simply if he had 
sent his friend away anywhere. 

The Jew immediately flew into a passion The youth noted the 
incoherence of his words and the change of his countenance There- 
upon he also fired up, and having a shrill voice and an admirable 
readiness of speech, broke out into abuse, and with great clamour 
accused him of taking his compamon away. “Thou son of a stink- 
ing harlot,” he said, “thou robber, thou traitor, thou devil, thou 
hast crucified my friend. Woe is mcl Why have I not the strength 
of a man that 1 might tear thee to pieces with my hands!” 

The noise of this quarrelling was heard in the street, and Jews 
and Christians came running up from all quarters. Deriving courage 
from the crowd, the boy persisted, and addressing those present al- 
leged his concern for his comrade as his excuse. “O good people,” 
he said, “tell me if there is any sorrow like my sorrow 1 That Jew 
IS a devil. He has stolen away my heart from my breast. He has 
butchered my only friend, and I presume that he has eaten him, 
too. A certain son of the devil, a Jew of French birth, gave my friend 
letters to that man which proved to be his death warrant. To this 
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city he came. He was often m attendance upon this Jew, and in 
this house was he last seen.” 

The lad was not without a witness on some points, for a Christian 
woman who acted as nurse to the young Jews in the house swore 
steadfasdy that she had seen the cobbler-boy go down into the Jew’s 
store without coming up again. The Jew denied it. The case was 
referred to the judges The accusers were found defective, the boy 
because he was under age, the nurse-woman because she had become 
Ignominious by taking service with Jews. The accused Jew offered to 
clear his conscience of the evil report. Gold contented the judges, 
and the controversy ceased. 

“Such abuses as you illustrate,” said James Yonge, “seem to me 
to be due in a measure to an impierfect perception of the correct 
relation of one thing to another. Thus, we may say that the world 
1$ like a garden of God surrounded by walls of righteousness. Simi- 
larly, the righteous judge is a lord circumscribed by law, and law is 
a staff wherewith the king rules his realm. The king is a shepherd 
who IS protected by his barons. The barons are like soldiers sustained 
by money. Money is wealth gathered by subjects. Subjects are servants 
governed by justice, and justice constitutes and guarantees the sub- 
jects’ well-being.” 

“The philosophy of the law is simple enough,” broke in Cohn 
Clout. “If you look at it with utter detachment you see that law 
protects you and law protects me. So long as you and I abide by 
Its provisions it is inacuve and mvisible; but if I injure my neigh- 
bour, or he injures me, such an act automatically rouses law to 
presence and action; and at this moment conteR or conflict also 
appears, for though man has made law, he assumes that he has 
made it for other men and not for himself As soon as law raises 
Its arm to punish him a man exerts all his power and skill to avoid 
or circumvent it, either by sleight or force. He buys or intimidates 
the lawyer, the judge and the executor of the sentence. In his Mirror 
of Justices Andrew Horne has given pages of advice how to evade 
the law. It is not law which is at fault, but men. Though not entirely 
futile, in actual practice the machinery of the law is little more than 
an irntatmg obstacle to men who are determined to be individually 
superior to the community Wc arc faced with two alternatives: 
Either the torts, malfeasances and crimes to which the law applies 
must disappear from society, or law must be perfected to the point 
where it will be able to defend itself as well as you and me.” 

“It IS easy enough to say what should be done,” remarked Robert 
Mannyng, “but hard to do it As Will says, lawyers labour httle 
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in the lord’s vineyard. I do not suggest that they should give their 
services and learning for nothing, as I would not expect a cobbler 
to make me a pair of shoes for love. But I would have them em- 
ploy discretion and discrimination, not only in passing sentences, but 
in fixing fees Justice should be the focal point of both the letter and 
the spirit, as 1 will show by the story of . . 


41. THE HARD JUDGE 

Robert Mannyng 

I heard once of a judge who hved overseas of whom it was com- 
monly reported that he gave hard doom and oftentimes unjust judg- 
ment. Good men often besought him, on behalf of the poor to whom 
he did wrong, not to be so grim against them, that he should have 
mercy on them, and despoil them only moderately, so that they might 
hve in peace in his shire 

To such exhortations the judge always answered and said: “I 
pronounce judgment only in strict accordance with the law” He 
paid no attention to the fact that many laws are antiquated, and 
consequently inapplicable unless tempered with mercy. In no wise 
would he mend his procedure. 

Then one time he fell grievously sick; but he was neither chastened 
nor warned, for he repented not of his evil ways His illness grew 
more serious, and it became evident that he could not live long. 
Indeed, everyone wished that he might die soon 

One day those who sat about his bed were frightened to the point 
of death because it seemed to them that there were devils in the 
room. They looked at the sick man and saw that his colour changed 
often, that he tossed about from side to side so that the bed almost 
broke in two; and he cried out: “Lord, have mercy on me'” Then 
a voice spoke out of the air and replied to him “In your hfe you 
never had compassion on any man, nor shall I have pity on you.” 

Forthwith he died; and his spirit went, I think and hope, to 
eternal damnation. 

“Does anyone feel pity for that hard judged” asked John Mirk. 
“For my part, 1 do not” 

“Well,” said Jocelin of Brakelond, “perhaps some of you have had 
unfortunate experiences. On the other hand, we of St Edmundsbury 
must have been particularly fortunate under Abbot Samson’s rule. 
Though he was a literate man and well skilled in the liberal arts 
and in theology, he knew little of the secular law at the time he 
was made abbot For that reason he associated with himself two 
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learned clerks to aid him in the transaction of the abbey’s secular 
business. The result was that he soon came to be regarded as a very 
discreet judge, for he always proceeded strictly according to the 
form of the law in the cases which he tried. Wherefor I overheard 
one man say: ‘Cursed be the court of this abbot wherein neither 
gold nor silver avails me to confound my enemy!’” 

“In my day,” sighed Thomas Gascoigne, “those who served the 
law knew neither law nor justice. Once I heard a bachelor of the 
law exclaim ‘Would that there were more criminals so that we 
lawyers could get rich faster!’ To such men law was merely a means 
whereby they might heap up riches for themselves Indeed, they not 
infrequently caused a man to be thrown into prison so that they 
might get ten marks for bailing him out.” 

“For my part,” said Sir John Fortescuc, “I would not asseverate 
that those who criticize law and lawyers have no ground for their 
complaints, but it seems to me that they lack both insight and hind- 
sight, or, like James Yonge, are impossibly idealistic. The wrongs 
and abuses of which they carp are in some cases partly due to faulty 
integration of the various elements of the social fabric. Though it 
IS true that law is based on use and custom as well as on expediency, 
still, law always lags behind use and custom like the tail of a 
kite.” 

“There is probably a great deal of truth in what you say,” agreed 
John Mirk “And yet your explanation does not cover another aspect 
of the legist’s character. I am inclined to agree with Langland and 
Gower and Lindsay Somewhere I have read a story which illustrates 
what I have m mind — There was a great advocate who entered 
the Cistercian order and became a monk. By reason of his former 
secular profession his abbot appointed him to defend the monastery’s 
suits; but he always lost them After this had been going on for 
some ume the abbot and the monks waxed wroth and inquired. 
‘How does It happen that you always lose our suits, whereas, when 
you were in the world you always won your case?’ Said the lawyer: 
‘When I was secular 1 was not afraid to he, and so I overcame my 
opponents many a time by fraud and perjury. But now, since I dare 
tell nothing but the truth, the contrary happens to me.’ After this 
he was confined to the cloister and meddled no more with the abbey’s 
business.” 

“There are mountebanks in all professions,” protested Sir John 
mildly. “Sometimes the man brings honour to his occupation; some- 
times It IS the profession which confers honour upon the man. So 
It IS with the law From the time of Moses the digmty of the law has 
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been superior to individuals, and impervious to whatever venality 
might inhere in its servants.” 

“Perhaps that is the trouble,” ventured Andrew Boorde; “the ideal 
is so high that few mortals can reach it, or even understand it.” 

“And yet,” returned Fortescue, “our best thinkers have agreed that 
idealism is a good thing. But whether good or bad, it is a matter 
about which my colleagues of the medical faculty concern themselves 
but little. What idealism can there be in a cadaver, what philosophy 
m a fistula?” 

“We claim none,” replied Arnaldus de Villanova. “With us the 
substance of our profession is pure science, and if human beings 
happen to profit thereby, that is a supererogatory gam for humanity.” 

“Very little science,” said Jocehn of Brakelond, “was displayed in 
the case of Abbot Hugh of St Edmundsbury. When he fell from 
his horse and hurt himself so that the knee-cap lodged in the flesh 
of his leg, the doctors visited him and put him to great pain in many 
ways, but they healed him not” 

“And yet he probably got off cheaply,” said Lambert li Tort. “Look 
at mel I was a straight man before the walls of Acre, but a stone 
from an infidel slinging machine crushed all my right side, and 
I was left on the field for dead. By moonlight one of your pure 
scientists came along looking for experimental material. He hauled 
me off to his tent. First he gave me lettuce seed and ice water, and 
when I spewed it out, he knew I was alive. Then he gave me ground 
pimpernel and mensore, and since it flowed out at my wounds, he 
knew I should hve. But what a lifel You see me now with five 
ribs and a shoulder-blade sacrificed to the cause of science.” 

“You were indeed unfortunate,” said Conrad of Montferrat. “I had 
a shorter way with the doctors who attempted to poison me at Tyre.” 

“One can certainly not credit doctors with humanitarianism,” said 
Jean d’Outremeuse. “When I was laid up with the gout a few years 
back some bungling experimenter by the name of John Mandeville, 
all alight with scientific curiosity, prescribed a cataplasm of cantharides. 
He might as well have prescribed the Spanish boot — ^had that article 
of foot-gear been made in Germany then — ^for I had to walk with 
a cane on most of my travels.” 

“Did you reach Scotland on any of your excursions?” asked John 
Barbour. 

“It IS a land which lies beyond the confines of the seven climates, 
is it not? But why do you ask?” 

“If you had visited it you might have found there a remedy for 
your ill, as did the good knight Fergus.” 

“How was that?” asked Lambert h Tort. 
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“Many here,” answered Barbour, “have, like myself, doubdess read 
the romance of Fergus. You remember that the disappearance of his 
lady Galienc cast him into pretty woeful dumps, and that he wan- 
dered for more than a year trying to find some trace of her. He 
encountered the usual adventures, but news of his lady he could 
find none. In all those thirteen or fourteen months he had eaten 
no bread or cooked food, subsisting solely on the wild game of the 
forest. He was thin and haggard; his hauberk fell loosely about 
him; his hair and beard were long and shaggy; his bliaut was torn 
and tattered; and his horse was in similarly evil condition. One 
day while he was riding through a thick and leafy wood he came 
upon a fountain flowing toward the cast. It was a virtue of this 
fountain that if any man drank of its water he would immediately 
regain his health and happiness When Fergus saw the water rising 
and bubbling out, he was seized with a desire to drink a little, so 
he dismounted and drank his fill from his cupped hand. As soon 
as he tasted that wonderful water his thought and his spirits, his 
strength and keenness returned forthwith; his body filled out and 
bloomed, his mind was relieved of all its brooding, and he seemed 
to have acquired the eager courage of a lion. He felt and said that 
if Galiene were dwelling among the shades of hell, for love of her 
he would go there and suffer with her till the day of doom. For- 
tunately, he was not put to that test; Galiene was recovered by less 
exacting demands upon his valour, as you know. If you had found 
that fountain, sir notary, your ills might have been easily cured.” 

“Well,” replied Jean d’Outremeuse, “perhaps I discovered one 
equally good, for you see that I carry no staff now. At the foot 
of the mountain called Polombe in India there is a great and fair 
well which has the odour of all kinds of spices, and at every hour 
of the day it changes its odour. Whoever drinks three times fasting 
of the water of that well is made whole of all manner of sickness 
which may be upon him I drank of it three or four times and, 
as you can sec, 1 fare the better for it. Some people call it the Foun- 
tain of Youth inasmuch as those who drink of it seem always youth- 
ful and in good health. It is said, too, that the fountain springs from 
Paradise, and has its peculiar virtue on that account.” 

“Sir,” said Ralph Higden, “the foimtam you describe is well known 
to me by report, but I marvel that you place it at the foot of Mt 
Polombe, of which I never heard The Letter of Prester John says 
distinctly that it is at the base of Mt Olymphas, in his land. At all 
events, there is a fountain there such that whoever, fasting, drinks 
thrice of us water, has no sickness upon him for thuty years. And 
he says further that when such a one has drunk it will seem to 
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him that he has eaten the best food and spices in the world, so ful* 
filled is It with the grace of God. Moreover, whoever bathes in that 
fountain, even though he be two hundred or a thousand years old, 
will return, as it seems, to the age of thirty years. When Prester 
John wrote this he confessed to being five hundred and sixty-two 
years old, and affirmed that he had himself bathed in the fountain 
SIX times.” 

“You may be right,” rejoined the notary of Liege, “but why quibble^ 
Polombe or Olymphas — it is all one — to me ” 

“And IS It the same as Babylon too'*” inquired Sir John Bourchier. 
“1 recall that Huon of Bordeaux found such a fountain in the garden 
of the Sultan of Babylon” 

“Our romantic friends are pulling our legs,” said Polydore Vergil. 
“For my part I do not believe such a fountain exists either at 
Polombe or Olymphas.” 

“I can assure you that there is no such fountain in Broceliande,” 
said Master Wace “1 looked.” 

“It was once related to me,” said Btienne de Bourbon, “by one who 
had lived beyond the seas, that he had heard of an old man, for- 
weaned, who had come upon a certain fountain by accident, and 
being thirsty, drank of its water, and also bathed in it, whereupon 
he was straightway transformed But later he could never find the 
fountain again. It seems something of a miracle to me ” 

“Report of a report once reported is not evidence,” said Polydore. 

“There can be no doubt that the fountain once existed,” said Lam- 
bert li Tort, “for it was discovered and tested by Alexander the Great, 
along with the fountain of immortality and the spring which resus- 
citated the dead.” 

“Polydore’s scientific scepticism docs him credit,” remarked the 
Clerk of Oxenford “Though he says nothing about a fountain of 
youtb, nevertheless we have the authority of Isidore for many kinds 
of wells and springs which are perhaps no less marvellous. He speaks 
of a fountain near Rome which healed wounds; the Fons Ciceronis 
cured lesions of the eyes; the fountain of Zama in Africa gave melodi- 
ous voices to those who drank of it; a fountain in the island of Chio 
made one sluggish and dull In Boeotia, says Isidore, were two foun- 
tains, one of which revived the memory, the other brought oblivion. 
The fountain of Cyzicus bereft one of amorous passion, whereas he 
who drank of another fountain in Boeotia became inflamed with 
love. In Thessaly were two streams if a sheep drank of one, he was 
turned black; if he drank of the other, he was turned white; if he 
drank of both, he became spotted. Need I continue?” 

“You have proved — from authority — ” said Arnaldus de Villanova, 



THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH 183 

“that extraordinary fountains have existed; but, as you say, you have 
proved nothing about a fountain of youth.” 

“Well,” said Sir John Bourchier, “I followed my authority, too, and 
he said that as regards the Babylonian fountain of youth, though it 
existed in Huon’s day, it was destroyed ten years afterwards by the 
Egyptians who invaded the emir’s land.” 

“AlasI” exclaimed Juan Ponce de Leon. “Gentlemen, this discussion 
fills me with anguish. Was ever a life wasted like mine? If I be- 
heve some of you, it appears that I sought for the Fountain of Youth 
in the wrong place, for I was told that ii lay in the Island of Bimini. 
If Sir John Bourchier is correct, the fountain was destroyed long 
before my time If I credit others, such a fountain never existed at all'” 
“Where is Bimini?” asked Peter Bell “Is it at the foot of Mt 
Polombc?” 

“I do not know,” answered Ponce de Leon; “I myself never found 

It.” 

“Where did you think it was?” inquired Richard de Haldmgham. 
“I thought It lay north of Hispaniola among the Caycos, about 
forty leagues east of Bahama But if you arc interested, I will relate 
to you that tragic chapter of my life.” 

“Pray do so,” invited Sir John Hawkins. 


42. THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH AND THE ISLAND OF BIMINI 

Ponce de Leon 

You know that I accompanied the great admiral Don Crist&bal 
Colon on his second voyage in 1493, and that I became lieutenant- 
governor to Ovando, administering for him that portion of Hispaniola 
called Hiquay During my residence there 1 learned that the neigh- 
bouring island of Boriquen was rich in gold. In the year 1510, after 
a severe struggle with the nauves, I conquered it and was made 
governor. But in my absence from the court of Castille I, who had 
won the island, was superseded in the government by two interlopers, 
court-pets named Juan Ceron and Miguel Diaz. No matter, that is 
the way of the world. Anyway, I had sufficiently enriched myself 
with Indian gold, and 1 now planned to do something to win hon- 
our, consolidate my estate and settle down. 

For years I had been hearing from the Indians of Cuba and the 
Indians of Hispaniola that somewhere to the north there lay an island 
called Bimini, and that therein was a wonderful fountain or stream 
such that old men bathing in it were restored to the age and con- 
dition of youths. The discovery and use of that fountain was worth 
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more to me— and to a certain young lady back home in L^n— than 
all my wealth. The Cuban Indians were so sure of the existence and 
virtues of that water that not many years before the appearance of 
the Castilians in the New World a party of them had sailed north 
in search of it. They set up a community there, and I am told that 
their offspring still survive. If the natives were convinced, who was 
I to doubt? And certainly, at the age of fifty-three I had more need 
of that fountain than any New World cacique — or so Isabella of Jj 6 oa 
thought. 

Accordingly, with two caravels and a brigantine well provided with 
everything necessary, 1 set out from San German on March 3, 1513, 
sailing with fair wind to Caycos, and thence to Yaguna, Amaguayo 
and Manigua. On the fourteenth of the month we reached Guana- 
ham, the island discovered by Cristobal Colon, who called it San 
Salvador. Thence we sailed northeast, and on March 27, which was 
Easter, commonly called Je flares, we raised an island which we did 
not recognize. We coasted along, east-north-east as far as 30° 8', seek- 
ing port. On Easter Sunday, Aprd 8, we landed I went ashore and 
took possession of the island in the name of Castille, and in honour 
of the day called it La Florida. The Indian name for it was Cautio. 
Here, after some slight trouble with the Indians, who killed one of 
my sailors, 1 turned south, doubled Cabo de Cornentes, which has 
since been named Canaveral, and sailed north for a distance. After 
somewhat more serious fighting with the Indians I decided on June 
14 to return to Hispaniola, intending to keep close watch on the 
way for the island for which I was in search. We reached Las Tor- 
tugas and La Vieja, and later other islands lying below the Lucayos 
and to the westward On July 25 I left them, always keeping a 
sharp watch for Bimini, but my course was hindered by shallow water 
and numerous sand-bars. We were forced to alter our direction, skirt- 
ing San Juan and an island of the Lucayos called Bahama. Finally 
we put in at Guatao or Guamma. 

By this time it seemed to me that I had laboured much in vain. 
And though it was greatly against my will — ^for I myself wished 
to be the discoverer of Bimini — ^I sent out a ship under the command 
of Juan Perez de Ortubia and Anton de Alaminos to continue the 
search for that rich and marvellous island from which treacherous 
currents and contrary winds had deflected me 

I arrived at San Juan of Puerto Rico on September 21. Not long 
afterwards came my ship and Captain Perez with the report that 
he had found Bimini— but not the fountain— saying that it was a 
great island fresh with water and trees. Well, this put an end to 
one doubt at least: Bimini did exist. So I sailed for Spain and ob- 
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tained authority to colonize the island of Florida and the island of 
Bimini. 

But on returning to Puerto Rico Indian wars delayed me there 
till 1521. At last I was able to set out with a large number of colonists, 
and we reached Florida, which I was now convinced was identical 
with Bimini. There I landed and made preparations to search for 
gold and the wonderful fountain. But now I must tell you of an 
extraordinary thing: Our progress was blocked by a party of Indian 
chiefs and caciques from Cuba and Hispaniola. The report of the 
existence of the marvellous fountain coupled with news of my for- 
mer expedition in search of it, had renewed their interest and aroused 
their curiosity to the highest pitch. While I had been fighting in 
Puerto Rico, they had been searching Florida from one end to the 
other in search of the fountain or nver which turned old men into 
young ones. They had bathed in every river, spring, fountain, lake, 
lagoon and swamp in Florida, with no result save that they were all 
eight years older than when they had started out. Their resentment 
at failure was perhaps natural; but I cannot but feel that it was un- 
fair to make me the victim thereof, since it was due to the tales of 
the natives themselves that I had first started on my search. 

“And now,” he finished with a sigh, “I find that the Fountain 
of Youth was never in Bimini at all, but in Prester John’s land.” 

“You should have read my book,” said Jean d’Outremeusc. 

“To what end’’” queried Fynes Moryson. “I have read it, and such 
a broddtum germantcum of misinformation I have never encoun- 
tered even in my travels.” 

“Those voyages of yours,” broke in Sir John Hawkins, “may not 
have been very profitable for your immediate needs or wishes, but 
they were of immense value to the science of navigation on the one 
hand, and to the progress of the world in general. If you did not 
discover the Fountain of Youth, you eternahzed yourself more surely 
by the discovery of Florida ” 

“Thank you,” said Ponce de Leon simply. 

“Well,” remarked John Ardcrnc, “be it Polombe or Olymphas, 
Bimini or Babylon, it is only a few who can travel for their health, 
especially to such remote parts. The mass of mankind must remain 
at home, and physicians must take care of them. 1 grant you that 
pill-doctors should be given frequent large doses of their own medi- 
ane, but what of men wounded m battle? The surgeon must come 
to your aid with both skill and advice. And when he gives advice, 
it should be followed. Neglect of the physician’s counsel may have 
the most serious results Take the case of Richard Coeur de Lion. 
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When he was besieging Chains he was wounded by an arbalestner. 
The leeches searched his wound and told him to take care of his 
movements and diet. But the king — saving Your Grace — ^was always 
proud and headstrong; he said it was a mere scratch and despised 
the doctor’s orders He indulged at bed and board with his usual 
vehemence, with the result that the wound mortiHed, and on the 
eleventh day Richard was dead ” 

“I grant you,” said Langland, “that surgeons are sometimes neces- 
sary for sawing off a gangrenous limb; but as for the common run 
of ailments — it is my opinion that if people would only eat tem- 
perately the doctors would have no choice but to become farmers.” 

“There is a measure of truth m what you say,” agreed Arnaldus 
of Villanova; “and every intelligent and God-fearing physician does 
what he can to cure people with proper foods rather than with drugs ” 

“People should follow the example of St Edmund of Canterbury,” 
put in John Capgrave, “who scorned both medicines and electuaries, 
and lived to the ripe old age of seventy.” 

"It IS true,” said Roger Bacon, “that proper diet is of great efficacy 
in the treatment of disease, but so are medicines and electuaries. You 
must not blame the drugs, but rather the ignorance of practitioners. 
There is hardly any profession so ignorant as that of the doctors. 
They know not the nature of drugs, nor how to compound them 
into medicines, nor what medicines to apply to a given disease And 
if they do not know how to prescribe, neither do they know how 
to diagnose. Moreover, doctors are not only ignorant of alchemy and 
agriculture, but also of biology, botany and mineralogy Particularly 
do they neglect astronomy, for they are unaware that earthly and 
lesser bodies are affected by the lianges and movements of the 
heavenly bodies. The whole system of medical art is affected by the 
atmospheric changes caused by the heavens and the stars. The phy- 
sicians of my day, instead of studying languages, so that they might 
be able to understand authoritative books written on their subject, 
spent their time in argumentation and debate; and instead of experi- 
menting with the cause and cure of disease, they devoted themselves 
to hurling corrupt quotations at each other. As to drugs, however. 
It IS true that people who do not use drugs are stronger, better look- 
ing, and have a longer life than those who are addicted to the use 
of medicine It is better to preserve health than to cure disease; and 
the rules for this are simple. Joyfulness, singing, the sight of human 
beauty, the touch of young girls, warm aromatic water, the use of 
spices and strengthening electuaries, bathing on an empty stomach 
after getting rid of the superfluities protect and increase health and 
life.” 
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“The deficiencies which you point out had not disappeared from 
the medical profession in my day,” said Dunbar. “I once knew a 
cursed impostor or a friar who was as good a leech as he was a 
doctor, and no worse an apothecary than he was a leech.” 


43. THE TURKISH DOCTOR 


WtUtam Dunbar 


As young Aurora raised her veil 
And showed in th’ east her visage pale, 
A dream did quickly me assail, 

Of sons of Satan’s seed 
Methought a Turk of Tartary 
Came through the bounds of Barbary, 
And lay as fugitive in Lombardy 
In vagrant wanderer’s weed 


That baptism he might eschew, 
There a religious man he slew, 

And clad him in his hibit new, 

For he could write and read. 
When known was his dissimulance 
And all his cursed governance. 

He fled for fear and came to France, 
With mickle I.ombard greed. 

To be a leech he feigned him there. 
Which many rewed for e’er and e’er, 
For he left neither sick nor sare 
Unslain ere he went hence 
Veins in two he cleanly carved 
When of his stroke so many starved. 
For fear to get what he deserved 
He quickly posted thence. 


To Scotland then the nearest way 
He came, his cunning to assay. 

To some men there it was no play. 
Who experienc’d his science 
Dispensing drugs he caused great pain. 
He murdered many in medicine — 

That juggler had a cunning gin — 

His forebears were giants. 



i88 


MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 


In leechcraft he was homicide: 

His fee for one mght to abide 

Was a hackney and the hurt man’s hide, 

So fruitful was his wit. 

His irons were as rough as rafters — 

Where he let blood there was no laughter; 

Full many an implement of slaughter 
Was m his cabinet. 

His dose for looseness of the wamb 
Would kill a stallion or a ram: 

Whoever tried it, wife or man. 

Their legs went hither-thither. 

His cures were never put to proof 
Without quick death or great mischief — 

He had a purge would make a thief 
Turn cold without the halter. . . . 

“A likely tale,” interrupted Gaddesden “First you tell us you knew 
the man, and then you say you dreamed it.” 

“If you were more familiar with letters,” replied Dunbar equably, 
“you would know that since the time of the 'Roman de la Rose it 
has been impossible to write poetry without making use of the fic> 
tion of the dream. All the best writers do it — and some of the poorest 
ones.” 

“Well,” said Jean de Meung, “I could never see much difference 
between a lawyer and a doctor. To me it seems that they are both 
tarred with the same brush. Both of them charge exorbitant fees for 
the use of their learning, whereas it is well known, as Arnaldus 
says, that he who educates himself in his chosen branch for gain 
rather than science is an abortion. Both lawyers and doctors are so 
fond of money that the leech wishes he had sixty patients instead 
of one; and the lawyer, as Gascoigne remarked, is so covetous that 
he would like to plead two hundred causes in place of a single suit.” 

“And yet,” said William de Harsley quietly, “it was a doctor who 
cured your Charles VI of wandering wits. I am not so ungrateful 
as my patients, for I herewith render thanks to Jean Froissart, who 
made a record of that cure for the information of posterity, to his 
fame and mine.” 

“Would that you had lived till my day!” sighed John Leland. 

“It was perhaps fortunate that you did not live in mine,” said 
Chreuen de Troyes. “I had to cure Yvain of madness without the 
aid of a physician, and your therapy would have spoiled a good story.” 
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“I remember something of the sort, too," said Jehan Madot, “in 
connection with Amadas." 

44. THE MAD LOVER 

Jehan Madot 

As you have heard, Amadas, son of the seneschal of the Duke of 
Burgundy, was in love with Ydoine, the duke’s daughter. Like Sir 
Cawline he had to he on a care-bed for two and a half years before 
he was able to break down her resistance and obtain from her an 
acknowledgement that she also loved him You know, too, that at 
Ydoine’s behest he rode abroad seeking pns et los in knightly en- 
counters until his renown might have compared favourably with that 
of Earl Marshal yonder. 

During Amadas’ absence from the court of Burgundy the lovers 
used to exchange letters with each other through a privy messenger, 
and by means of these the fire of love was kept hot and bright. 

After three years of hard knocks Amadas decided to return to 
Dijon to see the lady whom he loved more than anyone ahve. One 
bright spring morning he rode out from a certain city with his men 
who, also, were eager to see their wives and sweethearts again. At 
the head of the troop rode Amadas, his arm flung familiarly about 
the neck of a well-loved companion; and as he rode, he sang a Poitevin 
love-song, so did his heart overflow with joy at the expectation of 
seeing his lady soon 

While the companions were listening with pleasure to Amadas’ 
song, they saw a valet running towards them on foot. In his hand 
he bore a gaily painted messenger’s wand, and at his girdle a box 
of letters. Amadas recognized him at once as Garinet, Ydoine’s mes- 
senger, for the lad had borne him many a sweet message from her 
in the past. Now he spurred his palfrey and galloped to meet him, 
and alighting, took the lad in his arms. “Friend,” said he, “how is 
my lady, my darling, my joy, my life? Is she happy and well? When 
did you see her last? Tell me quickly.” 

Garinet was somewhat taken aback at this violence and hesitated 
to reply, for he had news which he feared to tell. However, after a 
moment, he said. “My lord, I will give you true tidings. First, your 
lady sends you, as a lover, as many greetings as have ever been ex- 
changed between lovers. But she also greets you as the most sorrow- 
ful lady-love under heaven today, for she has been given in mar- 
riage, and the wedding will take place shortly. The Count of Nevers 
will be her husband on the fourth day from now. But I can tell 
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you pnvatdy that it will be in an evil hour that he will take her; 
he will never have )oy o£ her; as long as she hves with him she will 
never be free from great suffering. She has loved you, and still loves 
you so much, and so passionately does she invoke your name that I 
fear for her life if she be separated from you. I think there is not so 
dolorous a lady in all the world However, 1 bring you her letters, 
which will explain all these matters.” 

When Amadas heard this tale of misfortune he was seized with 
such anguish that he could not say a single word, but remained like 
one stunned and dazed. After a litde he said* ‘‘My friend, tell me, 
IS this the truth?” “Yes, indeed,” replied Garinet; “it is quite true.” 
“Someone else is going to have her, then,” exclaimed Amadas. “What' 
shall any living man take my sweet lady in his arms and I fail 
thereof? — I who have loved her so long? Shall she have a lord other 
than myself?” “That is true, sir,” replied the youth. “The Count of 
Nevers betrothed her the other day at Dijon, whether she would or 
no; I saw it myself. Whether it be for joy or sorrow, she shall be 
married in four days, and go away with her lord to Nevers ” 

On receiving this assurance Amadas’ heart became so troubled and 
inflamed with the heat of folly that his brain was turned with lunacy, 
and madness seized him All reason left him in a moment, so that 
there was not such a madman as far as Aleppo Straightway he raged 
and roared. In furious madness he leaped at the messenger, and with 
his closed fist gave him such a buffet that the blood flowed, then he 
bit him so in the shoulder that the flesh was torn and the bone laid 
bare. The lad dashed away in great fright, and Amadas after him. 
The madman stretched out his hand and seized Garinet’s coat, tear- 
ing It all away in his wrath. You may be sure that the youth had 
no liking for that kind of play, he twisted out of the knight’s grasp 
and fled, for he had a great desire to be elsewhere. Amadas followed 
him in a fury 

When the companions observed this scene, they knew that their 
lord had lost his wits, and spurred after him as fast as they could. 
Thereupon Amadas left Garinet to his own devices and fled toward 
the forest at full speed Only with great difficulty did his men over- 
take him at the edge of the forest. After considerable struggle they 
got hold of him, and were glad enough of that, though grieved at 
his condition. They spoke gently to him, but to everything they said 
he rephed crabbedly and like a witless person. He rolled his eyes and 
raved and laughed immoderately, and burst into senseless chatter. 

Imagine the grief of his brothers-in-arms at this spectacle' They 
lamented his great prowess, his noble conduct, his vassalage, his gen- 
erosity and his frank character. They were at a loss what to do, for 
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they had considerable apprehension and shame in continuing to Bur- 
gundy But after taking counsel they determined to conduct Amadas 
secretly to one of his father’s castles in their own country, where his 
father and mother would guard him well. So, with great difficulty, 
they bound him, and seated him on a good palfrey in front of a sturdy 
knight who held him in his arms and wept as he rode. Thus they 
set out for Burgundy, the saddest company of men in the world. 

In due time Amadas' companions arrived at a castle belonging to 
his father The seneschal, informed in advance, rode out to meet 
them, grieving bitterly. Cautiously and secretly, so that the people 
might know nothing of the matter, they got Amadas into the castle 
and put him in a privy chamber. At sight of him his mother swooned, 
and on coming to her senses wept and wrung her hands, and tore 
her hair, for her whole heart was wrapped up in her son. Certainly, 
she was one of the most doleful ladies alive. 

Amadas was now kept quietly in a secret room They gave him a 
number of medicines, but none did him any good, for he remained 
so mad that he had to be bound continually 

The matter was kept quiet for a long time, but, as the master says, 
there arc some misadventures which cannot be hidden from the peo- 
ple for long. When the circumstances of Amadas’ derangement be- 
came known in Burgundy everyone was much afflicted — clerks, lay- 
men, knights, youths and squires, rich and poor, gave way to 
marvellous great dool, and maids and ladies wept when they heard 
the news The duke too, who loved no man better, was much grieved. 
As for Ydoinc — she would have killed herself if she had not hit upon 
a cunning plan whereby she hoped that Amadas might have her in 
the end. But the scheme which she laid is too complicated to relate 
at this point Suffice it to say that the Count of Nevers got no solace 
of her. 

One day Amadas’ father sat looking at him, remembering his 
chivalnc exploits and his brilliant promise. His lady sat by, weeping 
and wringing her hands “Lady,” said the seneschal, “there is no help 
in that; all rests with God, whether of life or death, and I am con- 
tent that that should be so But, by my faith, whatever come of it, 
good or ill, I will remove the fetters trom my son.” At that he called 
his sergeants and they unlocked the fetters 

How good It seemed to Amadas to be outside I Mad as he was, he 
went here and there, up and down, to the great sorrow of the people. 
Thus did he roam at large for a long time. But one day it happened 
that he was left without a guard; that pleased him. Moreover, the 
gate of the castle was opien, and he whose duty it was to look to it 
was lying on his back under the influence of wine. When Amadas 
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passed that way he leaped out as swiftly as a stag m the wood, for 
no man contested bis passage. As it happened, he met no one in the 
street. He bounded away cross-lots All night he fled, passing through 
many a burg and village. 

You can understand that there was small delight in the castle when 
they discovered how Amadas had evaded them. Knights, sergeants 
and boys mounted straightway on swift horses to seek him out. There 
was not a street or path, wood or copse which did not overflow with 
searchers But none of them had any luck, for Amadas, mad as he 
was, had traversed so much ground day and night that it would be 
a marvel to tell. The searchers returned to the casde, and Amadas 
went his way, seeking his fortune in many a strange country. 

At this time Ydoine was lying at Nevers, pale, weak and discol- 
oured, and very near death with sorrow. One day as she called to 
mind the love that had been between her and Amadas she came 
to a decision, and determined to know at least whether he were 
alive or dead She summoned her loyal valet, Gannet, and sent him 
out to seek news. 

At the seneschal’s casde they told Gannet what had happened, and 
the information placed him in a quandary Finally he decided to 
ride at random to see if he could by that means get any intelligence 
of the wandering fool. He searched Berry and Burgundy, Auvergne 
and Gascony, Brittany and all the country as far as the Spanish sea — 
in vain. 

Gannet dared not return to Ydoine without news, so he left Nor- 
mandy and rode on till he came to Lombardy. There he halted at 
the city of Lucca, and put up at a very fine hotel in the main street. 
The host received him courteously, and sending a groom to care for 
his horse, invited him to )oin the company at dinner, which was 
about to be served At this moment, however, they were disturbed 
by a fearful noise in the street. Gannet paid no attention, but those 
who were privy to the affair — it was a daily occurrence — ran to the 
doors and windows to watch the spectacle At last Gannet asked the 
cause of the noise “Sir,” replied the host, “it is an amusing sight. Come 
and sec a foolish lunatic who has been with us in this town for a 
year now Every day he is wont to take his turn through this street. 
He IS quite mad ” 

These words made Gannet thoughtful, for it occurred to him that 
this might be Amadas. So he ran to the window and looked out. 
What a sight met his eyes' There was Amadas indeed, utterly be- 
wildered and senseless, with cropped head, wearing not a stitch of 
clothing, and fearfully dirty. He was coming down the street past 
the door of the hall with the rabble and riff-raff of the city follow- 
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ing at his heels. The noise of the boys and children as they beat 
him through the street with sucks and staves was deafening. They 
mistreated him foully: some soaked old rags in the street puddles 
and slapped him on the back with them, while others beat him on 
the sides and thighs with long rods so that the blood ran out in 
many places; and those who could not get close to him did not for 
that reason refrain from throwing things at him, such as mud and 
lights from the slaughter-house. 

This was surely a sorry sight, and Garinct wept with sorrow and 
compassion. The host noticed his emotion and led him gently away 
from the window. 

After dinner Ydoine’s messenger took the host to one side and 
confided to him the circumstances which we know, pledging him to 
secrecy and enlisting his aid He learned that Amadas had his lair 
in a dilapidated vault, and that he lay there at night on the bare rock. 
The host promised that while Garinct returned to Nevers to take 
counsel with Ydoine, two men should watch the madman day and 
night, and protect him as much as possible from the pubhc 

At Nevers Gannet found Ydoine suffering more from love than 
ever Iseult had suffered for Tristan To her he related the success of 
his search Ydoine well deserved her name, for she lost no precious 
ume in repining, but proceeded to action at once. It was her plan 
to make a journey to Rome for the purpose, she told her husband, 
of praying to Saint Peter for delivery from her illness The count 
agreed to her proposal and aided her in every possible way. With a 
sufficiency of money and a guard of five knights she set forth on her 
journey, and by dint of forced marches soon reached Lucca, whither 
her heart yearned Gannet went on ahead to apprise the host and 
to take lodgings for her. She had a fine room with an oriel over- 
looking the street. 

Now once more, as the company were about to wash for dinner, a 
tumult arose in the highway, for Amadas was making his daily round. 
Down the street he came, followed by a hundred of the city’s ruffians 
and hoodlums, and everyone rushed to the doors and windows. Ydomc 
heard the noise and grew faint at heart, for she understood what it 
meant The hostess ran to her and said “Lady, do come and see one 
of the most amusing fools in forty countries; certainly, you never 
saw such good sport since leaving your own land. You’ll be sorry 
if you do not catch sight of him as he passes ’’ 

Ydoine did not know what to do’ she wanted to see Amadas, and 
yet she shrank from looking at him in that condition. However, she 
made her way to the window. There, coming down the street, she 
saw the man whom she loved most in the world shamefully plagued 



MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 


194 

by a crowd o£ hooligans. The street was full; the crowd pressed 
about him; one pulled him back, another tripped him up; another 
tugged, another shoved. Those who were farthest away threw mud 
and old shoes and rags Those nearest gave him heavy blows on flank 
and ribs, shoulders and back. They pricked him with long rods so 
that his breast was covered with blood This was a sorry plight in 
which to sec any man, particularly him whom one loved. 

Just as Amadas was passing m front of Ydoine’s window a great 
hound leaped out of a house opposite. When he saw a man fleeing 
before the people, he did as his nature bade him do* he joined his 
feet and leaped, seizing Amadas high on his withered shoulder with 
his teeth The hound furiously threw him down onto the pavement 
so that all his face and nose were skinned, while blood ran copiously 
from the wound in his shoulder. But Amadas jumpied up quickly 
and dashed away. At this sight Ydome lost heart and swooned to 
the floor of the oriel; but with the assistance of the women she soon 
regained consciousness and the command of her emotions. 

That night, when all was quiet in the city of Lucca, Garinet led 
Ydoinc to the abandoned vault where Amadas lay in troubled sleep. 
At sight of him Ydoine wept tenderly She threw off her mantle and 
knelt beside her lover Under his head she put her arm, and on his 
mouth she put her lips, kissing and embracing him sweetly. The 
kisses wakened the madman He was frightened and leaped to his 
feet and would have fled. Ydoine tried to hold him back, but he 
brushed her aside, and gave her such a blow on the temple with his 
closed fist that she was quite dazed, but she held on Still, Amadas 
would have escaped had not Garinet and two guards held him in 
spite of his struggles. 

Ydoinc was frightened Nevertheless, she talked to the madman in 
a low sweet voice “Friend,” she said, “I am your lady, daughter of the 
Duke of Burgundy Do not be so distraught, for in time, God will- 
ing, you shall be well again, and have your lady too. Amadas, dearest 
Amadas, this is Ydoine, your sweetheart, who beseeches you ” 

Amadas heard the name of Ydoine, and forthwith his madness 
was unsettled, and his senses began to clear. Through the name of 
his lady, Ydoine, the madness which he had suffered so long left 
him. His heart was flooded with sweet relief, and he sighed, for it 
seemed to him delightful to hear again the name of her for whom he 
had suffered so much ill, and he grew calm. 

As soon as Ydoine perceived that the sound of her name abated 
his rage, she put her arms about his neck and repeated it sofdy time 
and again, and kissed him, weeping At last, through the medicine 
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of her name, Amadas returned to his senses and his madness left him 
completely. 

At Ydoine’s behest Garinet took the knight to a hostel in a different 
part of the city. There he was bathed, his hair dressed, and handsome 
clothes were provided for him. When all his wants had been fur- 
nished, Garmet left him to complete his recovery by sleep Ydoine, 
for her part, gave thanks to God that so much of her plan had met 
with success. 

“Very pretty,” admitted Gilbertus Angheus, “but hardly scientific, 
and certainly not orthodox” 

At the mention of science Thomas Linacre looked at his colleague 
curiously, but said nothing 

“I have read,” said Alexander Neckam, “that when a man is out 
of his wits his friends should take petra oleum and make Christ’s 
mark on every limb except the cross on the forehead, and that shall 
be made with balsam. In the case of a lunatic, one should take the 
skin of a porpoise and make it into a whip, and swinge the man 
therewith. Soon he will be well ” 

“When the man is fiend-sick, or the devil possesses him from within 
with disease,” John of Gaddesden hastened to add, “the doctor should 
prepare a spew-drink as follows Lupin, bishopswort, henbane, crop- 
leek, pound these all together, add ale for a liquid, let the mixture 
stand for a night, and then add fifty lib<orns and holy water An- 
other good drink for a fiend-sick man is made thus, and must be 
drunk out of a church bell. Githnfe, cynoglossum, yarrow, lupm, 
betony, attorlothe, cassock, flower de luce, fennel, church lichen, 
Christ’s mark, lovage Work up the drink off e'ear ale; sing seven 
masses over the worts, add garlic and holy water; drip the drink 
into every drink which the fiend-sick man will drink and let him 
sing the psalm ‘Beau immaculati,’ and ‘Exurgat,’ and ‘Salvum me fac, 
Deus,’ and then let him drink the drink out of a church bell, and 
let the mass-priest after the drink sing this over him’ ‘Dornine sancte 
pater omnipotens.’” 

Jehan Madot regarded the doctor with open mouth. “I expect the 
seneschal of Burgundy never thought of that,” he said, “though his 
good lady did indeed pray often to St Avertme ” 

“You are beside the point,” said Bartholomew Anglicus. “If I un- 
derstand the story correctly, Amadas was neither an idiot nor pos- 
sessed of a demon. There are various kinds of mental derangement, 
such as frenzy and woodness and melancholy and amentia, and each 
must be treated according to its causes. 

“Frenzy, says Constantine, is a hot postume in certain skins and 
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cauls of the brain, and therefrom arise waking and raving. Another 
cause of frenzy is red choler, heated and made light by fevers, and 
made turbulent and forced upward through the veins and sinews and 
pipes till It gathers into a postume, and thus induces a state of frenzy. 
Or frenzy comes from fumosity and smoke that rises to the brain 
and disturbs it, then it is called para-frenzy. 

“This derangement has dreadful accidents, such as exceeding thirst, 
dryness, blackness and roughness of the tongue, great griefs and 
anguish, coughing, and swooning through default of spirits and the 
changing of the natural into unnatural heat. 

“True frenzy is accompanied by afflictions of other members of the 
body, such as postume of the stomach or the womb; and when these 
members are brought again into their own good state, then the brain 
turns again to its own good condition, whereupon this evil is checked 
and the man is saved But if the postume is in the substance of the 
brain, then we have the worst and most grievous kind of frenzy, and 
most perilous. 

“These are the signs of frenzy: Discoloured urine during fever, 
with madness and continual wakmg, moving and rolling the eyes, 
raging and stretching and agitation of the hands, moving and wag- 
ging the head, grinding and gnashing of teeth The patient cannot 
be kept in bed; now he sings, now laughs, now weeps and eagerly 
rends and bites his warden and his leech. He is seldom still, and 
cries much Such a patient has most perilous sickness, but he does 
not know that he is sick At this point he must be speedily helped, 
both in diet and with medicine, or his sickness will grow worse His 
diet must be very frugal, as of bread-crumbs soaked in vinegar He 
must be well held, or else bound in a dark place Divers shapes of 
faces and semblances of paintings shall not be shown before him lest 
he be borne down with madness All those about him must remain 
still and silent; no one shall reply to his nice words. At the begin- 
ning of the medical treatment he shall be let blood from a vein in 
the forehead as much as will fill an egg-shell. Digestion shall be 
restored and red choler quenched by medicine Labour above all 
things to bring him to sleep with ointments and balming. His head, 
when It is shaved, shall be plastered with the lungs of a swine, or a 
wether, or a sheep, or of an ox, as Constantine says in his Praettea, 
The forehead must be anointed with the juice of lettuce or of poppy. 
If the madness continues three days without sleep after these medi- 
cines arc applied, there is no hope of recovery. But if the urine takes 
on a good colour, there is hope. 

“Amentia and madness are one and the same thing. Madness is 
infection of the middle cell of the brain, with privation of reason, as 
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Constanbne says in Lxbro de Melancholia. Melancholy is an infection 
that has dominion over the soul, and arises from dread and sorrow. 
In the passion called mama, it is principally the imagination that is 
hurt. 

“Amentia, melancholy, mama come sometimes from melancholic 
foods, and sometimes from drinking strong wine, which burns the 
humours and turns them to ashes. Sometimes these derangements 
arise from passions of the soul, as of anxiety and great thoughts, from 
sorrow, and often from gre.nt study and apprehension. At times they 
are occasioned by the bite of a mad dog, or some other venomous 
beast, sometimes by corrupt and pestilent air that is infect, sometimes 
by the virulence of corrupt humour which has the power of breed- 
ing such sickness in the body of a man. 

“As the causes are diverse, so the tokens and signs are diverse. For 
some afflicted ones cry and leap and hurt themselves and other men, 
and darken and hide themselves in privy and secret places The medi- 
cine for this IS that the patient be bound so that he hurt not himself 
and other men. And he shall be refreshed and comforted, and re- 
moved from the cause of busy thoughts. And he shall be gladdened 
by the sound of musical instruments, and be some deal occupied. And 
finally, if purgations and electuaries suflice not, he shall be helped by 
the craft of surgery, that is, by letting blood.” 

“Doctor,” said Andrew Boorde, “you have commented admirably 
on a dark and abstruse subject.” 

“I wonder,” mused Geoffrey of Monmouth, “whether the regimen 
you suggest would have been avading in the case of Merlin Silvester, 
from whom God ttxik his reason every other hour.” 

“That aid corrupit vaticinar,” muttered John Major. 

“It appears that I wrote better than I knew in curing Yvain by 
means of an unguent,” said Chretien de Troyes. 

“There is something soothing in that, surely,” said Jehan Madot. 
“Nevertheless, I prefer the kiss, coupled with the loved one’s name 
employed by my author ” 

“I fear,” said Lodovico Ariosto, “that neither kiss nor swine’s lights, 
unguent nor potion drunk from a church bell would have had much 
effect on Orlando; for, as Bartholomew says, the remedy must be 
suited to the nature and cause of the derangement. Orlando’s case 
was in some ways similar to that of Amadas, Yvain, Tristan and 
others, for he lost his wits on receiving convincing proof that his 
lady had jilted him for Medoro. First it had to be determined whither 
his wits had fled before it was possible to take measures to bring 
them back.” 

“And whither had they fled mquired Peter Bell. 
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“I have told the story in Orlando Furtoso,” answered Ariosto, “and 
I should be glad to give a reading from that book were it not that 
your countryman, Sir John Harington, has retold it very fairly in 
English.” 

“Let us have it, Sir John,” said Hakon Hakonson. 

“Sir,” said the Englishman to Anosto, “you do me too much hon- 
our; but if the company docs not object to a tale of some length, 
and in verse to boot, I will try to deserve your opmion of me.” 

“Tell on,” cried several voices. 


45. HOW DUKE ASTOLFO OF ENGLAND FOUND ORLANDO'S 
WITS ON THE MOON 

Sir John Harington 

You doubtless recall how Duke Astolfo, after destroymg Atlante’s 
palace, mounted the hippogrifl, and on his back travelled over France, 
Spam and Af .ca till he reached Nubia, the kingdom of Senapus in 
Abyssinia; how he expelled the harpies from the king’s hall and pur- 
sued them to the entrance of the Inferno situated at the base of a 
high mountain, and how he blocked up the entrance thereof with 
rocks and logs. During this labour the stench and fetor of the infernal 
cave not only impregnated his clothes, but stained his skin; wherefor, 
Astolfo, being an Englishman, took a bath Much refreshed, he again 
mounted the hippogriff and directed his flight towards the mountain 
which constituted the next item on his itinerary. 

This hill nigh touch’d the circle of the Moone, 

The top was all a fruitful pleasant field, 

And light at night, as ours is here at noonc, 

The sweetest place that ever man beheld 
(There would I dwell if God gave me my boone) 

'The soyle thereof most fragrant flowres did yecld. 

Like rubies, gold, pearles, saphyrs, topas stones. 

Chrysolites, diamonds, lacints for the nones. 

The trees that there did grow were ever green, 

The fruits that thereon grew were never fading; 

The sundry colour’d birds did sit between 

And sing most sweet, the fruitfull boughs them shading; 

The rivers cleare as crystall to be seen. 

The fragrant smell the sense and soule invading. 

With air so temperate and so delightsome. 

As all the place beside was cleare and lightsome. 



Amid the plaine a pallace passing faire 
There stood above conceit of mortall men, 

Built of great height, unto the clearest aire. 

And was in circuit twenty mile and ten; 

To this faire place the Duke did straight repaire. 
And viewing all that goodly country then. 

He thought this world, compared with that pallace, 
A dunghill vile, or prison void of solace. 

But when as nearer to the place he came. 

He was amazed at the wondrous sight 

The wall was all one precious stone, the same. 

And then the carbuncle more sanguine bright; 

O workman rare, O most stupendious frame, 

What Dedalus of this had oversight? 

Peace, ye that wont to praise the wonders seav’n 
Those earthly kings made, this the King of Heav’n. 

Now while the Duke his eyes with wonders fed. 
Behold a faire old man in th’ entrie stood. 

Whose gown was white, but yet his jacket red. 

The tone as snow, the tothcr look’d as blood, 

His beard was long and white, so was his head, 

His countnance was so grave, his grace so good, 

A man thereby might at first sight suspect. 

He was a Saint, and one of Gods elect 

He comming to the Duke with chcarfuil face. 

Who now alighted was for rcv’rence sake. 

Bold baron (said the Saint) by speciall grace 
That sufE’red wast this voyage strange to make. 

And to arrive at this most blessed place, 

Not knowing why thou didst this journey take. 

Yet know that not without the will celestiall. 

Thou commest here to Paradise terrestriall. 

The cause you came a journey of such length. 

Is here of me to learn what must be done. 

That Charles and holy Church may now at length 
Be freed, that erst were welnigh overrun. 

Wherefore impute it not to thine own strength, 

Nor to thy courage, nor thy wit, my son. 

For neither could thy horn nor winged steed 
Without Gods help stand thee in any steed. 
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But at more leisure hereof we will reason, 

And more at large I mind with you to speak, 

Now with some meat refresh you, as is reason. 

Lest fasting long may make your stomach weak; 

Our fruits (said he) be never out of season. 

The Duke rejoyc^d much, and marvel’d eke; 

Then chiefe when by his speeches and his coat 
He knew ’t was he that the fourth Gospell wrote. \John 
* « « • 

He here assumed was in happy houre. 

Whereas before Enoch the Patriark was, 

And where the prophet bides of mighty power, ^Elijah 
That in the fiery coach did thither passe. 

These three in that so happy sacred bowre 
In high felicity their dayes did passe, 

Where in such sort to stand they are allow’d. 

Till Christ return upon the burning cloud. 

These saints him welcome to that sacred seat. 

And to a stately lodging him they brought. 

And for his horse likewise ordained meat. 

And then the Duke hunselfe by them was taught 
The dainty fruits of Paradise to eat. 

So delicate in tast, as sure he thought 
Our first two parents were to be excus'd. 

That for such fruit obedience they refus’d. 

Now when the Duke had nature satisfi’d 
With meat and drink, and with his due repose, 

(For there were lodgings faire, and all beside 
That needfull for mans use man can suppose) 

He gets up early in the morning tide 
What time with us alow the Sun arose; 

But ere that he from out his lodging mov’d. 

Came that Disciple whom our Saviour lov’d. 

And by the hand the Duke abroad he led. 

And said some things to him I may not name; 

But m the end (I think). My son, he sed. 

Although that you from France so lately came. 

You little know how those in France have sped; 

There your Orlando quite is out of frame. 
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For God his siane most sharply now rewardeth, 

Who most doth punish whom he most regardeth. 

Know that the champion your Orlando, whom 
God so great strength and so great courage gave. 

And so rare grace, that from his mothers wombc, 

By force of steel his skin no hurt might have, 

To th’ end that he might fight for his own home, 

And those that hold the Christian faith to save, 

As Sampson erst enabled was to stand 
Against the Philistins for the Hebrew land, — 

This your Orlando hath bin so ungrate 
(For so great grace receiv’d) unto his maker, 

That when his country was in weakest state. 

And needed succour most, he did forsake her 
For love (O wofull love that breeds Gods hate) 

To woo a pagan wench, with mind to take her. 

And to such sin this love did him intice. 

He would have kild his kinsman once or twice. 

For this same cause doth mighty God permit 
Him mad to run, with belly bare and breast. 

And so to daze his reason and his wit. 

He knows not others, and him<!elfc knowes least. 

So in times past our Lord did deem it fit 
To turn the king of Babel to a beast. 

In which estate he sev’n whole yeares did passe, 

And like an oxe did feed on hay and grasse. 

But for the Palladins offence is not 
So great as was the king of Babels crime. 

The mighty Lord of mercy doth allot 
Unto his punishment a shorter time. 

Twelve weeks in all he must remaine a sot. 

And for this cause you suffer’d were to clime 
To this high place, that here you may be taught 
How to his wits Orlando may be brought 

Here you shall learn to work the feat I warrant. 

But yet before you can be fully sped 

Of this your great, but not forethought on arrant. 

You must with me a more strange way be led. 

Up to the Planet that of all the starres errant 
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Is nearest us, when she comes over head; 

Then will I bring you where the medicine hes 
That you must have to make Orlando wise. 

Thus all that day they spent in divers talk, 

With so great solace as never wanteth there; 

But when the sun began this earth to balk. 

And pass into the other hemispheare. 

Then they prepar’d to fetch a further walk. 

And straight the fine charet that did beare 
Elias when he up to heav’n was can’d. 

Was ready in a trice, and for them tari’d. 

Foure horses fierce, as red as flaming fire, 

Th’ Apostle doth into the charet set, 

Which when he framed had to his desire, 

Astolfo in the carre by him he set, 

Then up they went, and still ascending higher. 

Above the fine region they did get, 

Whose nature so th’ Apostle then did turn 

That though they went through fire, they did not burn. 

I say although the fire were wondrous hot. 

Yet in their passage they no heat did feel. 

So that It burn’d them nor offends them not 
Thence to the moone he guides the running wheel. 

The moone was like a glasse, all void of spot, 

Or like a piece of purely burnisht steel, 

And look’d, although to us it seem’d so small, 

Welnigh as big as earth and sea and all. 

Here had Astolfo cause of double wonder' 

One, that the region seemeth there so wide. 

That unto us that are so farrc asunder 
Seems but a little circle, and beside. 

That to behold the ground that him lay under, 

A man had need to have been sharply ey’d. 

And bend his browes, and mark ev’n all they might. 

It seem’d so small, now chiefly wanting light. 

’T were infinite to tell what wondrous things 
He saw that passed ours not few degrees — 

What towns, what hils, what rivers and what springs. 
What dales, what pallaces, what goodly trees. 



HOW ASTOLPO FOUND ORLANDo’s WITS 2O3 

But to be short, at last his guide him brings 
Unto a goodly valley where he secs 
A mighty masse of things strangely confus’d, 

Things that on earth were lost, or were abus’d. 

A store-house strange, that what on earth is lost 
By fault, by time, by fortune, there is found. 

And like a merchandize is there ingrost 
In stranger sort than I can well expound; 

Nor speak I sole of wealth, or things of cost 
In which blind fortune’s power doth most abound. 

But ev’n of things quite out of fortune’s power, 

Which wilfully we wast each day and houre. 

The precious time that fooles mis-spend in play, 

The vaine attempts that never take eficct. 

The vowes that sinners make and never pay. 

The counsels wise that carelesse men neglect, 

The fond desires that lead us oft astray. 

The praises that with pride the heart infect, 

And all we lose with folly and mis-spending 
May there be found unto this place ascending. 

Now as Astolfo by those regions past, 

He asked many questions of his guide, 

And as he on tone side his eye did cast, 

A wondrous hill of bladders he espi’d; 

And he was told they had been in time past 
The pompous crowns and scepters full of pride 
Of monarchs of Assyria and of Greece, 

Of which now scantly there is left a peece. 

He saw great store of baited hooks with gold. 

And those were gifts that foolish men preferd 
To give to princes covetous and old. 

With fondest hope of future vaine reward. 

Then were there ropes all in sweet garlands rold, 

And those were all false flatteries, he hard, 

And in cicalas, which their lungs had burst,* 

Saw fulsome lays by venal poets versed * 

There did he see fond loves that men pursue. 

To look like golden gyves with stones all set; 

• These two lines are from the translation by W S Rose. 
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Then things like eagles' talents he did view — 

Those offices that favourites do get; 

Then saw he bellowes large that much wind blew- 
Large promises that lords make and forget. 

Unto their Ganimeds m flowre of youth. 

But after, nought but beggery ensu’th. 

He saw great cities seated in faire places. 

That overthrowne quite topsie turvie stood; 

He asked, and learned the cause of their defaces 
Was treason, that doth never turne to good 
He saw foul serpents with faire women’s faces. 

Of coiners and of thceves the cursed brood; 

He saw fine glasses all in peeces broken, 

Of service lost in court a wofull token 

Of mingled broth he saw a mighty masse 
That to no use all spilt on ground did he; 

He asked his teacher and he heard it was 

The fruitclesse almes that men give when they die. 

Then by a faire green mountain did he passe, 

That once smelt sweet, but now it stinks perdye; 
This was that gift (be’t said without offence) 

That Constantine gave Silvester long since. 

Of birdlime-rods he saw no httle store. 

And these, (O ladies faire) your beauties be. 

I do omit ten thousand thmgs and more 
Like unto these that there the Duke did see. 

For all that here is lost, there evermore 
Is kept, and thither in a trice doth flee; 

Howbcit, more nor lesse there was no folly, 

For still that here with us rcmaineth wholly. 

He saw some of his own lost time and deeds, 

But yet he knew them not to be his own, — 

They seem’d to him disguis’d in so strange weeds — 
Till his instructor made them better known. 

But last, the thing which no man thinks he needs. 
Yet each man needeth most, to him was shown. 

By name man’s wit, which here we lose so fast 
As that one substance all the others past. 
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It seemed to be a body moist and soft, 

And apt to mount by every exhalation; 

And when it hither mounted was aloft. 

It there was kept in pots of such a fashion 
As we call ]arrs, where oyle is kept in oft. 

The Duke beheld (with no small admiration) 

The ]arrs of wit, amongst which one had writ 
Upon the side thereof. Orlando’s wit. 

This vessell bigger was than all the rest. 

And ev’ry vessell had ingrav’n with art 
His name that erst the wit therein possest 
There of his own the Duke did find a part. 

And much he mus’d and much himself he blest. 

To see some names of men of great desert, 

That think they have great store of wit, and boast it. 

When here it plaine appear’d they quite had lost it. 

Some lose their wit with love, some with ambition. 

Some running to the sea great wealth to get; 

Some following lords and men of high condition. 

And some in faire jewels rich and costly set. 

One hath desire to prove a rare magician. 

And some with poetrie their wit forget; 

Another thinks to be an alcumist. 

Till all be spent, and he his number mist. 

Astolfo takes his own before he goes. 

For so th’ Evangelist doth him permit: 

He set the vessel’s mouth but to his nose. 

And to his place he snuft up all his wit. 

Long after, wise he liv’d, as Turpin showes, 

Until! one fault he after did commit. 

By name, the love of one faire northerne lasse. 

Sent up his wit into the place it was. 

The vessel where Orlando’s wit was clos’d 
Astolfo took, and thence with him did beare. 

It was far heavier than he had suppos’d. 

So great a quantity of wit was there 

But yet, ere back their journey they dispos’d. 

The holy prophet brought Astolfo where 
A pallace (seldome seen by mortall man) 

Was plac’d, by which a thick dark river ran. 
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I need not tarry at this point to tell you that the palace was filled 
with fleeces of various sorts — wool, lint, silk or cotton; that three 
old women were spinning, measuring and cutting the threads made 
thereof, that is to say, the lives of mortals; that to each thread was 
attached a tag, whether of gold, silver or brass, whereon was writ- 
ten the name of the owner, and that a spry old man called Time 
carried these labels away in his apron and threw them into a river 
called Lethe Sudice it to say that Astolfo returned to the Earthly 
Paradise, with St John, bearing Orlando’s wits in a bottle He there 
mounted the hippogriff again, and after certain adventures arrived 
upon the field of battle before Biserta. There, with Senapus’ army at 
his back, he was joined by friends from France, to wit, Dudo, Bran- 
dimarte and Oliviero These had hardly recognized and embraced 
each other when their attention was attracted by a disturbance not 
far distant* a naked man was laying about him furiously with a 
cudgel — 

Astolfo eke when as he did behold him. 

And saw how madly he about did range. 

And no man durst him meet, nor none could hold him. 

He wondered greatly at the sight so strange, 

And by the marks that erst St John had told him. 

He knew it was the man; but such a change 
There was m all his shape, from top to toe. 

He rather seemd a beast, more then a man in show. 

Astolfo straight did call unto the rest 

And said My lords, this man that you have view’d 

Orlando is. At this themselves they blest. 

And cv’ne one his wofull pickle rewd. 

Well, said the Duke, to help our friend is best. 

And not to wayle, and therefore, to conclude. 

Come joyne your force to mine, and let us take him, 

And 1 do hope ere long I’le sober make him. 

To this they soone assent, and Brandimart 
With Sansonet and Olivero jolly. 

And Dudon clos’d him round on ev’rie part; 

But he, as full of strength, as foole of folly, 

At Dudon strake, and save the blow in part 
Was broke by Oliver, and fell not wholly 
On Dudon, sure 1 thinke that staffe accurst 
His shield, his headpecce, head and all had burst. 
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His shield it brake, and thundered on his scull, 

That noble Dudon therewithal! fell backe; 

But Sansonet strake with his sword so full 
That of the staife three yards he made him lacke. 

Now Brandimart thinks backward him to pull. 

And leaps behind, a pick pack, on his backe. 

And holds his armes, the Duke doth then devise 
To hold his legs, and Oliver his thyes. 

Orlando shakes himselfe, and with a spring. 

Ten paces off the English duke he cast, 

But Brandimart from him he could not fling. 

That was behind him and did hold him fast; 

But yet with Oliver he was to bring, 

For with his fist he smote him as he past, 

That down he fell, and hardly scaped killing. 

From mouth, nose, eyes the bloud apace distilling. 

Of headpeece strong he never had more need. 

For sure he could not have escaped death 
Except It had a good one bene indeed. 

This while Astolfo now had taken breath, 

And Dudon both, who late for want of heed 
Were by Orlando tumbled on the heath, 

With Sansonet, that par’d his siaffe so well — 

All these at once upon Orlando fell 

Good Dudon that endevors him to cast. 

With Brandimart, about his shoulders hangs; 

Astolfo and the rest his arms hold fast; 

He seeks to loose himself with sudden pangs. 

Whoso hath scene a bull with mastives chast. 

That in his cares have fixt their cruell fangs. 

How he doth runne and rore, and with him beares 
The eager doggs, that still hold fast his cares — 

Let him imagine that Orlando now 

In such sort drew the warriours on the plaine. 

But Oliver, that had the broken brow, 

Againe on footc recovered up againe. 

Did cast within his mind a reason how 

To do with ease that they did seeke with pames; 

He doth bethink a way that will not misse 
To do the feat, and his device was this. 
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Full many a halser and full many a cord 
With sliding knots all knit he doth provide. 

And to the leggs and armes of this mad lord 
He made them on a sudden to be tyde; 

And then their ends on each side by accord 
They all of them amongst themselves devide. 

Thus were those princes fame to do unto him 
As smiths do to an oxe when they do shoe him. 

Then fell they on him when he lay on ground, 

And then they bind him sure, both hand and foote. 
Orlando, when he felt himself thus bound. 

Doth strive in vaine, for driving will not boote. 

Astolfo, that doth meane to make him sound, 

And saw his skin look blacke as any soote. 

Requested them unto the shore to beare him. 

Which soone was done, for now they need not feare him. 

Then seav’n times was he washed in the place. 

And sev’n times dipped over eares and hed 
To get the scurfe from of his skin and face 
Which with his naked going had bene bred. 

Then with some herbs the Duke gat in this space. 

He made them stop his mouth, for why he sed. 

For certaine secret reasons that he knowes. 

He must not fetch his breath but at his nose. 

Then knechng downe as if he askt some boone 
Of God or some great saint, that pot he brought 
Which he had carride from beyond the moone — 

The jarre in which Orlando’s wit was caught — 

And clos’d it to his nostnils; and eftsoone. 

He drawing breath, this miracle was wrought; 

The jarre was void, and cmpty’d ev’rie whit. 

And he restord unto his perfect wit. 

As one that in some dreame or fearfull vision 
Hath dreamt of monstrous beasts and ugly fends 
Is troubled when he wakes with superstition. 

And feareth what such ugly sight intends. 

And lying wake, thinks of that apparition. 

And long time after in that fancie spends — 

So now Orlando lay, not little musmg 
At this his present state and uncouth busing. 
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He holds his peace, hut lifting up his eyes 
He sees his ancient frends, King Brandimart 
And Oliver, and him that made him wise — 

All whom he knew, and loved from his heart. 

He thinks, but cannot with himselfe devise 
How he should come to play so mad a part. 

He wonders he is nak’t, and that he feeles 
Such store of cords about his hands and heeles. 

At last he said, as erst Sileno said 

To those that took him napping in the cave: 

Solvtte me, with countenance so stayd, 

And with a cheare so sober and so grave, 

That they unloosed him, as he them praydc, 

And sufferd him his liberty to have, 

And clothed him, and coinforted his sadnesse 
That he conceived of his former madnesse. 

Thus being to his former wits restord, 

He was likewise delivered cleane from love; 

The lady whom he erst so much adord 
And did esteeme all earthly joyes above, 

Now he despisde, yea, rather quite abhord. 

Now oncly he applies his wits to prove 
That fame and former glory to recover 
Which he had lost the while he was a lover. 

When Orlando had recovered his senses he concerted with Astolfo 
such an attack upon the heathen city of Biserta, near Tunis, as left 
that burg in flaming rums From the deck of the ship which had 
brought him m flight from France King Agramante beheld its tragic 
fate and would have killed himself in despair had he not been dis- 
suaded by Sobrino, king of Algocco 

To avoid an approaching storm Agramante anchored his ship off 
a small island near Sicily There he and Sobrino found Gradasso, 
king of Sencana, likewise a fugitive. It was the latter who proposed 
a duel with Orlando, hoping by his death to destroy the main sup- 
port of the Christian army. Agramante would not be left out of 
such an encounter, and Sobrino, too, demanded his share, suggesting 
that the three of them meet three Christian knights on the deserted 
island of Lampedusa. Such a challenge was sent to Biserta and was 
joyfully received by Orlando, who chose Ohviero and Brandimarte 
as his companions in the affair. 

You know how the tripartite duel turned out Oliviero and Sobrino 
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were soon rendered hors de combat, Gradasso killed Brandimarte, 
m revenge for which deed Orlando killed both him and Agramante. 
With the aid of Sobrmo’s squire Orlando bore the wounded Oliviero 
and the dead Brandimarte to their skifi When Brandimarte had been 
buried with due pomp and ceremony in Sicily, Orlando set sail for 
France. On the way Oliviero was healed of his wound by an island 
hermit, who also converted Sobrmo to the true faith. Taking leave 
of the hermit with appropriate thanks the companions re-embarked, 
and soon arrived at Marseilles, where they met Astolfo. 

“What happened to the bodies of Gradasso and Agramante?” asked 
Peter Bell. 

“I have no idea,” answered Sir John indifferently. 

“I can tell you that,” offered the Lord of Joinville. — ^“When Saint 
Louis had fortified Sidon and Caesarea and Jaffa, the patriarchs and 
magnates of the country came to him and said that after due de- 
liberation they had been unable to think of any way in which his 
further sojourn in the Holy Land would prove profitable to them 
or anyone else, and they advised him to make preparations for re- 
turning to France. So, during Lent, the king had his ships put in 
order, whereof he had thirteen, whether dromons or galleys. 

“On the vigil of St Mark after Easter we got a good wind and set 
out. On St Mark’s day the king told me that that was the day on 
which he had been born, and I replied that he might consider him- 
self born anew inasmuch as he had escaped from so dangerous a 
country. 

“On Saturday we raised the island of Cyprus, where we took on 
fresh water and other things of which we stood m need After- 
wards we raised an island called Lampedusa, where we took as 
many conies as we could wish There we found a hermitage among 
the rocks, and a garden which the hermits had planted aforetime, 
abounding with olive trees, fig trees, vines and other fruitfers; and 
in the centre of the garden was a fine spring of water The king 
and his suite walked on to the head of the enclosure where, in 
the first arch, there was an oratory on whose white-washed roof was 
painted a red cross On entering the second vault we found the 
bodies of two men, shrivelled and stinking, the ribs of their torsos 
still held together, and their hands were crossed thereon. They were 
laid toward the east as if for burial. 

“These,” said Joinville, “were perhaps the bodies of Agramante 
and Gradasso.” 

Polydore Vergil shook his head. “Chronology,” he murmured; 
“chronology.” 
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“What did you do then?" asked Peter Bell. 

“We returned to our ships. But when we got aboard we found 
that one of our sailors was missing The master mariner gave it as his 
opinion that the man, succumbing to the odour of sanctity which per- 
vaded the place, had remained behind to become a hermit; accordingly 
the king’s sergeant left three sacks of biscuit on the shore for him. 

“Continuing our voyage we raised an island called Pantaleone, 
inhabited by Saracens subject to the king of Sicily and the king of 
Tunis. The queen besought Louis to send three galleys thither to 
obtain fruit for the children The king complied with her request, 
giving orders that when his ship passed they should rejoin the 
fleet. The galleys entered port easily enough, but when our ship 
sailed up, we neither saw nor heard anything of them. The sailors 
grumbled at waiting for the laggards, pointing out that the Saracens 
had probably seized both ships and shipmen since they were the 
subjects of the king of Sicily and the king of Tunis, neither of whom 
had any reason to bear great love to King Louis ‘Let us continue 
quickly,’ they said, ‘and we will soon put you beyond the reach of 
this peril ’ ‘Indeed,’ replied the king, ‘I will never leave my people in 
the power of Saracens without lifting a hand to rescue them. Turn 
about and bear down'’ ‘Alas'’ cried the queen, ‘this is all my fault.’ 

“However, as we were putting about we perceived our galleys is- 
suing from the port When they had come alongside the king de- 
manded an explanation. The sailors said that they had had no choice 
but to wait on account of the sons of certain burghers of Pans who 
were busy swallowing down the fruit in the gardens, and refused 
to come away Thereupon the king commanded that those men should 
be towed astern m the barge. On hearing this the bourgeois began to 
scream, offering indemnity of all their goods rather than be placed 
in the barge like murderers and thieves The queen and the rest of 
us did all we could to induce the king to change his mind, but 
that was impossible. The men were towed astern till we reached 
Hyeres. And they had an unquiet time of it, I assure you, for in 
the heavy seas the waves dashed over their heads, and they had to 
crouch low in order not to be carried away by the wind And it 
served them right, for their gluttony caused us a delay of eight days 
while the king had the ship turn this way and that through a 
serpentine course. 

“We also had another untoward adventure before we reached 
France. For example . . .’’ 

“Pardon me,” interrupted John Leland, struggling to extract a great 
wad of papers and oddments of manuscript from within his cloak. 
“Pardon me a moment. 1 had a note somewhere about Tunis or 
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Carthage or Bougie. You may thmk n odd of me, but I’m sure I 
had a note on some subject or place connected with the Saracens 
of Africa. Ah, yes, here it is. I find that Fulk Fitzwann sailed those 
waters Not only did he touch at New Carthage, but he stayed some 
time at Tunis with King Messobryn, and even, in single combat, won 
a bride for his host” 

“That seems curious,” said Peter Bell. “I have been accustomed to 
think that the adventures of that oudaw occurred mamly in moun- 
tain and wood and town.” 

“That IS true,” rejoined the antiquary. “And yet it is equally true 
that Fulk increased his experience of life by visiting lands across the 
sea If you are interested, I shall be glad to give you an account of 
some of his marine adventures” 

“Pray do so,” said several guests 

Thereupon Leland, arranging his notes in front of him with a falter- 
ing hand, told the story of . . 

46. FULK FITZWARIn’s SEAFARING 

John Ldani 

You must know that for a time during his outlawry Fulk served 
Llywelyn, prince of Wales, loyally and well But when King John 
perceived that Fulk continued to escape his vengeance, he wrote to 
Llywelyn, who had married his illegitimate daughter Joan, offering 
him the restoration of all his lands in return for Folk’s person. Now 
Joan was Folk’s friend, and she warned him, whereupon the knight 
and his companions took leave of the prince and made their way 
to Pans There, under the assumed name of Amis du Bois, Fulk 
took service with King Philippe, who held him m high esteem 

But when news of this reached King John in England, he wrote 
to Philippe, begging him to banish from his court his mortal enemy 
Fulk Fitzwann The French king declared that there was no man 
by that name in his entourage, and wrote John to that effect. Fulk 
got wind of the matter, and not wishing to embarrass his host by his 
continued presence, begged leave to depart 

Now Fulk and his company proceeded to the coast. There he saw 
ships in plenty riding at anchor, but the weather was clear, and 
there was no wind for England Fulk caught sight of a sailor, who 
seemed a hardy and capable fellow, and called to him. 

“Are you the master of yonder shipi*” he asked. 

“Ay, sir.” 

“What IS your name?” 

“Mador, of Mount Russia, where I was born.” 
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“Are you well skilled in this business of transporting people to 
divers regions over the sea?” 

“Indeed, sir, there is no well-known land in Christendom to which 
I should not be able to bring my ship safely ” 

“Well, It seems to me that you follow a perilous trade. Tell me 
now, Mador, how did your father die?” 

“He was drowned at sea.” 

“And your grandfather?” 

“He died in the same manner.” 

“And your great-grandfather?” 

“He met the same fate, as have all my km, so far as I know, to 
the fourth degree.” 

“Well, then, if that is so, it seems to me that you are extremely 
foolish to trust yourself to the sea ” 

“Sir, how so? Every creature will die the death destined for it. 
Now, if you please, will you answer some questions of mine?” 

“Surely ” 

“How did your father die?” 

“In his bed” 

“And your grandfather?” 

“In bed also.” 

“And your great-grandfather?” 

“In bed All my line have died in bed, so far as I know.” 

“Indeed, sir, since all your ancestors died in bed, I am much aston- 
ished that you should have the hardihood to enter one.” 

After this Fulk talked at length with Mador and found that he 
understood ships perfecdy, so he besought the manner to construct a 
ship for him, whereof he would defray the cost. Mador agreed, and 
in a near-by wood the ship was built according to his instructions, 
and furnished with the necessary tackle. When it was finished Fulk 
and his men went aboard and set sail for Britain. 

Fulk spent that entire year coasting England, intending no harm 
to any save King John, and often he took the king’s goods, and 
whatsoever else he could get Thereafter he sailed for Scotland; but 
there came a west wind, which drove them before it for three days 
beyond Scotia Finally they saw what seemed to them a very fine 
and pleasant island. They made for it, and found a good port. 

Fulk and his four brothers, with Audulf and Baldwin, went ashore 
to look about and seek provisions Soon they came upon a young 
fellow minding sheep, who, when he saw the knights, approached 
and addressed them in a language they could understand only with 
difficulty. Fulk asked if there were any provisions for sale on the 
island. “No, my lord,” replied the man; “none at all. This isle is in- 
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habited by only a few people, who live by their beasts; but if you 
will be pleased to come with me, you shall have such victual as I 
possess, and willingly ” 

Fulk thanked the shepherd, and they accompanied him to a very 
handsome underground cavern, in which their host provided them 
with seats, and treated them very courteously “My lord,” said he, 
“there is a scrvmg-man of mine in the mountains, allow me to sum- 
mon him by a blast on my horn so that we may eat right soon.” 
“By all means,” answered Fulk. The shepherd went outside, blew 
six long notes, and returned. 

Now all of a sudden there appeared six tall, sturdy and truculent 
hinds dressed in coarse and filthy tabards, each bearing a tough, 
strong club in his hand. Their appearance caused Fulk to suspect 
foul play These serving-men went into another chamber and ex- 
changed their foul tabards for clothes of green scarlet and shoes 
stitched with gold thread, in all respects they were as richly attired as 
a king could be. Re-entering the hall they saluted Fulk and his com- 
panions. They called for chess-boards, and handsome boards with gold 
and silver chess-men were brought them Sir William sat down to 
a game, bur quickly lost it Sir John played a game and lost too. 
Then Philip, Allan, Baldwin and Audulf each lost their games one 
after the other Hereupon the most ill-favoured of the hinds said 
to Fulk: “Will you play a game'’” Now you must remember that 
Fulk owed his outlawry primarily to an ill-fated game of chess with 
Prince John when they were boys together “No, thanks,” said Fulk. 
“By my faith,” said the fellow, “you’ll play or wrestle, whether you 
wish or no.” “You foul-favoured rascally churl,” replied Fulk, “you 
are a liar. But since I must cither play or wrestle. I’ll play according 
to the method I learned ” Therewith he jumped up, seized his sword, 
and dealt the fellow such a stroke that his head flew to the middle 
of the floor. Then he hit another, and a third In the end Fulk 
and his companions killed all those vile poltroons. 

After this Fitzwarin entered a chamber where he found an old 
woman. She was holding a horn in her hands and frequently put it 
to her lips, but she was unable to wind it. When she saw Fulk, 
she cried him mercy. The knight asked her what effect the horn 
would have if she blew it, and she replied that succour would come 
m plenty. Thereupon Fulk took the horn away from her and passed 
into another chamber, where he found seven exceedingly beautiful 
damsels, richly attired, working at a handsome tapestry On Fulk’s 
appearance they went to their knees and cried him mercy, but he 
raised them and inquired who they were. 

“My lord,” said one of the damsels, “I am the daughter of Aunflorry 
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of Orkney. While my lord was sojourning at his casde Bagot in 
Orkney, which castle is situated beside the sea near a beautiful forest, 
It happened that I and these ladies, together with four knights and 
others, entered a boat to amuse ourselves on the sea. During our 
pastime the seven sons of the old woman yonder, along with their 
company, sailed up and fell upon us. They killed all our people 
and earned us hither, where, against our wills, God knows, they 
shamed our bodies Wherefor we pray you m the name of God that 
you deliver us from this captivity, for I see very well by your ap- 
pearance that you are not one of the inhabitants of this country” 

Fulk comforted the ladies and said he would aid them as much 
as he could. Elsewhere in the cavern he and his companions found 
great store of food, arms and riches It was there he found the 
hauberk which he esteemed so highly in later life that he would never 
give nor sell it Fitzwarin stored his vessel richly, set the ladies on 
board, and ministered to their comfort as far as he was able When, 
m accordance with his orders, his men had all armed themselves, 
he blew a long note on the horn which he had taken from the 
old woman. At that sound more than two hundred ruffians of the 
isle came running up through the fields. Fulk and his company fell 
upon them, and though they defended themselves sturdily, it was m 
vain. In that passage of arms were killed more than two hundred 
thieves and robbers, for in all that island there lived only robbers 
and reivers, whose habitual occupation was slaughter and rapine by 
sea. 

After the battle Fulk asked Mador if he knew the way to Orkney. 
“Yes, indeed,” replied the sailor; “it 1$ only an island, and casde 
Bagot IS near the port ” “I should hke to visit that castle,” said the 
knight. “Lord,” said Mador, “you shall be there before nightfall.” 

When the vessel had arrived m port Fulk asked the ladies if they 
recogmzed the country “Indeed,” said one of them, “it is the king- 
dom of Aunflorry, my father” So Fitzwarm made his way to the 
castle and restored his daughter, with her ladies, to the king Aunflorry 
received them right honourably, and to Fulk he gave rich presents 

In search of marvels and adventures Fitzwarin continued his sea- 
faring till he had circumnavigated the seven isles of the Ocean — 
Little Britain, Ireland, Gothland, Norway, Denmark, Orkney and 
Scandia. In Scandia lives no man, only serpents and other foul beasts. 
In that land Fulk saw horned serpents whose horns were very sharp; 
they had four feet and flew like birds One such serpent attacked 
Fulk and struck him with its horn so that it pierced right through 
his shield. The knight was much astonished by the blow; but he 
noticed that the serpent could not readily withdraw his horn from 
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the shield, so he ran his sword through its heart while it was in that 
predicament. 

“Oh, come, now. Master Leland,” interrupted Polydore Vergil. 
“Whoever saw a horned serpent 

“They are by no means unknown,” asserted Jacques de Vitry. 
“When I was in the East I w.is told about various strange and fear- 
ful serpents which are found in India. Some were so huge that they 
could swallow a whole deer Others, they said, lived on white pepper 
and had a precious stone in their head Still other Indian serpients, 
1 was informed, have horns like those of a ram, wherewith they at- 
tack and easily overcome any man who comes in their way.” 

“But you never saw such a serpent?” persisted Polydore 

“No,” conceded Jacques “But there is no harm in believing in 
their existence provided that behef does not interfere with morals 
or the Christian faith ” 

Polydore smiled, but forbode to continue the discussion “Pray go 
on with your romance,” he said to Leland. 

In the same land of Scandta Fulk saw also a beast of foul aspect 
which had the head of a mastiff, beard and feet like a goat’s, and 
hare’s ears Many of the beasts which Patrick drove out of Ireland 
were confined there through the power of God, who had a high 
regard for Patrick 

After this Fulk sailed northwards through the Ocean beyond Ork- 
ney till he encountered such cold and frost that no man could en- 
dure It, nor could the ship make headway by reason of the ice Mador 
turned back toward England, but now arose such a frightful tempest 
that all were in fear of their lives, and cried devoutly to God and 
St Clement to be delivered from the peril The storm raged for two 
weeks; but finally they sighted land, though they knew not what 
country it might be 

On shore Fulk found a very handsome castle. The gate was open, 
so he went in; but he found no hving man or beast there, nor in 
all the country-side This circumstance impressed him as being very 
strange, and he returned to the ship to tell his fellows about it. 
“Lord,” said Mador, “let us leave a guard on the ship and all the 
rest go ashore; we shall probably find an explanation easily enough.” 

On landing the party met a peasant. Mador asked him the name 
of the country and the reason why it was uninhabited. The man re- 
plied that It was the kingdom of Iberia, and that the particular 
district wherein they stood was called Cartagena or New Carthage. 
The castle, he said, belonged to the Duke of Carthage, a vassal of 
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the king of Iberia. The duke had a daughter, the most beautiful 
damsel in the whole realm. One day when the girl had ascended the 
main tower of the castle, there came flying a dragon, which seized 
her, bore her to a high mountain in the sea, and there devoured 
her. Indeed, the dragon had ravaged and destroyed the whole province 
so that no man dared live there; and so fearsome was the beast that 
the duke did not dare enter the castle 

Fulk returned to his galley and pursued his voyage till he came 
to a high mountain in the sea “My lord,” said Mador, “this is the 
dragon’s abode; we are all in extreme peril.” “Be silent,” said Fulk; 
“there is nothing untoward to be seen yet Are you going to die of 
fright? We have seen many a dragon, and God has always delivered 
us from danger.” 

Fulk took with him Sir Audulf de Bracy, and step by step they 
ascended the high mountain. At the top they saw many hauberks, 
helms, swords and other arms lying about; and beside the arms they 
saw nothing but human bones. There was also a beautiful tall tree, 
under which bubbled a fountam of bright clear water As the knight 
looked about him he perceived a cavern which had been hollowed 
out of the rock Crossing himself reverently he drew his sword and 
entered boldly Inside he found a very beautiful damsel, weeping and 
making great moan 

“My lord,” said the girl m answer to Fulk’s question, “1 am the 
daughter of the Duke of Carthage. I have been here seven years, and 
1 have never seen any other Christian here save such as has come 
against his will If it lies in your pwwer, for God’s sake, get hence; 
for if the dragon that inhabits this cave were to come, you would 
never escape alive ” 

“Well,” answered Fulk, “I will not go )ust yet; I will stay to see 
and hear more. How does the dragon treat you? He does you no 
harm, I hope ” 

“My lord,” replied the damsel, “the dragon is fierce and strong, 
and able to bear to this mountain in his claws any knight fully 
armed Many such has he brought here and eaten — you can see their 
bones outside there — ^for he is fonder of human flesh than of any 
other kind And when his hideous face and beard are all dripping 
with blood, then he comes to me, and 1 have to wash his face 
and beard and breast with clear water. When he wishes to sleep 
he hes down on his couch of gold; for since gold is cold by nature 
and he is very hot by nature, he sleeps on gold so that he may cool 
off. But before he hes down, he takes a great stone and blocks 
the entry for fear that I will kill him while he sleeps, for he has 
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a man’s wit, and stands in great doubt of me. I know that he will 
kill me in the end.” 

“By my faith!” exclaimed Fulk; “he will not, if it please God.” 
Thereupon he placed the lady under Audulf’s care and they came 
out of the rock. Hardly had they come forth when they saw the 
dragon flying toward them, spitnng horrid flame and smoke from 
his hot mouth. A very hideous beast he was, with his great head, 
square teeth, sharp claws and long tail 

The dragon lost no time, but darted at Fulk, and in passing struck 
his shield m such a way that he ripped it in two. The knight raised 
his sword and hit the monster on the head with all his might; but 
the blow did him no harm, and daunted him not at all, so hard were 
his hide and scales. Hereupon the dragon took his distance in order 
to deliver a harder blow. Fulk was unable to meet his attack, and 
swerved aside behind the tree by the fountain. He understood well 
enough that he could not harm his adversary in a frontal attack, so 
he waited till the beast made a turn, and then lodged a blow on 
the middle of its body such that its tail was cut in two Now the 
heast screamed and roared. He leaped at the damsel, as if to bear her 
away, but Sir Audulf protected her In spite of the knight’s address, 
however, the dragon seized him so straidy in his claws that he would 
have crushed him had not Fulk come speedily to the rescue; he 
cut off the dragon’s paw and thus delivered Sir Audulf. This ad- 
vantage he followed up by plunging his sword into the monster’s 
mouth, and thus, reaching his heart through his gullet, killed him. 

This encounter had wearied Fulk considerably, and he now rested 
for a while. Later he went to the dragon’s lair, took whatever gold 
he found and carried it to the galley John dc Rampaignc, who was 
as skilled in medicine as in minstrelsy, examined and treated Sir 
Audulf’s wound, and Mador steered for Carthage. When they made 
port Fulk restored his daughter to the duke, who was overjoyed to 
sec her. The lady gave her father an account of the life she had 
recently led and related how Fulk had slain the dragon, where- 
upon the duke fell at Fitzwann’s feet and gave him thanks for his 
daughter’s safe return. Also, he urged the stranger lord to remain 
in the country and accept Carthage together with his daughter’s hand. 
Fulk thanked the duke graciously for his handsome offer and said 
that he would gladly marry the lady were it not that his Christian 
religion forbade him to wed while he had a wife living. 

Fitzwarin tarried at Carthage tiU Audulfs wound was hpal<-d^ and 
then took leave of the duke, who was sad to see him go. At parting 
he gave many a fine jewel, good and swift destriers, and other rich 
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gifts, to Fulk and his companions Mador set sail for England and 
at last brought the ship safely to Dover. 

It was this same damsel, whose name was Ydoine of Carthage, 
whose hand Fulk later won in single combat for Messobryn, king of 
Barbary. 

“That wasn’t much of a dragon^slaying,” commented Mac Con- 
ghnne. “Tristan had a much harder time of it in Ireland ” 

“Irish dragons are notably tough,” agreed Master Jehan, “as Lance- 
lot here had good cause to know Possibly it was his experience with 
Celtic dragons which enabled him to come off victor in another en- 
counter, of which I will tell you, if you like.” 


47. THE MONSTER OF MALE GAUDINE 

Master Jehan 

As Gaucelm Faidit has already indicated, it was a custom of 
Arthur’s customs not to eat, especially on a holy day, till he had 
received intelligence of some extraordinary adventure. Most of the 
writers who have related his story and that of his knights have 
paid due respect to this scruple of his; but m recent years there 
has sprung up a race of poets too ignorant to understand this cir- 
cumstance, or too ill-bred to treat it seriously. 

Now one Friday when Arthur lay at Estnguel the court had long 
forgone dinner according to the custom when, towards evening, a 
weary and travel-stained lady rode up to the perron Gawain courte- 
ously helped her from the saddle and led her before the king and 
queen. From her bodice the damsel took a letter and gave it to 
Arthur, who handed it to his chaplain to read The letter announced 
that the orphaned daughter of the King of Quintefeuille was being 
attacked by her cousin, who disputed the right of a woman to suc- 
ceed to the throne, and who had threatened her people with dire 
vengeance if any should dare to stand against him. He had, however, 
grudgingly allowed the matter to be adjudicated by single combat, 
though stipulating that he would accept no antagonist save Arthur 
himself. It was to implore Arthur to come to her assistance that she 
had dispatched her maid on a journey of fifty-one days 
To the entreaty of her mistress’ letter the damsel added the elo- 
quence of her own tears, so that Arthur had no choice but to promise 
help to the beleaguered queen. That night the girl rested in the gra- 
cious hospitality of Guenevere and her ladies, and on the following 
morning rode homeward with her joyful message 
As to Arthur — he was secretly overjoyed that a situation had at 
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last arisen which called for his personal attention Of late years 
the well-meant, but none the less rather officious eagerness of his 
knights to spare him every hardship and danger had begun to irk 
him, and he welcomed this occasion as a providential opportunity 
to show the court that he was still the Arthur who had conquered 
half the world 

The king’s best armour was prepared, and his most spirited war- 
horse led out. Gawain held his stirrup for him, and as he swung 
into the saddle he laughed aloud Guenevere, who found the king’s 
departure a matter for public tears, regarded his mirth as untimely, 
as well as insulting to herself But Arthur declared that he had good 
and sufficient reasons for laughing First, on the eve, or rather on 
the morning of engaging m a perilous exploit he felt himself a 
match for any king in the world, whether Christian or heathen; 
secondly, because he pressed between his knees the best war-horse 
that had ever borne a knight, and thirdly, because he had had the 
best knight in the world to hold his stirrup for him 

Guenevere admitted the justness of the first two reasons, but 
stuck at the third When urged she unwillingly gave it as her opin- 
ion that It might be possible to find, not far away, a knight as good 
as Gawain This attitude and answer so enraged Arthur that he swore 
to have her head off the same day unless she could substantiate her 
words Thus was the splendour and good humour of the occasion 
suddenly obscured, and things might have gone badly with the queen 
had It not been for Gawain’s diplomatic intervention. He persuaded 
Arthur to respite his consort till his return, and in the meantime 
make his adicux in a friendly manner Guenevere was naturally over- 
joyed at the prospect of postponing acquaintance with the headsman, 
and taking advantage of Arthur’s predicament, asked that she might 
be allowed to choose his shicld-b^rer. Arthur granted her request, 
and she named Lancelot. 

On the seventh day of their journey toward Quintefeuille Arthur 
and Lancelot drew near to a certain castle which certain bandits had 
made into a robbers’ stronghold. Five of the ruffians who watched 
their approach thought that these men, whom they took to be mer- 
chants, would prove easy prey As one of them made for the king, 
Arthur gave a shout of joy, but before he could put lance in rest, 
Lancelot had laid the fellow in the dust with a broken hip Here- 
upon another of the robbers spurred forward; but Lancelot got in 
the way again, and served him like his companion. Now the three 
remaining bandits rode down upon them all together. By this time 
Lancelot was warming to his work The first attacker he laid in the 
dirt unconscious; the second he bore out of the saddle at the point 
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of his lance with such fury that he flew into the branches of a 
medlar tree, where he hung choked to death by the thongs of his 
shield. While Arthur roared with laughter at the fellow’s situauon, 
Lancelot knocked the last robber out of the saddle so violendy that 
he broke his arm and collar-bone; a thrust with the sword finished 
him. 

After these brisk encounters Lancelot felt hungry and thirsty — 
he had never quite outlived his experience in Connaught — so while 
Arthur still laughed at the man in the tree, they rode to the casde 
and refreshed themselves with a side of beef 

On the third day from that out Arthur and Lancelot reached the 
edge of the Male Gaudine, or Evd Forest This forest was the abode 
of all sorts of savage beasts, it teemed with apes, bears, lions, serpents, 
leopards, and certain other animals with great heads and sharp teeth, 
who had been the death of many a brave man. Dwellers near the 
wood, who were cognizant of the circumstances, had hung up maces 
and Danish axes on the branches of the trees whereof travellers nught 
make use in protecting themselves; and the convention was that 
when they had passed through the forest they should hang up the 
weapons again at the farther side for the use of others going in the 
opposite direction. But Arthur and Lancelot knew nothing of this 
custom, and ignored the weapons. 

As the two were on the point of entering the forest they were 
met by a well-armed knight on his war-horse; blood was running 
copiously from wounds in every part of his body. Lancelot saluted 
him and the knight returned his greeting “I advise you,” he said, 
“not to pass that bridge yonder, 5 you do, you will find grief in 
plenty.” Lancelot perceived that the man was wounded and inquired: 
“Sir,” said he, “tell me who is respionsible for your sad state i*” “Sir,” 
replied the other, “you will learn, though no one will tell you ” “What 
kind of a miracle can that be'*” asked Lancelot. “Sir,” answered the 
knight, “this wood is full of savage beasts; no one can pass through 
and return without being killed, or at least wounded as you see me, 
who am so served that I can hardly make my way. However, help 
yourself to those sharp axes and maces; they will stand you in good 
stead, whereas you can put no trust in sword or lance The beasts 
are not far away.” “What beasts'*” asked Lancelot; “can you give 
me their names?” “Yes,” returned the other, “some of them: Bears, 
hons, boars, leopards are everywhere; then there are apes, and nip- 
pers that bite people m the back and in the nape of the neck with 
poisonous fang, there are immense snapping turtles, cassels and crested 
serpents; there are vipers and scorpions and snakes, too, from which 
may God deliver youl But worst of all is the monster called Fame 
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that ranges over all the forest snorting flame and fire from his throat 
and nostrils. He is a fearsome foul beast, and of little discrimination, 
for he hesitates at neither king nor count, but gluttonously swallows 
either, if he can reach him.” 

While the knights were thus talking four sergeants with bows 
and arrows, who also wished to pass through the forest, came up 
on foot. You may be sure they were very pleased to find several 
knights bound on the same errand. After some discussion they agreed 
to make trial of the forest together, and passed over the bridge No 
sooner had they done so than they saw a marvellous sight: Right 
through the middle of the wood there came a great rout of small 
animals — squirrels, conies, hares, ermines and beavers; then came 
badgers, foxes, wolves and tigers in great numbers; after them fol- 
lowed does, stags, kids, fallow deer, rushing at top speed, then came 
boars and bears and leopards, and obscene apes in a great throng; 
and I cannot tell all the kinds of snakes there were At the last 
came a legion of lions, as a sort of rear-guard. All these animals were 
looking backward fearfully, for the monster Pante followed them 
not more than a league and a half away, spouting marvellous flames 
from his nose and ears, his mouth was so large that no beast ever 
had a greater. The animals had felt his breath and were fleeing for 
that reason they took no delight in his summons; each feared for 
his skin, for it was the period of the monster’s ravenous hunger 
At that moment he would have gulped down any beast in the 
world, no matter how proud. Head, neck and body he measured 
fifty feet, and he w.is thick in the middle A horse with its armed 
rider would have been only a single swallow for him. Thus you 
can understand why the animals were fleeing before him without 
pausing to do any harm to the knights and men-at-arms 

The animals had almost all passed when Lancelot’s attention be- 
came fixed on the lions at the rear “Ha'” said he, “look at all these 
honsl I’m going to have a try at them; they sha’n’t get past me like 
this ” “Sir,” said the wounded knight, “for God’s sake have some 
sense The monster is on his way hither and is not far oil now. 
He IS very quick on his feet, and will soon be up with us, I war- 
rant you And I assure you also that if it had not been for him the 
beasts would already have killed you. Neither one nor the other of 
us shall escape his gullet. Let us pray God, and get out of the way 
where he can’t see us.” 

By this time the lions had run past. Lancelot yelled at them in- 
sultingly, but none of them paid him any heed; they were so fright- 
ened of the monster, whom they feared more than a thousand iron- 
clad knights, that they forgot all about their honour. And when it 
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finally became clear to Lancelot that there was a monster coming 
up whose character was such as the wounded knight had reported, 
he ceased to have any interest m the lions. “Well,” said he, “I’m 
very anxious to make the acquaintance of this monster of yours, and 
to lodge my lance between his ribs. If the spear is strong enough to 
penetrate his hide, you’ll never see him rambling about here any 
more, for I’ll kill him with my hands." 

Said the wounded knight • “That’s the least you’ll do. You talk 
nonsense If you were a thousand of yourself the monster would still 
rum you. For my part, I don’t mean to wait. I’m going to find 
shelter somewhere Good-bye” 

Away went the wounded knight, and three of the men-at-arms 
with him The fourth archer got behind the biggest oak he could 
find and swore by St Bride and St Andrew that he would not budge 
till he saw how Lancelot was going to act As an act of precaution 
he placed an arrow on the string This pleased the knight of the 
Round Table, not because he thought the man would prove to be 
of any assistance, but because he admired his courage. As a mat- 
ter of fact, had it not been for the archer, Lancelot would have 
come off worse than he did. 

Now at last Arthur spoke up He had paid close attention while 
the wounded knight was describing the monster, and he saw also 
that Lancelot’s mind was set on fighting with the beast “Lancelot, 
my dear fellow,” said he, “abandon this rashness He who faces cer- 
tain death when he might save himself is a fool. Moreover, our busi- 
ness presses If there are any monsters around when we come back 
this way we can have a go at them then ” 

Said Lancelot- “I’m going to wait for him. I wouldn’t leave for 
the possession of all Mantes and a quarter of your kingdom without 
seeing the creature and running a course with him. What would they 
say of us back home if they discovered we had had this splendid 
opjxirtunity and had neglected it? I’ll brew such poison for this 
Pante that it shall have more than enough' I’ll clear this passage; 
he’ll take no more highway toll here, even though he be a man- 
eater who respects neither gold, silver, nor iron arms' He’ll find little 
pastime in eating men from this out, for I am going to deliver travel- 
lers from his arrogance. I daresay he is a stupid monster. This good 
youth here doesn’t fear him — why should I? Moreover, I’ve never 
seen a Pante before. Get out of my way and watch me ” 

“I shall indeed watch you,” replied Arthur, “for I shall be right 
here with you. 1 will not go back to Britain alone. If you perish, so 
shall I.” 

On looking about him Lancelot perceived a clump of lindens with 
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thick leafy branches. Do you know what he did? He cut down a 
certain quantity of foliage and covered helm and hauberk therewith, 
taking particular care for his face; and he similarly covered his horse 
from nose to tail as a protection against the monster’s fiery blast. 

Hardly had the knight finished these preparations when the Pante 
galloped up Lancelot faced him; on his right was the king, and 
on the other side was the archer with drawn bow I do not see how 
the monster could get out of such a strait without battle. He, also, 
was evidendy at a loss, for he paused, snorting fire and flame. Lance- 
lot went right up to him at once and gave him a mighty blow on 
the left nostril so that the blood gushed out. It was a small wound, 
yet the Pante took it much to heart, and sat whimpering on his 
haunches' He was not accustomed to receive such resistance. 

It would now have been possible for Lancelot to have got away 
without difliculty had he been so minded. But no* It was his practice 
to conquer by sheer force everything in the world that opposed him. 
Never before had he resorted to such a stratagem as hiding behind 
bushes; but if he had not done so, he would have been burned 
to a cinder. Again he thrust at the monster, sending the length of 
his lance down its gullet This was a more serious wound, and the 
Pante was very much astonished; he was unable to understand why 
he felt so badly, for he could not perceive who or what had in- 
jured him He looked straight ahead and would certainly have gulped 
down any enemy whom he found before him, if he could have seen 
one; but to his short sight it seemed that there was nothing there 
but leaves and branches 

Now Arthur in his turn prepared to attack the creature, and sent 
his lance right through the thick of its body into its liver The 
sergeant, for his part, let fly an arrow with such good aim that 
he hit the Pante in the eye, and the point penetrated to the brain. 
Then he shot another arrow immediately and hit him in the ear 
— a stroke which annoyed the monster quite as much as the first 
one. Agam the bowman aimed sull a third arrow and struck him 
fairly. 

These three wounds filled the Pante with wonder and vexation, 
for he could not see the archer behind the broad oak which pro- 
tected him That smart and boiling in his brain seemed to him nothing 
short of marvellous since it came to him, so far as he could judge, 
from nowhere He became quite angry, and reared his head to see 
if he eould perceive his enemy He belched forth wondrous great 
fire, the leaves were consumed, the branches burned, and the under- 
brush round about took fire with the tremendous heat which he 
emitted. Lancelot, who was right m front of him, was taken unawares. 
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and received the full force of this blast. His horse fell dead under 
him, and he himself was so scorched inside his armour that he did 
not know what to do with himself. If he had not taken the pre- 
caution of covering himself with the leaves and branches he would 
have been burned to the marrow of his bones. 

It seems to me that Lancelot was now scantly provided with ease 
or comfort, or any other pleasant thing. All three men would cer- 
tainly have been burned down at once were it not that the Pante 
was so much annoyed and distracted by the wounds in his eye and 
ear, to say nothing of the stroke on the nose, the spear in his belly 
and the lance in his liver Blood and brain oozed from his head 
together; he tottered and shook with amazement All of a sudden he 
let out a roar and whinny such that all the forest reverberated there- 
with as though wracked by a tempiest; and before one could have 
run a rod, he tumbled over dead. 

Lancelot staggered out of the way and fell down in a faint of 
exhaustion beside a bramble bush Arthur ran up to him, and when 
the knight did not rise, became very much alarmed, for he thought 
him dead The archer, too, showed considerable concern. Between 
them they bore Lancelot on his shield to the place where the other 
companions had halted on hearing the beast’s death roar They laid 
him under an oak, and with difficulty removed the hot armour stick- 
ing to his clothes and flesh. 

Arthur felt the prostrate man’s pulse and found it still beating “By 
God,” said he, “he’s not dead after all Lancelot, my dear fellow, 
come, wake up Remember your manners, don’t leave me alone here 
in a strange country. Besides, I don’t know where to get another 
shield-bearer now Moreover, if I return to Britain without you, they 
will say I killed you for reasons which everyone knows better than 
I am supposed to” 

The king was indeed much vexed But, as we all know, Fortune 
turns low to high in a moment. While Arthur was lamenting, behold, 
a lady in gleaming white, the most beautiful they had ever seen, 
rode up to the group swiftly on a white horse. In her hand she held 
a gold-adorned ivory box containing a healing unguent. This lady, 
bright as the morning star, alighted in their midst and saluted the 
king “May God,” she said, “augment the prowess of the knight 
who lies here ” “Fair lady,” rephed Arthur, “it would be more 
to the purpose to pray for his soul, for his body, it seems to me, is 
beyond aid.” 

By way of reply the lady drew near to Lancelot’s prone body. 
From the box she laid out medicaments and prepared a cloth, for 
she was well learned in what she had to do. With the sweet-smelling 
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unguent she thoroughly anointed Lancelot’s face, head and neck, 
then his shoulders and arms, and finally the torso, legs and feet. 
After a moment or two Lancelot was quite healed* The scorched 
skin fell from his body and limbs, and was replaced by new. The 
bystanders were awe-stricken, and murmured* “Look! he is healed! 
This must be Mary Magdalene, who has brought some of the salve 
whereof she made a present to Christ” “No,” said the others, “it is 
the Blessed Virgin herself; no one else could accomplish a thing 
like this.” 

As a matter of fact, it was my lady Lone, Gawain’s friend. She 
would not divulge her name on this occasion, but the news got round 
later. 

Lone very graciously made a present of her horse to Lancelot, 
said good-bye, and disappeared as though she had been a white cloud 
They could understand neither whence she had come nor whither she 
vanished. 

However, Lancelot, who had neglected to thank Lone either for 
the horse or for other favours, was well again The king laughed 
for joy when he saw him resume his now cooled arms with all his 
former vigour. He and Lancelot had many other splendid adven- 
tures before they arrived at Quintefeuille, but I will spare you an 
account of them. 

“Sir,” said Saxo the Grammarian, addressing Leland, “in the course 
of your narrative you twice mentioned an excavation or cavity, one 
underground and one on the top of a mountain — which seems a 
strange place for a cave, if I may say so — wherein your hero had 
some agreeable and some disagreeable experiences — I mean to say a 
cave wherein Fulk performed deeds of valour The reference to caves 
and caverns strikes a chord in my memory, and calls to mind cer- 
tain things of which I heard, or rather read; and since you seem to 
be sympathetic to the subject, unless I misjudge you, you may also be 
interested in . . .” 

48. ASMUND'S SEPULCHRAL ADVENTURE 

Saxo Grammaticui 

Early in the history of Denmark there was a king called Frode, 
son of Fridleif At that time Eric the Eloquent reigned in Sweden, 
and Gothmar in Norway Now in Norway there were two petty 
kings, Bjorn of Vik, and Alf of the near-by kingdom of Heathmark, 
Bjorn had a son named Aswit, and ALE’s son was called Asmund. 
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One time Asmund ranged abroad on the hunt, but had small suc- 
cess. A darkness came down and separated him from his beaters. 
For a long time he wandered alone, without horse, without proper 
clothes, and with no food except the roots and mushrooms growing 
in the forest. Finally he arrived by chance at the hall of King Bjorn, 
who received him well There Asmund remained for some time, 
and became such close friends with Aswit that each swore to the 
other the oath of inviolable compamonship Each young man took 
a vow that he who lived the longer should follow his dead com- 
panion to the grave. 

It was soon after this that Frode and Eric, one by sea and the 
other by land, attacked Norway. The Norse were unable to with- 
stand the combined power of the two kings and fled to Halogaland. 

In the meantime young Aswit died of a fatal sickness, and, according 
to the custom, was buried with his horse and dog in an earthen 
barrow. And Asmund, by reason of the oath he had taken to be 
buried witb his sworn brother, went into the cavern with him, taking 
along a small supply of food. 

About tbis time it happened that King Eric of Sweden was cross- 
ing the Uplands in his march across Norway, and came upon Aswit’s 
barrow. His men, thinking that it concealed treasure, broke it open 
with spades There they found a hole deeper than they had antici- 
pated, and cast lots to sec who should go down to investigate. The 
lot fell to a bold young man, who was lowered in a basket at the 
end of a rope. Asmund, at the bottom of the pit, watched the ap- 
proach of the basket, and when it reached the bottom, threw the 
man out, got into it himself, and signalled to be drawn up. 

The Swedes thought they were haulmg up a great lot of treasure; 
but when they saw an unknown man get out of the basket, it seemed 
to them the dead had come to life They let go the rope and fled in 
all directions. One could readily excuse them, for Asmund looked 
awful, pale and wan, covered as he was with funereal corruption 

Asmund called out to the fleeing soldiers, assuring them that he 
was a living man V/hen he was brought before Eric the king mar- 
velled greatly, for his face was not only stained, but blood was still 
pouring from gashes in his cheeks here and there In reply to the 
king’s question Asmund gave an account of himself 

“EX) not he aghast,” he said, “to sec me pale and earth-stained, 
for you know well that he who dwells among the dead loses his 
colour like the leaves in autumn Fate was hard to me, and it should 
not be a cause for wonder that in the cold pit there under the earth 
my strength should wane. Night was before my eyes, and my courage 
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sank in my breast. Everywhere was the oppressive stench of the 
hideous grave and the rotting corpse My strength was nearly ex- 
hausted, and It seemed that I was beginning to decay myself And 
yet that was not horror enough, for I had to fight with a dead man! 
I know not if any god was angry with me and conjured him up 
from hell, but Aswit, who was buried in that barrow, returned to 
wrestle with me First he tore his horse to pieces with his teeth and 
ate him; madly he seized upon and ate his dog It turned my stomach. 
Not satisfied with these, he rushed upon me, attacking me with 
demoniac strength, tearing my cheek with his nails and wrenching 
off my ear But the lo-ithsome revenant did not himself escape un- 
harmed- I gave him a bad one I managed to seize my sword I 
cut off his head and pegged his filthy carcass down with a stake 
I was about to dig my way out when your man came down in the 
basket.” 

That was Asmund’s adventure. I do not know what happened to 
him after that 

“Among most peoples death puts an end to a man’s activities,” said 
Joinville; “but apparently the case is different among you North- 
erners ” 

“It IS so,” answered Saxo, “and I will not venture to explain it ” 

“The phenomenon described by the Grammarian is not an isolated 
one,” said Hallfred Vandraethaskald, “nor is it restricted to us North- 
erners. You have already heard of Lancelot’s adventure with the live 
corpse in Brcfny, and of the corpse which appeared to Richard sans 
Peur. I am in no better position to explain the matter than Saxo; 
yet It would seem that only the spirits of those men return who have 
unjustly and prematurely been cut off by death, in order that they 
may finish the performance of some deed, whether of justice or re- 
venge. Some of the guests here recall the fearful disturbances at 
Frodis-water occasioned by the failure of Thorod to execute exaedy 
and completely the dying behest of Thorgunna. Stir, also, the father- 
in-law of Snorri the Priest, wrought considerable havoc in the women’s 
bower at Horseholt after his death. Perhaps the most fearful revenant 
in our histones was Thorolf Baegifot, who died of heart-burnings 
because he was overmatched by Arnkel and Snorri the Priest, whom 
he had tried and failed to overmatch. When I was in Iceland I heard, 
too, about the ghost-walking of Viga Hrapp, whose story may serve 
as an illustration.” 
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49. THE RETURN OF VIGA HRAPP 

Hdlfred V andraethas\ald 

Hrapp was the name of a man who lived in Salmon-river-dale on 
the north bank of the river opposite to Hoskuldstead. The place was 
later called Hrappstead, but is now waste land. Hrapp was the son 
of Sumarlid and was called Fight-Hrapp He was Scots on his father’s 
side, and his mother’s kin came from Sodor, where he was reared 
He was a very big, strong man, and one not willing to yield to 
another even in the face of some odds; and for the reason that he 
was most overbearing, and would never make good what he had done 
amiss, he had to flee from West-over-thc-Sca. His wife was named 
Vigdis, and was Hallstcin’s daughter * 

It IS told of Hrapp that he grew most violent in his behaviour, 
and did his neighbours such harm that they could hardly hold their 
own against him As old age came upon him Hrapp’s temper re- 
mained the same, but his physical powers waned so that he had 
to he in bed He called his wife Vigdis and said “I have never been 
of ailing health in life, and it is therefore most likely that this illness 
of mine will put an end to our life together Now when I am dead, 
I wish my grave to be dug in the door-way of my fire-hall, and that 
I be put thereinto standing up there in the door-way. Thus shall I 
be able to keep a more careful eye on my dwelling.” 

After Hrapp died all was done as he had bidden, for Vigdis did 
not dare gainsay him And as evil as he had been to deal with in 
life, )ust so was he by a great deal more when he was dead, for 
he walked again frequently after he was buried. People said that 
he killed most of his servants m his ghostly appearances. He also 
caused a great deal of trouble to those who lived near by, and Hrapp- 
stead eventually became deserted. 

After a while Hrappstead was acquired by Olaf Peacock by pur- 
chase He moved his chattels thither and renamed the place Herdholt. 
One evening the man who looked after the dry cattle came to Olaf 
and asked him to set some other man to look after the cows, and 
to give him some other work to do. Olaf replied that he wished the 
man to go on with the work he was doing The thrall said that he 
would sooner go away “Then you think there is something wrong,” 
said Olaf, “and I will go with you this evening when you put up the 
cattle. And if I think there is any excuse for you in this, I will say 
nothing about it; but otherwise you will find that your lot will take 
some turn for the worse” 

That evening Olaf left home with the house-carle, takmg with him 
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his gold-set spear, the king’s gift. They came to the fold, which was 
open, and Olaf bade the house-carle go in. “I will drive up the cattle,” 
Iw said, “and you tie them as they come in.” 

The thrall went to the door of the fold. All unawares Olaf finds 
him leaping into his open arms Olaf asked why he had become 
so terrified “Hrapp stands in the door-way of the fold,” answered 
the man; “he reached for me, but I have had my fill of wrestling 
with him.” 

Thereupon Olaf went to the fold door and thrust at Hrapp with 
his spear. But Hrapp took the socket of the spear in both hands 
and wrenched it aside so that forthwith the spear-shaft broke. Olaf 
was about to run at Hrapp, but he disappeared there where he stood; 
and there they parted, Olaf having the spear-shaft and Hrapp the 
spear-head After that Olaf and the carle tied up the cattle and went 
home. 

The next morning Olaf went to the place where Hrapp was buried 
and had him dug up. Hrapp was found undecayed, and there Olaf 
also found his spear-head Afterwards he had a fire made, and 
Hrapp burned on it, and his ashes were flung out to sea. There- 
after no one had any more trouble with Hrapp’s ghost. 

“Your unlaid spirits,” said Chr&ien de Troyes, “strike me as ut- 
terly repulsive, and your buryings alive as senseless and absurd One 
could imagine a man and a woman entering into such a bond as 
that between Aswit and Asmund, for love forces mortals to do strange 
deeds; nor is it inconceivable that one lover, driven by grief, 
might wish, in the excess of frenzy, to bury himself with the other 
— as in the case of the widow of Ephesus, whose story has been so 
charmingly retold by John of Salisbury yonder. But even a southern 
imagination balks at the suggestion that one man would willingly 
be buried with another man To sacrifice one’s life for one’s friend 
on the high stage of heroic action is understandable, but to go to 
one’s death for no reason of fame or advantage is silly.” 

“We of the north,” said Snorn Sturlason, “have learned that there 
are worse things than death ” 

“Considering the natural deficiencies of the country and climate in 
which you dwell,” replied Chreden, “I daresay that point of view is 
a natural one. However, when we of the South die, we are very 
dead; we do not return, either for good or ill; so we like to make 
the most of life, such as it is. Sometimes, it is true, our fury to win 
happiness brings us very near death’s door, as I will show by the 
story of Cliges and Fenicc which I found in an old book at Beauvais.” 
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50. DIVORCE BY DEATH 

Chriuen de Troyes 

The father of Cliges was Alexander, prince of Constantinople. On 
the death of the old emperor he would normally have succeeded to 
the throne, but he preferred to retain his liberty of movement, and 
allowed his younger brother Alls to be crowned m his stead. As 
the price of this concession, however, he stipulated that Ahs should 
not marry, so that, lacking an heir, Cliges should succeed to the 
throne after his death 

No sooner had Alexander died, however, than Alls broke his 
promise and married the daughter of the German emperor, carry- 
ing her oil by force, though she was betrothed to the Duke of Saxony. 
On the occasion of this .abduction Cliges was in his uncle's suite, 
and the two young people had hardly caught sight of each other 
when they fell mutually in love. 

There was nothing to be done about it for the moment, but Fenice, 
for that was the bride’s name, thought she would help Fate to shape 
things m such a way as would be agreeable to them both With the 
aid of magic she contrived that Alls should be her husband in name 
only 

Soon after this Cliges, in compliance with his father’s wishes, went 
to Arthur’s court, there to make test of his prowess. After performing 
many gallant deeds, and achieving many splendid victories, he re- 
turned to Constantinople with a full measure of fame. 

One day, quite a while after he had returned from Arthur’s court, 
Cliges went alone to the chamber of her who was in no wise his 
enemy, and I assure you that the door was not closed against him. 
The lovers sat down beside each other and Fenice’s maids withdrew. 
First Fenice inquired about England, questioning him about the 
culture and breeding of my lord Gawain. Other questions she asked, 
too, until she came as though by chance to the subject which she hesi- 
tated to broach' Had he fallen in love with any maid or lady while 
in England ? 

Cliges was not slow in replying. “Lady,” he said, “while I was in 
England I was indeed in love, but not with anybody of that country. 
I do not know what happened to my heart after I left Germany; 
perhaps it followed you, so that while my body was in England, my 
heart must have been here. And that is why I have returned to 
Greece. But even here my heart does not come back to me, nor can 
I entice it, nor do I wish to do so. But how has it gone with you 
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Since you have been in this country? Do you like the people and 
the land?” 

“A little while ago,” replied Fenice, “1 was pleased with neither 
the people nor the country; but now, indeed, a joy has sprung up 
in me such as I would not exchange for the kingdom of Persia I, 
too, am really only a shell, for I also live without a heart I was never 
in Britain, it is true, and yet my heart has been engaged in some 
sort of an affair there without me It must have been with you.” 

“Then, lady,” said Cligcs, “both hearts are here with us now, since 
you have mine, and yours, you say, resides with me ” 

“That IS true,” replied Fenice; “moreover, when my heart went to 
you It brought with it the body in such wise that no one but your- 
self shall ever have part therein I assure you that your uncle has 
never had any part of me, nor has he known me as Adam knew 
his wife. It IS wrong to call me lady, though those who call me dame 
do not know that I am a maid. Even your uncle does not know it, 
for he has drunk a potion which makes him think he is awake when 
he IS really asleep, and causes him to believe that he is taking his 
pleasure with me just as though I lay in his arms. But I have as- 
suredly locked him out of that I was so distraught for love of you 
that I thought I should never recover — no more than the sea can 
dry up But though my heart and my body arc yours, I make you 
a promise that you shall never have more solace of me than you 
have now unless you are able to hit upon some plan whereby I may 
be removed from your uncle’s bed and board, and in such fashion 
that he may never be able to find me again, nor have grounds for 
blaming either of us Give thought to this matter tonight and tell 
me your scheme tomorrow. I also will think about it, and we will 
put into execution the plan which we consider best ” 

The following morning Cliges said. “Lady, it seems to me that we 
cannot do better than go to Britain 1 have thought out a way of 
taking you there without difficulty There will be more rejoicing over 
you and me throughout my uncle’s land than ever there was at Troy 
over Pans and Helen. If this proposal does not please you, tell me 
your plan, for I am quite ready to do what is most agreeable to 
you ” 

“I will never go away with you in that manner,” answered Fenice, 
“for when we had gone there would be evil talk People would con- 
sider me wanton and dissolute, and you a fool It is a prudent thing 
to stop evil mouths, and I think I can do so if you will agree to 
my proposal It is this I will counterfeit illness and in due time 
feign that I am dead. You, for your part, must make proper arrange- 
ments for my sepulture; you must make sure that the tomb is so 
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constructed that I do not suffocate and die in very truth. Also, you 
must see to it that there is no guard near the tomb during the night 
when you come to fetch me away. Furthermore, it will be neces- 
sary to find some retreat where no one but you shall see me. You 
shall be both my lord and my attendant, and whatever you do will 
seem good to me. I will never be lady over any empire unless you 
are its master. A poor place, obscure and vile, would seem to me more 
splendid than these halls providmg you were with me. If I have 
you and see you, I shall he mistress over all desirable things, and 
the world will be mine Now if this business is done with due skill 
and caution, no ill can be spoken, for it will be thought throughout 
the empire that I am rotting m my grave. My nurse, Thessala, will 
aid me loyally; she is very clever, and I have great confidence in 
her” 

“Lady,” said Cliges, “if you think this plan is feasible, and that 
your nurse can succeed in carrying it through, then nothing remains 
to be done save to set the wheels in motion as quickly as possible.” 

Thereupon Cliges took his leave to seek out a servant of his The 
man’s name was Jehan, and he was a skilled carpenter, cabinet- 
maker, mason and mechanic 

Fenice sent for Thessala, whom she had brought with her from 
Germany “Nurse,” said she, “1 have always found you prudent and 
faithful, and I love you for your loyalty The time has come, how- 
ever, when I must take you more fully into my confidence than 
ever, and I know that what I am about to say will never be divulged 
by you. You know what trouble is upon me, and what it is that I 
desire. I have found my peer; he loves me and I him Now I will 
tell you the plan we have agreed upon whereby we may be able 
to consummate our love ” 

Thessala assured her mistress that she would aid her in any way she 
could, and urged her to have no apprehension She would prepare 
a potion which would turn her stiff, cold, colourless, speechless and 
breathless in such wise that everyone would think the soul had really 
left the body, but in spite of appearances she would be well and 
alive, though unable to feel ill; nothing would grieve her for the 
space of a night and a day. 

“Nurse,” said Fenice, “I place myself unreservedly in your hands. 
Now tell these people to go away, say that I am ill and that they 
annoy me.” 

In the meanumc Cliges conferred with Jehan the joiner, whose ser- 
vices he commanded, and whose discretion he bought with a promise 
of manumission. Jeban agreed to construct a coffin of the proper 
kmd, and as to a place of safe retreat— would Cliges come with him 
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now ? Below the aty, in a retired spot, jehan had constructed a tower 
with great skill and labour m his spare tune, and now he led his 
master through it from room to room. When Cliges thought he had 
seen everything, he expressed his admiration, for the dwelling was 
indeed excellently suited to his purpose. 

“There is more here than meets the eye,” said Jehan, “for there 
are apartments underground accessible only through a concealed 
door.” Thereupon he operated the mechanism of the door and they 
went below. The underground apartment proved indeed an admi- 
rable place for concealing a lady. The chambers were tastefully deco- 
rated, and furnished with everything any woman might need or de- 
sire. There were even bath-rooms with running hot water 

Cliges examined everything attentively and then said. “Jehan, this 
IS the very place, and in return for the same I hereby set you free, 
you and yours forever ” “Thank you, my lord,” said the man; “but 
now let us return to the city.” 

As Cliges and Jehan were making their way back to the palace 
they overheard the people talking about the sudden illness which had 
seized the empress, and Cliges hastened his steps It seemed that the 
empress had forbidden anyone her chamber while she felt so ill both 
at head and heart, though if the emperor or his nephew should come 
they might be allowed to enter Chges hurried to Fenice’s bed and 
told her quickly what he had done and found But Fenice cried “Go! 
Go! I am so ill I really cannot have anyone here” So Cliges with- 
drew with downcast looks, though his heart sang with joy. 

After this Fenice carried on in such a manner that the emperor 
was easily convinced that she was seriously ill He would have sent 
for doctors, but the empress would not allow it. “There is only one 
doctor,” said she, “who can restore me to health, if he wishes to do 
so” Everyone thought she meant God, but it was Cliges whom she 
had in mind In this way Fenice took care that no doctor should get 
access to her; and in order to emphasize her deception, she would 
neither eat nor drink, and her colour faded 

It was now Thessala’s turn, and she hastened to concoct the potion 
whose ingredients she had long had on hand. Shortly before nones 
she gave Fenice the drink As soon as she had drunk it her face be- 
came white, as though she had lost blood, and she fell unconscious; 
she would not have moved hand or foot if she had been flayed. And 
though she neither stirred nor spoke, she heard well enough the great 
uproar of lamentation that filled the hall at the announcement of 
her decease But 1 will spare you an account of how the citizens of 
Constantinople cursed Death for this outrage. 

Now It happened that in the midst of this demonstration of grief 
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three physicians from Salerno arrived in the city. They inquired into 
Its cause, and when they had been told they said: “It is evident that 
God hates this city, for if we had only been here yesterday. Death 
might have considered himself very clever if he had been able to 
wrest anything from our hands ” “My lords,” said a citizen, “there are 
plenty of good doctors in Constantinople, but our lady would have 
nothmg to do with them, nor allow them to visit her in her illness.” 
“Indeed,” said the physicians, “is that so^” Then they recalled that 
Solomon’s wife had so hated him that she deceived him under the 
guise of death: perhaps this lady had done likewise But if they might 
investigate the case they would not conceal any trickery — ^if any came 
to light 

The doctors betook themselves to the court, where the noise of 
lamentation had become uproarious. The master physician, the wisest 
of the three, went up to the bier. No one said “Keep your hands 
offl” and no one pushed him away He placed his hand on Fenice’s 
breast and felt that there was certainly life in the supposed corpse. 
To the emperor standing near he said. “Take comfort, for I assure 
you that this woman is not dead. Give over your grief, for if I do 
not restore her to you, you may slay or hang me." 

At these words there was a hush throughout the palace. The em- 
peror gave the doctor permission to do as he saw fit, promising that 
if he restored Fenicc to life he might name his reward himself, but 
that if he proved to be a liar, he should be strung up like a thief. 

“Very well,” said the master physician, “you need have no mercy 
on me if 1 do not make her speak to you Have the hall cleared, for 
1 must pursue my investigations in privacy. Let only these two doc- 
tors, my companions, remain ” 

Cliges, Thessala and Jehan would have opposed these measures, 
but they might have suffered at the hands of the enraged court had 
they done so; hence they kept their peace and retired with the others. 

Now the three doctors rudely ripped off the winding sheet. “Lady,” 
said they, "do not be afraid, but speak out confidently We know for 
a certainty that you are alive Be prudent and fear not, for if you 
need advice, be sure that all three of us will aid you to the extent 
of our power We will keep faith with you whether in concealing 
or aiding And now that we have offered you our skill and assistance, 
do not keep us talking.” Thus they thought to dupe and deceive 
her; but it was no good, for she had no desire for their services. 

When the doctors saw that they could not gam their end either 
by prayer or flattery, they took Femce out of the bier and beat and 
mauled her. But they acted like fools, for they got no word out of her. 
Then they threatened, saying that if she did not speak she would cer- 
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tainly repent it, for they would make such a wondrous example of her 
as had never before been made of any woman’s body. “We know that 
you are alive and shamming,” they said, “and that you are tricking 
the emperor. If any one of us has vexed you just now, pass it over 
and confess your folly before you are further maltreated, for you are 
acting very foolishly ” But all their words were in vam. 

Thereupon they attacked her again, beating her with their leather 
belts till fearful bruises appeared on her soft white flesh So much and 
so long did they beat her tender body that blood was splashed about 
here and there But this was useless, too, for they could get neither 
a word nor even a sigh out of her, nor did she stir under their 
lashings. 

At this point the doctors held a consultation, and said they would 
have to bring fire and lead; they would melt the lead and pour it 
into the palms of her hands rather than desist from their attempts to 
make her speak And as they said, so they did Thus did the vile 
ruffians torture and abuse the lady Boiling from the fire they poured 
the lead into both her palms, nor were they satisfied when it passed 
right through from one side of the hand to the other The pitiless 
wretches promised that if she did not speak soon they would put 
her on the grill till she was quite roasted. But Fenice said nothing. 

The doctors were indeed on the point of putting Fenice on the 
grill when about a thousand women of the city, who had assembled 
before the palace, saw through an aperture of the door the torture 
which these ruffians were perpetrating on the helpless body of their 
empress They broke down the doors with clubs and sledges, and if 
they had been able to reach the physicians, the doctors of Salerno 
would have received their fee Among the women who rushed into 
the palace was Thcssala, she found her mistress lying before the 
fire, naked, mauled and bloody She placed her on the bier again 
and covered her over with the pallium In the meantime the crowd 
of women went about looking for the doctors without the aid of 
emperor or seneschal, so that they might pay them They found them 
at last, and hurled them down from the high windows to the court 
so that all three broke their arms and legs and necks. No women 
ever did a better job of work than that. 

You may be sure that Cliges was very much distraught when he 
heard tell of the suffering and torture which his lady had under- 
gone for his sake. He almost went mad, for he thought — and with 
reason — ^that she must surely be dead or undone by the torment she 
had undergone But Thessala brought a very precious unguent where- 
with she gently anointed Fenice’s wounds. The ladies recomposed 
the body of their empress on the bier, spreading over it a pallium of 
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white Syrian stuff, leaving the face uncovered All that night they did 
not cease to wail, and all through the city rich and poor, high and 
low, made grievous lamentation. 

On the morrow the emperor sent for Jehan and commanded him 
to do his utmost in providing a handsome sepulture. The artisan re- 
plied that he had one ready to hand which he had destined for a 
holy body when he had begun it. “But,” he said, “it is suitable for 
the empress, for it seems that she must be boly.” “You are right,” 
replied Alis, “and she shall be buried in the churchyard of St Peter 
in accordance with the promise I made her before she died Set up 
your tomb in the fairest spot of the cemetery ” 

Jehan hastened about his work. Because of the tomb’s hardness and 
coldness he placed a bed of down therein, and strewed flowers and 
leaves round about so that it might smell sweetly The service for 
the dead was performed, the bells rung, and the body was removed 
to the tomb amid the general wailing of the citizens. The grief and 
inattention of the bystanders gave Jehan ample opportunity for ar- 
ranging the sepulchre in his own fashion He closed and sealed it 
well; and he would have been clever indeed who had been able to 
open It without doing it violence. 

You may be sure that Cliges lamented more bitterly than anyone; 
indeed, he almost went out of his mind, and it is a wonder that 
he did not kill himself Still, he stayed his hand until he should 
have disinterred his lady and determined whether she were alive 
or dead. 

During the night Fenicc’s tomb was guarded by thirty knights in 
the light of ten great candles But as the night drew on, the guards 
became weary with sorrow and watching; and when they had par- 
taken of meat and drink, they fell asleep 

Cliges stole away from the palace, and with Jehan hurried anx- 
iously to the churchyard It happened that the place was enclosed 
by a high wall, and having locked the gate on the inside the guards 
considered that all was safe enough against intrusion For the moment 
Cliges was at a loss how to effect an entry, but Love spurred him 
on being light and agile, he swung over the wall and let himself 
down on the other side by a tree growing near The first thing he 
did was to open the gate for his man; then he extinguished the 
candles 

Jehan went to the tomb and opened it without leaving any trace 
of disturbance. Cliges lifted up his lady, limp and feeble; gendy he 
kissed and caressed her, not knowing whether to rejoice or lament, 
for she made no move. Jehan closed the tomb again, and as fast as 
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they could the two men made their way to the isolated tower with 
their burden. 

In the underground apartment they loosened Femce’s shroud and 
laid her down gently Cliges, who knew nothing of the potion which 
had deprived her of the power to move, thought his lady was dead 
indeed, and now wept with uncontrollable grief. However, the hour 
was approaching when the potion should lose its force. Fenice could 
hear her lover sorrowing, and strove to win back the use of her facul- 
ties so that she might comfort him with word or glance. It almost 
broke her heart to hear him lament. 

“What marvellous thing do I beholdl” wailed Cligcs, “my lady dead 
while I live on! What a vile thing you are, O Death, to take the 
good and lovely and respite the mean and wretched.” 

Now Fenice .spoke feebly “O lover mine,” she said, “I am not quite 
dead, hut nearly. I intended a joke and trick, but Death did not ap- 
preciate my humour, for as it has turned out, I must complain in 
very truth It is really a miracle that I have escaped alive, for the 
doctors wounded and tore my flesh grievously However, if skill 
avails anything now, my nurse would he able to restore me to health 
completely.” “Dearest lady,” said Chges, “if that is true take com- 
fort, for I will bring her to you at once.” “Nay,” answered Fenice, 
“let Jehan go for her rather than you ” 
jehan brought Thessala with her unguents and electuaries to the 
tower Just the sight of her made Fenice think she was already 
healed, so great was her faith in her old nurse 
“Can you cure her?” asked Chges anxiously “Oh, yes, my lord," 
answered Thessala “In a fortnight she will be as well as though she 
had never suflered ill.” Thereupon she went about her business to 
such good purpose that Fenice recovered completely. Cliges was so 
happy that the possession and lordship of any riches or secular power 
in the world would have seemed to him mean by comparison 
Now certainly Love did not degrade or debase himself by bless- 
ing these two, for when they kiss and caress each other it seems that 
all the world must be the better for their love. Ask me no more. All 
I can say is that each lover has found his peer. 

“Yours IS certainly an artistic and poetic arrangement of rather 
gruesome details,” said Guillaume de Nangis when Chretien had 
finished, “and your story is not unmotivated as my colleague Saxo’s 
seems to be. But whereas the Grammarian’s tale may be a reflection 
of vulgar superstition, and yours an equally extravagant flight of your 
author’s imagination, 1 propose to tell you about a burial alive that 
was sober historical fact.” 
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51. ANASTASIUS BURIED ALIVE 

Guillaume de Nangis 

In former times there was a certain bishop of Clermont named 
Cautinus who, after his succession to the see, behaved himself in such 
a manner as to arouse the contempt of all He was excessively given 
to wine, and was frequently so deep in his cups that four men were 
hardly sufficient to carry him from the scene of his potations As a 
result of such indulgences he later in life became epileptic In avarice 
too, his greed reached such a degree that it seemed to him he would 
die if he failed to get into his own hands some part or all the estates 
which bordered on his own If the owner of such lands was a person 
of rank, it was Cautinus’ practice to pick a quarrel with him, and 
rob him with abuse; if he was a person of lower standing, Cautinus 
seized the property by force 

Now in these days there was in Clermont a priest named Anas- 
tasius, a man of good family, who owned certain property by virtue 
of a charter granted him by Queen Clotild of glorious memory. On 
several occasions Cautinus had begged Anastasius to turn the queen’s 
charter over to him and cede him the land When the priest showed 
himself reluctant to yield to the bishop’s will, Cautinus had recourse 
first to blandishments and then to threats Finally he had Anastasius 
brought to the city, and had him detained there in the most high- 
handed manner, giving orders that unless he surrendered the docu- 
ments in question, he should be subjected to corporeal hurts and 
starved to death. Anastasius still resisted sturdily, and refused to give 
up the charter, saying that he would rather waste away himself for 
lack of food than leave his children in miser/ So, according to the 
bishop’s orders, he was turned over to the soldiers to be starved to 
death. 

Now under the church of the holy martyr Cassius there was a 
most ancient and very secret crypt; it contained a large sarcophagus 
of Parian marble wherein lay the remains of some person long dead. 
The live priest was thrust into this tomb on top of the dead man, 
and the stone wherewith it had previously been covered was replaced. 
Guards were posted at the crjipt door; but they, confident that the 
stone lid would keep their prisoner down, lit a fire and fell asleep 
under the influence of the wine which they warmed thereat. 

Anastasius, like a new Jonah, began, from the confinement of his 
tomb as from the bowels of hell, to implore the mercy of the Lord. 
As I have said, the sarcophagus was roomy, and though he was un- 
able to turn himself completely, sull, he was able to stretch out his 
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hands somewhat. As he used to tell afterwards, the bones of the 
dead man beneath him exhaled a fearful stench, such as convulsed 
not only his external organs of sense, but his very vitals. As long as 
he could stop his nostrils with his cloak he was not too much in- 
commoded, but when he felt himself on the point of suffocation and 
removed the cloak a little, the nauseous odour invaded him not only 
through the mouth and nose, but, one might say, through the ears 
as well. 

However, it seems that the Lord had pity on him, for the next 
time he stretched out his hand to the edge of the sarcophagus he 
found an iron crow-bar which had remained between the rim of the 
tomb and the stone lid when the latter had been lowered into place. 
Moving this lever a little at a time, God’s aid working with him, he 
felt the stone shift Soon he was able to put out his head, and then 
rapidly widened the aperture so that there was room for his whole 
body to pass 

By this time it was growing dusk, yet there was enough light to 
enable Anastasius to make his way to another door of the crypt This 
he found secured by exceedingly strong locks and bolts, but it was 
not so well put together but that one could see out between the 
planks. As Anastasius was peering out he perceived a man, and called 
to him in a low voice Fortunately the man heard him, seized his 
axe and cut through the boards which bore the locks, and so opened 
a way out for the prisoner Thus, about nightfall, Anastasius made 
his escape and took his way homeward. 

On arriving home the first thing the priest did was to look for 
the precious deeds given him by Queen Clotild. When he found 
them he went to King Lothar, to whom he related how his bishop 
had attempted to bury him alive All those in the king’s presence 
who heard this story were amazed, declaring that not even Nero or 
Herod had ever been guilty of so vile an act as to put a man alive 
into the tomb At this moment up came Bishop Cautinus, whether 
with the intention of lodging a complaint, or on some other busi- 
ness, I do not know. The fact is that he could not stand in the face 
of Anastasius’ accusation, and went away again beaten and con- 
founded. From King Lothar Anastasius received instruments confirm- 
ing his claim to his property, whereof he remained in possession dur- 
ing his lifetime, and bequeathed to his descendants after his death. 

“Sir,” said Bonvesin da Riva, “we thank you for your story.” 

“Fenice,” observed Bandello, with a glance at Chretien, “survived 
her terrible ordeal like a true heroine; but I cannot recommend the 
use of potions, not only are they unreliable, but so also are the peo- 
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pie who handle them. Romeo and Giulietta had good reason to know 
that.” 

“I have heard that tragic story,” said King Hakon “I recall too 
that an evil potion was the bane of one of the mightiest heroes of 
the North. It was Grimhild’s drugged drink that caused Sigurd to 
forget Brynhild and marry Gudrun instead. And while the drink was 
in him his death could be plotted with assurance But little good came 
to Gunnar or to Brynhild from his slaying The score was setded 
with interest one day later at Adi’s court, for Gudrun was a high- 
minded woman ” 

“I also,” said Jean Froissart, “reprobate the use of potions. Who 
knows whether the drink be a lovc-potion, a sleeping-potion or a 
poison^ The poet Lucretius, they say, went mad from drinking a 
love-potion — as though poets were not mad enough already! Perhaps 
I was not sufficiently mad, for my verses never made much stir in 
literary circles, or perhaps life’s prose is sweeter than its rhyme, as 
someone has remarked At all events, what I meant to say is this. 
While travelling in the south of France I learned from a good source 
how the use of poison, administered as a love-charm, had the gravest 
consequences for a brave and honourable gendeman My informant 
IS present, and perhaps he will not object to relating those facts again.” 

"With pleasure,” said Espaign du Lion 

52. THE TRAGIC DEATH OF THE YOUNG COUNT OF FOIX 

Espatgn du Lion 

In the arm of the upper head-waters of the Garonne lies the county 
of Foix, intervening like a wedge between Gascony on the east and 
Languedoc on the west. Beyond the Pyrenees to the south he the 
principality of Catalonia, the kingdom of Aragon and the kingdom 
of Navarre. 

Count Gaston Phoebus de Foix was, as Froissart has said, a gal- 
lant and courtly gentleman, and a learned one to boot, for he is the 
author of a TratU de la Chasse Such being the case, many of us 
thought It regrettable that he and his lady were not on good terms 
The cause of their estrangement was the lady’s brother, the king of 
Navarre. 

It happened that the Comte de Foix held in prison the Lord 
d’Albreth for a sum of fifty thousand francs ransom The king of 
Navarre pledged himself for this sum; but the count, knowing him 
to be crafty and faithless, would not accept him as security. This at- 
titude piqued the countess and raised her indignation. Finally the 
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count said: “At your entreaty, and out o£ regard for my son, not 
out of love for you, it shall be done as you wish ” Accordingly the 
king of Navarre acknowledged himself the count’s debtor in the sum 
of fifty thousand francs, and the Lord d’Albreth was set at liberty. 
He, at his pleasure, paid the fifty thousand francs to the king of 
Navarre according to his obligation; but the king never paid this 
money over to the Count of Foix. 

Now the count said to his wife. “Lady, you must go to your brother 
in Navarre and tell him that I am very ill satisfied with him for 
withholding from me the sum he has received on my account ’’ The 
countess replied that she would cheerfully go thither, and set out 
from Orthos with her attendants. 

On her arrival at Pampeluna her brother received the countess with 
much ]oy, and the lady delivered her message. Then said the king: 
“Fair sister, the money is yours as the dower owing to you from 
the count your husband, and smce 1 have got possession of it, it 
shall never leave the kingdom of Navarre ” “My lord,” said the lady, 
“by this action you will create a great hatred between the Count of 
Foix and myself, and if you persist in this determination, I shall 
never dare return to him, for he will put me to death for having 
deceived him ” The king, who was unwilling to let such a sum pass 
out of his hands, replied. “I cannot say how you should act, whether 
to remain or return, but as I have possession of the money, and as 
It IS my legal right to act as the banker of your settlement, it shall 
never leave my kingdom ’’ 

Unable to obtain any other answer from her brother, the Comtesse 
de Foix dared not return home, and remained in Navarre Count 
Gaston, perceiving the malice of the king, began to hate his wife, 
though she was in no wise to blame And thus things remained for 
a time 

Now young Gaston, the count’s son, grew up and became a fine 
young gentleman, and was betrothed to the daughter of the Comte 
d’Armagnac The boy might be about fifteen or sixteen years old; 
he made a handsome figure and resembled his father cxaetly 

On a time young Gaston took it into his head to journey into 
Navarre to visit his mother and his unele But this was an unfortu- 
nate journey both for him and for his country He stayed with his 
mother for some time and was splendidly entertained On taking 
leave he tried to persuade her to accompany him back to Foix, but 
in vain, for the lady knew that her husband was a cruel man when 
displeased with anyone. She asked him if his father had ordered him 
to bring her back Young Gaston replied that no such orders had 
been given, and so the lady feared to trust herself with him. 
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Hereupon the young man went to Pampeluna to take leave of his 
uncle. The king entertained him well and kept him upwards of ten 
days. On his departure he made handsome presents to the young 
count and his attendants. The last gift which ^e king gave him was 
the cause of his death, and I will tcU you how it happened 

As the youth was on the point of starting out the king took him 
privately into his chamber and gave him a bag full of powder, which 
powder was of such pernicious quality that it would cause the death 
of anyone who ate of it “Gaston, my fair nephew,” said the king, “will 
you do what I am about to tell you? You see how unjusdy the count 
hates your mother; and since she is my sister, that enmity displeases 
me as much as it should displease you Now if you wish to recon- 
cile your father and mother, you have but to take a small pinch of 
this powder, and when you sec a good opportunity, scatter it over 
the food destined for your father’s table; but take care that no one 
see you The instant he shall have tasted it he will be impatient for 
his wife, your mother, to return to him; and they will love each other 
henceforward so passionately that they will never again be separated. 
You ought to be anxious to see this accomplished. But tell no one, 
for if you do, the powder will lose its effect” 

Gaston believed everything his uncle told him and replied that 
he would cheerfully do as he had directed On this he departed from 
Pampeluna and returned to Orth^. His father received him with 
pleasure and asked him what was the news in Navarre, and what 
presents and jewels had been given him “Very handsome ones,” re- 
plied young Gaston, and showed them all save the bag of powder. 

In the hotel dc Foix it was customary for young Gaston and his 
bastard brother, Evan, to sleep in the same chamber One day Evan 
found Gaston’s coat lying on the bed; he noticed the bag of pow- 
der in the breast of it, and asked what it was Gaston gave him a 
short answer and was very thoughtful for the rest of the day. Not 
long after this Gaston quarrelled with Evan at tennis and gave him 
a box on the ear. The younger boy ran in tears to the count, who 
inquired what ailed him “Gaston has beaten me,” replied Evan; “but 
he deserves beating much more than I do, for he wears at his breast 
a bag of powder. I do not know what use he intends to make of 
It, but several times he has said to me that his mother would soon 
return hither, and be more in your graces than ever she was ” “Ho!” 
said the count “Hold your tongue, and take care that you repeat to 
no man living what you have just said to me ” 

The count continued to think about this matter till dinner time, 
when he rose and seated himself as usual at his table in the hall It 
was young Gaston’s duty and custom to place the dishes before h im 
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and to taste the food. As soon as the boy had served the first dish 
in the usual manner, the count looked up and saw the strings of 
the pouch hanging from his pourpoint. The sight made his blood 
boil, and he said. “Gaston, come here, I want to whisper somethmg 
to you ” The youth stepped to the table, and the count, undoing his 
pourpoint, cut away the bag of powder with his knife. The young 
man was thunder-struck and said no word, but turned pale with fear, 
and began to tremble exceedingly, for he was now conscious that he 
had done wrong. 

Count Gaston opened the bag, took some of the powder and scat- 
tered It on a piece of bread, which he gave to a dog to eat. The in- 
stant the dog had eaten a morsel his eyes rolled round in his head 
and he died On this the count was very wroth, and with reason. Ris- 
ing from the table he would have struck his son with his knife, but 
knights and squires rushed between them, s.iying “For God’s sake, 
my lord, do not be too hasty; make further inquiries before you do 
your son any harm.” 

For a few moments the count was speechless with wrath, then 
finally he broke out in Gascon. “Ho, Gaston, thou traitor* For thee, 
and to increase the inheritance which would have come to thee, have 
I made war and incurred the hatred of the kings of France, England, 
Spam, Navarre and Aragon, and have borne myself gallantly against 
them, and thou wishest to murder me* You must have an infamously 
bad character, and you shall die with this blow ” Then leaping over 
the table, knife in hand, he would have slain the lad. But the knights 
and squires again interfered and on their knees said to him’ “Alas, 
my lord* For heaven’s sake, do not kill Gaston. You have no other 
child Let him be confined, and inquire further into the business 
Perhaps he was ignorant of what was in the bag and may therefore 
be blameless ” “Well,” replied the count, “let him be confined to the 
donjon, but so safely guarded that he may be forthcoming.” So the 
youth was confined in the tower 

Count Gaston now arrested many of those who had served his 
son, and put to death not fewer than fifteen, saying that they must 
have been acquainted with his son’s secrets. They should have told 
him, he said, that Gaston constandy wore on his breast a bag of 
such and such a form. This they did not do, and suffered terrible 
death for it That was a pitv, for there were not in all Gascony such 
handsome and well-bred squires as these. 

This business struck the count to the heart, as he plainly showed, 
for he assembled at Orthes all the nobles and prelates of Foix and 
Bearn, and others the principal persons of the country. When they 
had met he told them how culpable he had found his son, and in- 
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formed them that he intended putting him to death since, in his opin- 
ion, he deserved that penalty The magnates unanimously opposed this 
action. “He is your heir,” they said, “and you have no other.” 

When the count heard his subjects declare their sentiments in 
favour of his son, he hesitated On second thoughts he considered 
that the youth might be sufficiently chastised by two or three months’ 
confinement; after that he would send him on his travels for a few 
years till his evil conduct should be forgotten. So he dissolved the 
meeting. But the people of Foix would not quit Orthcs until the 
count had assured them that Gaston should not be put to death, so 
great was their affection for the boy. The count promised, and Gas- 
ton remained a prisoner 

Young Gaston’s place of confinement was a room in the donjon. 
During the ten days in which he remained there he scarcely ate or 
drank anything of the food which was regularly brought him, but 
threw It aside. The count would not permit anyone to remain in the 
chamber to comfort or advise him. Wherefor he grew melancholy, 
for he did not expect such harshness, and cursed the hour he was 
born, lamenting that he should come to such an end 

One day the servant who attended him said: “Here is food for 
you, Gaston.” He paid no attention to it, and only told the man to 
put It down. Looking about him the servant saw that all the food 
which had been brought in the last days remained untouched, and 
closing the door he went to the count “My lord,” he said, “for God’s 
sake, look to your son, for he is starving himself in prison. I believe 
he has eaten nothing since his incarceration ten days ago, for I see 
all that I have carried to him lying to one side untouched ” 

On hearing this the count flew into a rage and without a word 
left his apartment and took his way to the donjon. At this moment 
he happened to have in hand a kmfc, which he held so closely by 
the blade that only a thumb’s breadth of the point appeared “Ha* 
traitor,” he said, “why dost thou not eat?” And without saying or 
doing anything more he left the room As ill luck would have it, 
however, as he thrust aside the tajaestry which covered the entrance 
of the chamber, the knife which he had in his hand struck his son 
in the throat The point of the knife, small as it was, severed a vein. 
The boy was weak from fasting, and frightened by the tempestuous 
arrival of his father, and when he understood the nature of his 
wound, he turned himself on one side and died 

Hardly had the count reached his apartment again when his son’s 
attendant came in and said “My lord, Gaston is dead.” “Dead!” 
cried the count. “Yes, God help me, he is indeed,” replied the man. 
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Count Gaston would not believe it, and sent one of his knights to 
see; but the knight confirmed the attendant’s statement You may be 
sure that the count was now bitterly moved. “Hal Gaston,” he cried, 
“what a sorry business this has turned out to be for thee and me! 
In an evil hour didst thou visit thy mother in Navarre Never shall 
1 regain the happiness which 1 once enjoyed ” 

Then Count Gaston Phoebus de Foix ordered his barber to be 
summoned, and was shaven quite bare; afterwards he clothed him- 
self and his whole household in black The body of the youth was 
borne with tears and lamentations to the church of the Austin friars 
at Orthes and buried there. 

Thus have I related to you the death of Gaston de Foix His father 
killed him, it is true, but it was the king of Navarre who was the 
real cause of this sad event. 

“We thank you,” said Bartholomew Anglicus, “for your excellent 
tale.” 

“Master Leland,” said Adamnan, addressing the great librarian, “you 
have related how Fulk Fitzwarin sailed among the islands of the 
North, experiencing marvellous adventures here and there. You, Mas- 
ter Jehan, have told us how Lancelot renewed his skin And you. Sir 
John, at the instance of the poet of Ferrara, have related how Astolfo 
reached the Earthly Paradise It occurs to me,” he continued hesi- 
tantly, “that this company might care to know more about the Land 
of Behest. . . .” 

“We should, indeed,” encouraged Higden 

“And how it was visited by a countryman of mine His voyage 
lasted seven years, and in the course of it he found, no fountain 
of youth, indeed, but he saw many other wonders And Lancelot may 
be interested in hearing how another man lost his hide and re- 
gained It.” 

“Pray favour us with your talc,” said Ponce de Leon before Lance- 
lot could wipe his moustaches to reply 

“We are all ears,” said Sir John Hawkins. 

Thus encouraged Adamnan began the tale of . . . 

53. THE ADVENTtTRES OF SAINT BRANDAN IN THE WESTERN 
SEA 

Adamnan 

The holy man St Brandan was a monk, born in Ireland of noble 
parents. There he became abbot of a house wherein were a thou- 
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sand monks, whom he governed with prudence and discretion, liv- 
ing a strict and holy life in great penance and abstinence. 

Never did St Brandan cease to pray God for himself and his 
familia, for the livmg and for the dead; but most insistently did he 
pray God that he might be vouchsafed a sight of that paradise wherein 
Adam dwelt at the beginning — the heritage from which we have 
been evicted. He knew that great glory and delight were therein, 
and that none except those free from the stain of the world were 
allowed entry to that place. Nevertheless he fervently desired that he 
might, before he died, know what abode the good were to have, where 
the evil-doers should dwell, and what reward should be theirs. He 
likewise yearned to see hell, and behold the pains which shall be 
endured there by those proud mortals who war so eagerly against 
God and religion, and among themselves en)oy neither faith nor 
love. 

One time Brandan went to confess himself to a holy ascetic, a ser- 
vant of God named Barintus, who lived with three hundred of his 
followers m a near-by wood. From him Brandan learned of the 
voyage which he had once undertaken m search of his son Mernoc 
He had found him, said Barintus, on an island which lay close to 
the Island of Stones Thence he and Mernoc had sailed to another 
island called the Terra Repromissionis Sanctorum which, because of 
the sweet scent which afterwards pervaded his garments, he took to be 
the Earthly Paradise The holy man’s words increased Brandan’s 
longing and strengthened his resolution to seek that land himself. 
Forthwith he set about the preparations necessary for a voyage. From 
among his monks he chose the best fourteen he could find and 
divulged to them his intention They took counsel and declared them- 
selves pleased with the project, praymg that he would take them in 
his company 

Now Brandan and his monks fasted and prayed forty days, and 
when that time had elapsed the abbot heard the voice of an angel 
from heaven saying “Arise, Brandan, for thou shalt receive that which 
thou hast requested from God, namely, a sight of the Promised Land ’’ 
And Brandan rejoiced in his heart 

Hereupon the abbot confided his purpose to the remainder of the 
brothers, placing them in the care of the prior during his absence. 
Then he kissed each one and went his way Sadly did they weep 
because he would allow only fourteen of the fraternity to accompany 
him. 

Brandan took his way down to the sea, to the place where he 
knew he was destined by God to commit himself to the deep, a place 
now vulgarly known as St Brandan’s Seat. Thither he caused tim- 
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ber to be brought for the building of his vessel. Inside 11 was all of 
pine, covered outside with cow-hide; and he caused it to be well 
greased so that it would sail smoothly over the wave. In the boat he 
placed whatever furniture was necessary, together with victuals for 
forty days. 

When all was ready, and the saint and his companions had finally 
entered the ship, behold, three brothers came running up, who cried 
out: O father, we could not endure your absence, wherefor we have 
followed you hither Do not leave us behind, but accept us as com- 
panions with you Brandan consented to receive them, but moved by 
a spirit of prophecy he warned them of the future Two of you will 
suffer eternal torment with Dathan and Abiron, he said, and the 
third, fearfully urged by temptation, will yet be saved by the grace 
of God. 

After this Brandan raised his hands and prayed God that his fol- 
lowers might be protected from peril on the voyage, and he stretched 
our his right hand and blessed them. They raised the mast and gave 
the sail to the wind, and with a fair breeze from the east they sailed 
westward over the sea Soon all was lost from sight save wave and 
sky Thus they held their course for two weeks till the wind failed — 
to the brothers’ great dismay But Brandan admonished them to trust 
in God “When there is wind, we will sail,” he said, “when there is 
no wind we will row.” So the brothers seized the oars and began to 
row m God’s name, but knew not whither to direct their course 
unless It were westward over the ocean. 

For a month did the monks row without wind till food and strength 
failed them together, and they were sore afraid Then they saw be- 
fore them a great high land, and made for it, but they found no 
harbour where they could moor their boat, for the land was quite 
surrounded by rocks which none dared to scale The cliffs rose high 
in the air and projected far over the water, and at their base the sea 
rolled back at them from hollows in the rock, endangering them 
greatly Three days they spicnt looking here and there till they finally 
found a port wide enough for a single boat, hewn out of the grey 
limestone 

The monks made the ship fast, and all went ashore. A path led 
them to a large and handsome casde situated in splendid grounds; 
It might have been the estate of some emperor. They passed beyond 
the wall, which was all of hard crystal, and inside was a palace built 
of marble The gems wherewith the walls were decorated gave out 
a great light One thing in particular aroused their wonder* there was 
no man in the city Brandan sat down inside the lofty palace, and 
yet no human being appeared. Said the saint: “Search the kitchens 
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and larders and see if you can find that whereof we stand in need.” 

The brothers did, indeed, find food and drink in great plenty, and 
beautiful vessels of gold and silver as well. Said the abbot. “Let us 
take what food and drink we need to refresh ourselves, but I forbid 
you to take in excess. Let each man pray God that he be not led into 
temptation by the fiend.” Thus did the abbot warn them, for he knew 
what was going to happen The brothers ate what they needed and 
thanked God 

That night when all were asleep Satan seduced one of their num- 
ber' He put into the mind of a certain brother the idea that he 
should secretly take some of the gold which he saw about him in 
such great abundance The abbot was awake and saw well how the 
devil held the brother in his grasp and offered him a goblet of gold. 
The monk took it and stowed it away secretly, and then returned 
to bed The abbot observed all this from his couch, and without can- 
dlelight, for when God wished to show him anything it was not nec- 
essary to light a taper. 

On the fourth day of their stay in the Silent City, as they were 
preparing to leave the abbot said “My brothers, I pray you, carry 
nothing away with you, not a crumb of bread, not a drop of water.” 
And weeping sorely he added “Behold, here is a thief; pray for 
him, for he shall die yet today” Hereupon, in the sight of all, the 
devil issued from the thieving monk’s body, crying: “Alas now, Bran- 
dan, for what reason do you evict me from my dwelling?” After- 
wards the brother was assoiled, and when he had received com- 
munion, death took him in the sight of all This brother was one 
of the monks whom Brandan had received last into the ship 

Now when they got to the place where their ship was moored, 
behold, there came to them a messenger from God bearing food and 
drink, who exhorted them to be of good faith and fear nothing, what- 
soever peril they might encounter. The monks raised sail and voyaged 
over the sea for a great part of the year, suffering great hardships. 
At last they raised land and rowed for it eagerly, and on going 
ashore they saw a great number of white sheep as large as stags. “We 
will remain here for three days,” said the abbot. “Today is Maundy 
Thursday, and we will celebrate the feast of the Last Supper. Draw 
up the boat and take one of those sheep and prepare it for Easter 
Day Since there is nothing else at hand, we will ask God’s permis- 
sion to use this,” The brothers did as Brandan commanded them. 

While they were on this island there came on Saturday a mes- 
senger, who greeted them in the name of God His hair was long and 
white, but his eyes were young. He brought them large loaves of 
white unleavened wheat bread from his place of dwelling, and what- 
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soever else they required Brandan courteously asked him about him- 
self and his manner of life, but got httle out of him. Then the saint 
remarked on the size of the sheep on the island, whereupon their 
host replied: “That is not to be wondered at, for this is the Island 
of Sheep. Here there is never cold weather, but it is always summer; 
It IS that which causes the sheep to be so large and white, for they 
eat the best grass and herbage to be found anywere. Now enter your 
ship and make for yonder island, you shall pass the night there and 
celebrate your festival there on the morrow ” 

Brandan did as the hoary old man commanded, and though the 
designated island lay at considerable distance, they reached it in a 
short time. They hove to, and all the brothers landed save Brandan. 
That night and the following morning they celebrated their rites. 
When they had finished service on board, as in a church, they bore 
their food to the island to cook it And when the fire was right hot 
and the meat nearly cooked, behold, the island began to move The 
monks were terrified and fled to the ship, leaving their food and 
utensils behind them, marvelling gready at the island’s moving. But 
Brandan comforted them, saying that it was really only a big fish 
by the name of Jasconius that strove night and day to put its tail 
in Its mouth, but was never able to succeed on account of its size. 
From their boat the fraternity watched the apparent island moving 
rapidly away, and for a distance of ten leagues they could distinguish 
the fire they had kindled there. 

Soon after this the voyagers came to a fair island full of flowers 
and herbs and trees Beside a fountain there was one tree so filled 
with birds that hardly any leaf could be seen, and the birds sang so 
merrily that it was a heavenly noise to hear. One of the feathered 
creatures flew down to Brandan, and the flickering of his wings made 
a sound like that of a fithele In reply to Brandan's question the 
bird said that he and all the other birds had once been angels in 
heaven, but that when their master Lucifer fell they, for their offences, 
fell with him. But since their trespasses had been small, the Lord 
had set them on the tree, some higher, some lower, according to the 
nature of the sin of each The bird also informed Brandan that he 
and his company should wander six more years, that finally they 
should come to the Land of Promise, and that they should keep 
every Easter festival on the back of the whale Jasconius 

On this island Brandan remained eight weeks and repaired his ves- 
sel. Thence he sailed again to the Island of Sheep and took on pro- 
visions Afterwards the companions continued their seafaring till they 
came to the Island of Ailbe, by the abbot of which place and his 
monks they were well entertained. 
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After the companions had taken leave of the abbot of Ailbe they 
sailed for a long time without seeing land. Then the wind failed, 
and their provisions also, so that they suffered cruelly from hunger 
and thirst. The rowers could make little headway, for the sea was 
not only calm, but thick like the muck of a swamp, and they feared 
for their lives However, the wind freshened finally, and they were 
able to perceive land. It was an island, and thereon was a stream of 
fresh water with fish in it; of these they took a hundred or so. “Do 
not drink too much of this water,” said Brandan. But the monks paid 
no heed, and drank what they wished. Some drank so much that 
they seemed stupefied, and lay down, overcome with sleep. Some re- 
mained in a coma for a day, some two days, some three. But Brandan 
prayed for his monks till they were restored to their senses. On 
awakening they considered themselves to have been great fools. Said 
Brandan: “Let us flee this place lest you fall again into forgetful- 
ness. It IS better to endure honest hunger and thirst than to forget 
God” 

After this they touched again at the Island of Sheep, and on Easter 
evening came once more to the place where the great fish awaited 
them. On its back they saw the cauldron which they had left there 
twelve months earlier They kept the service of the Resurrection there 
as they had been bidden 

When Easter services were finished Brandan’s ship flew before the 
wind ever to the west till they struck such a calm that it was dif- 
ficult to proceed. One day while they were there the devil came 
in a dreadful and accursed form, and settled on the mast in front 
of Brandan; but none saw him save Brandan only. The saint asked 
the fiend why he had come before his proper time, that is, before the 
great resurrection “To be tortured in the depths of the dark black 
sea am I come,” replied the devil Then the abbot asked him- “How 
so? Where is that infernal place?” “Sad is that,” said the devil; “no 
one can see it and survive" However, the evil one showed Brandan 
the door of hell, and he saw its piains and misery. His companions 
asked the holy man to tell them with whom he was conversing, and 
Brandan told them some portion of the pains which he beheld. Said 
one of the company. “Let me see some' of those pains” On being 
permitted to see the varied pains of hell he died forthwith, and as 
he expired he said. “Woe for all those who have come, for those 
who do come, and for those who shall come into this prison ” There- 
upon Brandan prayed and restored to life his compaion who had 
died. 

One day as the companions were on the sea there happened some- 
thing which frightened them more than any hardship they had yet 
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endured. They saw approaching them more swiftly than the wind a 
serpent as fiery as a furnace The great hot flame issuing from his 
mouth threatened them with cruel death Vast was his size, and he 
roared like fifteen bulls As the monster reared himself on high in 
front of their boat, Brandan prayed to the Lord; and when he had 
finished his prayer, they saw another similar monster coming from 
the western quarter to meet the first monster, and it waged war 
against the first beast The two of them raised their heads high in 
the air, and fire leapt from their nostrils They battered each other 
with their fins and paws, with their teeth as sharp as swords they 
wounded each other The blood which issued from these grievous 
wounds stained all the sea round about, and the water was lashed 
to a foam by their struggle. Finally the newcomer vanquished the 
first beast, and when he had done this they saw the monster which 
had pursued the boat rcsing in three pieces to the surface of the sea. 
Then the monster that had done this deed returned triumphant with 
victory to the place whence it had come. Not long after this, as they 
were traversing the dreadful deep, they saw an island of extraordinary 
beauty, full of roots and fragrant herbs When they landed they per- 
ceived on the strand before them the hinder part of the great beast. 
Said Brandan “Dear brothers,” said he, “here is the one whose en- 
deavour was to kill and devour you, now do ye devour him and 
cat your fill of his flesh ” 

Another day, when Brandan was celebrating the feast of Peter in 
his boat the sea all round them was so pellucid, bright and clear 
that they could see all the fish and monsters of the ocean like so 
many herds of cattle on wide level plains, forming, as it were, walls 
round about the boat And when the brothers perceived them, they 
besought Brandan to say mass in a low voice, so that the monsters 
might not hear the sound which he made But Brandan laughed at 
them for the greatness of the wonder which he felt that they should 
be afraid, when God had so often delivered them from danger, and 
he said mass louder than he had ever done before And when the 
monsters heard the voice of the holy man, they fled away from the 
boat so that not a trace of them was seen henceforth 

From this out they rowed for a while over the ocean in a westerly 
direction till they found a pleasant little island with a number of 
fishermen on it. On making a circuit of the island they came upon 
a small stone church, and therein was an aged man, pale and sor- 
rowful, making his prayer; and he had neither flesh nor blood, but 
merely a thin miserable skin over his hard and yellow bones. When 
he saw the companions the old man said “Flee, Brandan, with all 
speed, for there is here now a sea-cat as big as a young ox or a 
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three-year-old horse, which has thriven on the fish of the sea and of 
this island; beware of it now.” 

At this Brandan and his men betook themselves to their boat and 
rowed over the sea with all their might. And as they were thus, 
they saw the monstrous sea-cat swimming after them Each of its 
two eyes was as big as a cauldron; it had tusks like a boar’s, sharp- 
pointed bristles, the maw of a leopard, the strength of a lion, and 
the rage of a mad dog Then each of the brothers began to pray 
God by reason of the great fear that was on him. Thereupon a great 
whale rose up between them and the cat-monster, and each of the 
two beasts set to work to try to drown the other in the depths of 
the sea, and neither of them ever appeared again At that Brandan 
and his company gave thanks to God and turned back to the place 
where the shrivelled old man awaited them He wept for the great- 
ness of the |oy which possessed him and said “I am of the men 
of Erin, and there were twelve of us when we came on our pil- 
grimage We brought that bestial sea-cat with us, and were very fond 
of It. Afterwards it grew enormously, but it never hurt any of us. 
Of our original company eleven have now died and I am left alone, 
waiting for thee to give me the body and the blood of Christ that 
therewith I may go to heaven ” He revealed to them also the little 
country they were seeking, that is, the Land of Promise; and after 
receiving the body and the blood of Christ the elder went to heaven 

On a time as Brandan and his companions were on the sea they 
perceived a land clouded over with a thick black fog, a stmking putrid 
vapour such as might exhale from the foulest carrion. The island 
was hideous, mountainous, dark, with a rugged summit, without trees 
or herbs, but full of houses like forges Brandan and his company 
would rather have been far from it than near, and they did their 
best to take another course; but in vain, for the wind drove them 
irresistibly thither. 

“My brothers,” said Brandan, “we have been driven to hell Never 
before have you had such great need of God’s protection ” As they 
drew nearer they saw more evil Great burning flames shot forth 
from the deep clefts and fosses; the wind roared with raging fires 
worse than any thunder; sparks and sheets of fire, burning rocks and 
flames flew high into the air, obscuring the light of day. As they drew 
nearer still they beheld an individual whose aspect filled them with 
horror. In his hand he bore an iron hammer as big as a pillar. He 
looked about him with eyes flaming with living fire, and saw the 
companions. Then it seemed to him that he delayed too long in pre- 
paring his torments, and he bounded back to his forge, belching 
flames as he went. Almost immediately he returned with a sparkling 
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and glowing mass, and raising it aloft, sent it hurding toward the 
ship more swifdy than a whirlwind, or a shaft from an arbalest, or 
a missile from a sling Luckily, the charge went past them, and the 
sea where it fell burned like brushwood in a clearing for a long time. 
By the grace of God the wind bore them away Looking back they 
saw the isle alight and covered with smoke. Demons they saw by 
the thousand, and heard the wailing and weeping of the damned. As 
well as they could they endured the smoke, which spread afar over 
the sea, till they had passed beyond it. 

Then one of the monks began to cry and weep sorely, saying that 
his end had come and that he might abide no longer. And anon he 
leapt out of the ship into the sea, whereupon he roared fearfully, 
cursing the time that he was born, and the father and mother who 
begot him, because they had seen no better to his correction in his 
youth Brandan looked at him and saw a multitude of demons round 
him, and he burning in their midst After this the wind swept them 
away and they drove toward the south 

Another day when Brandan and the companions were on the sea 
they perceived something jutting above its surface They thought it 
might be a rock, and so it proved to be as they drew near On the 
rock sat a naked man in exceeding great misery and pain, for the 
waves of the sea had so beaten his body that all the flesh was gone, 
and nothing remained but sinews and bones About his head was 
tied a rough cloth, like a veil, which beat his body sorely with the 
blowing of the wind Desperately he clung to the stone so that the 
sea might not wash him under, for the waves battered him severely 
One wave struck him so that he almost sank, then another dashed 
him back to the rock again Danger was before and behind him, to 
the right and to the left. From time to time could be heard his 
piteous lament: “Hal Jesus, Lord of majesty, will my death come 
neither summer nor winter? Hal Jesus, whose compassion is bound- 
less, will the day of my release never come?” 

Brandan was much moved at the sound of this lamentation, and 
drew nearer to the rock; at his approach the wind that was buffet- 
ing the man died down “Tell me, O wretch,” said the abbot, “who 
you arc and why you suffer these torments." And for weeping the 
holy man could say no more 

In a hoarse voice the man replied: “I am Judas, who betrayed Our 
Lord 1 am he who sold his master and hanged himself for sorrow. 
And since I died without confession, I am forever damned. You be- 
hold nothing of the pain which I suffer in hell. This here is surcease 
from the torment upon which I enter every Saturday night. All day 
Sunday till vespers, the fortnight of Christmas, on festival days of 
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the Blessed Virgin, and at Easter and Pentecost I have respite. Sunday 
at vespers I leave this place to enter torment again.” 

“Since this is repose,” said Brandan, “tell me, I pray you, what you 
consider pain and torment Where do you go when you leave here?” 

“The devil’s fief,” answered Judas, “is not far away; indeed, close 
by are two hells whose pains are exceedingly grievous The least of 
them so punishes its inmates that they think no pain comparable to 
theirs But except for myself there is no one who is in a position 
to judge the relative merits of the two, for I, wretched one that I 
am, suffer in both. One hell is on a mountain, the other is m a 
valley, and the salt sea separates them The mountainous hell is the 
harder to endure, whereas that in the vale is the more horrible One 
reaches into the air, hot and suffocating; the other sinks cold and 
fetid into the sea One day and night I am on the mount; an equal 
time am I in the vale Thus do I shift from one to the other, not 
for the alleviation of my pains, but for their augmentation. 

“Monday, day and night, I am hooked onto a wheel which revolves 
as swiftly as the wind can whirl me here and there Ever I go, back 
and forth On Tuesday, quite stupefied, I am hurled over the sea into 
the vale to the other hell There I am straightway fettered and mocked 
by demons, and placed on a bed of spits; then they pile rocks and 
weights and lead upon me, so that my body becomes pierced as you 
see It now 

“On Wednesday I am heaved up to a new torment. Part of the 
day I boil in pitch, so that 1 become discoloured, as you now see me 
Then I am removed from that and set to roast, tied to a post be- 
tween two fires The post was placed there for my special benefit. 
The fire catches in the pitch which adheres to my body, and thus 
increases my pain After a while I am dipped in the pitch again in 
order that I may burn more briskly. There is no marble so hard that 
it would not melt if subjected to the same treatment. But I, alas, 
whatever I suffer, am unable to perish 

“Thursday I am placed m the vale to suffer a contrasting torment 
in a cold place, dark and gloomy There I endure so much pain by 
reason of the cold that I long to be back again in the fire which 
burns so fiercely, and it seems to me there is no torment like unto 
the cold which congeals me However, I think the same about all 
the other torments — that each one is the worst wherein 1 happen to be. 

“Friday I rise On that day the demons flay my whole body and 
then stir it about in scxit and salt with a red-hot stake Then the 
new skin grows again so that the torment may be repeated. Ten times 
a day they skin me and salt me Afterwards they force me to drink 
lead melted with copper. On Saturday they pitch me down to the 
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valley, and I am tumbled, without benefit of a cord, into the filthiest, 
foulest jail in hell. There I lie in darkness and stench. So great 1 $ 
the fetor that it seems to me my heart must burst at any moment, 
nor can I relieve myself by vomiting, because of the molten copper 
which the devils have forced me to dnnk. Consequently, I swell up, 
and the skin stretches, and I su^er much anguish because I do not 
burst. 

“Such heat, such cold, such stench, such torments suffers Judas. 
Yesterday, which was Saturday, I came here between nones and noon 
for repose Very shortly I shall have a bad night, for a thousand devils 
will come, and I shall have no rest when once they lay hold upon 
me But you, whrim I know to be holy and pious, 1 beseech you, 
procure me respite for this night, if you can!” 

Brandan said “You shall not be carried hence till morning But 
what IS the garment which flaps about your head and beats you under 
the cyes^” “It is the garment which 1 gave to a poor man out of 
the portion of my Lord when I was His chamberlain, but since it 
was not mine to give, it turns to my loss now, and not to my ease. 
And this stone which supports me out of the sea is a stone with 
which I repaired a public road when 1 was in the world” 

When the hour of vespers had come the fraternity saw a huge 
host of demons approaching them, who said “Leave this now, O 
man of God, for you know that we cannot go to our comrade there 
so long as you are with him, and we dare not look on the face 
of our lord till we bring this, his special friend, to him Give us our 
morsel this night, then ” Said Brandan “It is not I who keep him 
this night, but Our Lord Jesus Christ has permitted him to remain 
this night as he is” Then the senior demon cried “Why do you 
invoke the name of the Lord on behalf of yonder man who delivered 
up the Lord to cross and passion?” “I command you,” said Brandan, 
“on the part of Christ, that you inflict no pain or torment on the 
man this night ” Thereupon the demons departed 

Now on the morning, when Brandan was preparing to sail away, 
the doors of hell were ojiened, and countless hosts of demons issued 
forth, they spoke with loud and hideous voices, saying “O servant 
of God, accursed be your journey to us, for our master has treated 
us with contumely because we have not exhibited to him his special 
servitor Because you helped him last night, we will torment him 
doubly during the week.” Said Brandan: “You shall inflict no pain 
on him save such as you have inflicted before.” After these words 
the demons raised Judas high into the air with shouts of ribald 
laughter 

Now afterwards when the monks numbered their company it was 
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found that one was missing, and no one knew what had become of 
him. Said the abbot: “Take no thought about the matter, for God 
has done with him as He pleased. You may be sure that he has his 
reward, whether of rest or pain.” 

Brandan now sailed southwards three days and three nights till, 
on Friday, the companions saw an island Brandan sighed and said: 
“I see the island whereon dwells St Paul the hermit, and he has 
dwelt there forty years without meat or drink ordained by the hand 
of man.” 

When they made a landing St Paul came and welcomed them 
humbly The brothers wondered greatly at the garb of the man, for 
he had no clothing save the hair of his head and beard, and the hair 
of the rest of his body And this hair was such that no snow was 
whiter than it, owing to the great age of the holy man 

Brandan asked Paul how he had come to that island, where he had 
lived previously, and how long he had endured that life. “Sometime 
I was a monk of St Patrick’s abbey in Ireland,” said Paul, “and was 
warden of the place where men enter St Patrick’s Purgatory. One 
day a man came to me and I asked him who he was ‘I am your 
abbot, Patrick,’ he said, ‘and I charge you to depart from this place 
early tomorrow morning and go down to the sea. There you will 
find a ship which God has ordained for you, enter it and fulfil His 
will’ The next day I found the ship and entered it, and by the pur- 
veyance of God I was brought to this island the seventh day after- 
wards On leaving the ship 1 walked up and down on the island 
for a good while when, by the providence of God, there came an 
otter walking on his hind feet; between his two forefeet he held a 
flint and iron wherewith to strike a fire, and about his neck he had 
great plenty of fish, which he cast down before me and went his 
way When, on the third day, the supply of fish was exhausted, the 
otter came again; and thus, through the mercy of God, has he done 
these thirty years In the island is a great stone from which God 
caused a spring of clear and sweet water to issue, wherefrom 1 drink 
daily. Thus have I lived sixty years I was fifty years in my own land, 
so that to this day the sum of my years is one hundred and forty. 
And I am still waiting in this human body for the day of my ac- 
count, and if it pleased the Lord, I would fain be discharged of this 
wretched life.” 

Then the old man bade Brandan take some of the water from the 
spring and carry it to his ship “It is time,” he said, “that you be on 
your way, for a long journey lies before you, a journey of forty days 
till Easter eve You shall keep Easter as you have done the other 
years; then you shall touch once more at the island of the Paradise 



MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 


258 

of Birds; after that you shall sail to the Land of Promise, where 
you shall abide forty days. Thereafter God will bring you safe to 
your native land.” 

Brandan and his company bade farewell to St Paul and steered 
their boat south On Easter eve they came to the Island of Sheep and 
were welcomed by their host of former occasions. At night they em- 
barked again and their host with them They found the great whale 
in Its accustomed place, and there they performed their services till 
mormng When they had finished their masses, the huge animal pro- 
ceeded on Its own business, and they all standing on its back The 
whale went straight forward till it reached the shore of the land 
called the Paradise of Birds, and deposited them and their boat there 
without loss of any of them There the fraternity remained till the 
octave of Pentecost, and when the feast of Pentecost was past the 
host said “Embark now in your boat, and 1 will be with you as a 
guide, for you cannot find the land you are seeking unless 1 am with 
you ” 

Now the holy man set his course towards the east, without fear 
of going astray, since he had a guide. Forty days they sailed till, 
finally, by the providence of God, they drew near to the bank of 
mist that veils the Paradise of Adam from Adam’s heirs. Said the 
host “Delay not, but spread the sail ” As they approached the cloud 
parted for the width of a street, and they passed along it For three 
days they sailed thus with the cloud on both sides of them On the 
fourth day they issued joyfully from the mist, for they could now 
distinguish Paradise. 

First of all they saw a wall which reared itself as high as the 
heavens It had neither crenellation, gallery, outwork or tower. None 
knew whereof it might be made, but it was as white as any snow, 
and the Sovereign King was its architect. The gems wherewith the 
wall was set flashed everywhere, there was many a choice chrysolite 
set in gold clasps. The wall flamed and gleamed with topaz, chryso- 
prase, jacinth, chalcedony, emerald, sardonyx, jasper and amethyst 
glowed at the borders Clear jacinth with crystal and beryl were there, 
each giving light to the other; he who set them was a skilful work- 
man. Great was the luminosity of colours flashing back and forth. 

This smooth, uninterrupted wall, so high as to be superable by 
none, was set upon a lofty mountain Below, and far from the wall, 
the mount was of hard marble, beaten continuously by the dashing 
of the waves; above, it was all of gold Entry through the wall was 
by means of a gate, but Brandan and his companions deemed that 
It would be difficult to pass, for it was guarded by fiery dragons; 
and right over the entrance, blade down, hilt up, hung a sword The 
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sword dangled and whirled so that just the sight of it made one 
dizzy, and neither iron nor rock nor adamant was proof against its 
edge. It IS no wonder if they were afraid. 

At this moment the companions perceived a handsome young man 
approaching them. He was God’s messenger, and bade them disem- 
bark. As the brothers landed he called each by name and kissed 
him. Afterwards he pacified the dragons, making them crouch hum- 
bly on the ground, and the sword he caused to be immobilized by 
an angel who came at his summons. Thus the passage-way remamed 
free, and all went joyfully through the gate of Paradise, the youth 
preceding the others as their guide 

Within the gate they beheld fine woods and plains, meadows and 
gardens in full bloom. The odour which rose from the trees and 
pleasant flowers was like that in the abode of the blessed. No bramble, 
thisde or nettle was there, and there was no tree nor herb which did 
not continually exhale sweetness. Flowers and trees were always in 
bloom, and wasted not by reason of yearly seasons, for in that place 
was always sweet summer, which brought forth profusion of fruit 
and flowers. The woods were full of deer and the streams of fish, 
and certain streams there were which ran with milk. The reeds by 
the banks exuded honey by virtue of the dew which dropped from 
heaven The mountain was of most pure gold and the sand of pre- 
cious gems No cloud obscured the brightness of the sun, which always 
shone clear; no wind or breeze disturbed so much as a hair of the 
head He who entered this place would never suffer heat nor cold, 
sorrow nor hunger, poverty nor any adversity — rather would he 
enjoy a wealth of delights. Whatever he most desired he should not 
want, secure in the knowledge that it would be ever ready to his wish. 

When Brandan beheld this abundance of delight it seemed to him 
that he was granted all too short a time in which to see it, for he 
would have wished to remain there time without end. The guide 
led them about, expounding this and instructing them in that As 
they paused upon a mountain adorned with cypress trees they beheld 
sights which they could not explain They saw angels and heard them 
rejoicing at their coming; they heard the splendid melody, but could 
not endure it, for their human nature was unable to apprehend or 
understand such great glory 

At last they came to a fair river, but durst not go over Said the 
guide* “Now let us return, for I will not lead you beyond this point; 
It IS not permitted you to proceed, for you would he able to com- 
prehend very little This water separates the world asunder, and to 
the region beyond this water may no man come while he is alive. 
Here, Brandan, you behold that Paradise for a sight of which you 
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so often besought God. Before and beyond you lies glory one hun- 
dred thousand times greater than whatsoever you have seen hitherto. 
At this time you shall learn no more; you must wait till you come 
again. Though you have come here in the flesh now, soon you shall 
return in the spirit. Go now, and await that time As a sign and 
memorial of Paradise, take with you some of these precious stones ” 
So saying, the young man passed on 

Now Brandan and his monks took leave of the saints of Paradise, 
Enoch and Elijah, and returned to their ship. They left their host 
behind them, for this was his proper dwelling he must have been 
John. They hoisted sail, and with a fair wind and by the grace of 
God they reached Ireland in three months. 

And soon after this the holy man St Brandan waxed sick and 
feeble, and had but little joy of this world In a short time there- 
after, being full of virtues, he departed out of this life to life ever- 
lasting, and was worshipfully buried in the abbey which he himself 
had founded. 

“Your tale is instructive in many ways, I suppose,” said Richard 
de Haldingham “As a cartographer I confess that I am most in- 
terested in the route pursued by St Brandan to reach the Earthly 
Paradise It is situated in the east, is it not^” 

“That IS true,” replied Adamnan. 

“And Brandan sailed continually west, and then south and east?” 

“Yes.” 

“He did not, perchance, sail north, and then east and south?” 

“Not so far as I know” 

“Then it is clear that in the sixth century the world must have 
been globular in form and not, as some would have it, shaped like 
an inverted soup-dish or a candle extinguisher " 

“I know nothing about that,” protested Adamnan, looking help- 
lessly about for Dicuil — but Dicuil had gone to measure the depth of 
the sea in Milford Haven. 

“But,” said Alexander Neckam, “if I heard correctly, St Brandan’s 
course was due east for the last forty days before he reached Paradise.” 

Bartholomew Anglicus and Giraldus Cambrensis drew near to hear 
what explanation the cartographer would give to this circumstance, 
and as he moved away to demonstrate his opinions on the bald 
skull of Seithenyn ab Scithyn Saidi, who was snoring in the em- 
brasure of a north window, the group was joined by Ponce de Leon 
and Sir John Hawkins. 

When they had gone Robert Mannyng broke the silence. “The 
picture of Judas on his half -submerged rock, battered by the waves, 



with the wind beating about his face, recalls to my mind certain cir- 
cumstances connected with the hfe of Gregory the Great If you hke, 
I will make as straightforward a tale as I can out of the various ver- 
sions which have come to my notice in old books.” 

“Anything relating to Gregory should be of interest to English- 
men,” said William of Wykeham. 

“But not to Welshmen,” remarked Dafydd ah Gwilym. “He re- 
ferred to my ancestors in very unflattering terms.” 

“The sodden unconsciousness of Seithenyn ab Scithyn Saidi yon- 
der,” observed Andrew Boorde, “would seem to corroborate his judg- 
ment — and Gildas’ too ” 

“Well, if Seithenyn was and is a fool, Taliesin was bright enough — 
for his time; and certainly nothing can be urged against Merlin . . .” 

“Except that he was a Scot,” interposed Sir Thomas Gray 

“And )f Gerald, Walter and Geoffrey have not vindicated the 
Welsh,” went on Dafydd, paying no heed to the interruption, “there 
IS myself” 

“Robert,” said Camden, “if you do not quickly tell us about Gregory 
we shall be forced to listen to some Welsh poetry m a moment ” 

“Very well,” answered Mannyng; “but I cannot tell the story 
quickly.” 

54. Gregory’s petrine penance 

Robert Mannyng 

Once there was an earl of Aquitaine of whom many men stood 
in awe. His wife was called Edayne They had two children, a boy 
and later a girl; Edayne died in giving her birth. 

After some years it came time for the earl to die also. As he lay 
on his sick-bed he thought of his daughter, and what fate should 
be hers. Summoning his children he said to his son m the presence 
of his barons “My son, do not weep at my passing from you, for 
1 shall leave enough land and rent to support your state But when 
I am in my grave and you are master of the fief, take care that you 
do no harm to your sister in any way It is a matter of great regret to 
me that during my lifetime I did not marry her fittingly ” Therewith 
he took the girl’s hand and placed it in that of his son. 

“Father,” said the boy, weeping, “we are of one blood, and nothing 
shall ever come between us nor destroy our love for one another. 
Have no further concern on her account, for I will take care to 
marry her richly.” 

Now the earl could tarry no longer, for Death was jumping at 
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him by leaps and bounds. He was houseled and shriven, and so died 
and was buried. 

The story says that the brother took loving care of the sister, as 
their father had bidden. They had the same education, they dressed 
in similar fashion, they went everywhere together, they drank from 
one cup and ate from one trencher. Indeed, they even lay m the 
same chamber in beds near each other, for they were loath to be 
separated It was this circumstance which gave the fiend his oppor- 
tunity to tempt them 

One night, as the young earl was lying in his bed unable to sleep, 
the devil put it into his head to go to his sister’s bed The girl sus- 
pected no harm when her brother )oined her, and so she said and 
did nothing to repulse him. The more he looked at her and the more 
he kissed her, the more violent became his perturbation. The devil 
continued so to spur and urge him that he raised the coverlet and 
lay by her When the girl felt his embrace she became so frightened 
that she broke into a sweat She would have jumped up and raised 
the alarm, but her brother calmed her with kisses and caresses. The 
young woman was much abashed and distraught, for if she con- 
sented to the sin, they were both damned, and if she cried out, 
her brother would be shamed and disgraced So she remained quiet, 
and that was the worst thing she could have done She was too 
weak to guard her body from him, and let him, perforce, do all his 
will Thus was Gregory begotten. 

Now the fiend rejoiced, for this was the end at which he had 
been aiming, and it seemed to him that he had snared and ruined 
them both forever Time and again he urged them to repeat their 
sin 

As the days and weeks passed the maiden lost her mirthfulness 
and began to complain “Alas,” she said, “that I was ever born, 
for all my joy is turned to sorrow and my soul is lost!” Her brother 
heard her and said “Sister mine, weep no more, for you fill my 
heart with grief ” “Brother,” she replied, “I may well weep now and 
ever, for we have done a sorry deed whereby you are lost and I 
also It will not be long now till the fruit of our sin will be visible 
to all men, unless we conceal it But do not imagine that I will 
allow the babe in my body to be mishandled ” “That was not in 
my thought,” answered the young man; “moreover, I hope to find 
a better way out of this trouble 1 know a faithful knight who will 
be able to give us advice and assistance.” “Send for him quickly 
and secretly then,” said she. “for my time is near. If this matter 
comes to light 1 think I shall die ” “Do not harbour such thoughts,” 
said the youth, “for thereby you only increase my suffering. I will 
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send for the knight, and by God’s grace, his counsel shall turn our 
woe to weal.” 

When the knight had been informed of the trouble which lay 
upon the brother and sister he said: “It seems to me best that you, 
sir, should go on a pilgrimage to Rome. Give the lady into my care 
in the meantime so that she may be delivered at my court. But 
before you go, take measures to make your sister’s state secure from 
injury or injustice.” 

The young earl approved this advice, and summoning his barons, 
with their consent he seised his sister with the fief, and then left 
her in the charge of the loyal and discreet knight The vassal took 
her to his castle and lodged her secretly m the tower To his wife 
he said' “Dame, the lady who has just arrived is no other than the 
old earl’s daughter, and she is with child by her brother Keep the 
matter close ” “Sir,” she replied, “may the sweet Lady of Heaven be 
her aid. No one shall know of this through me ” 

When the time came the countess was easily delivered of a knave 
child, and she besought God to mstruct her how to act, for she 
dared not keep the child with her. At last she said to the knight: 
“Cause a good strong cask to be made; set the child therein in his 
cradle; place the cask in a boat, and about midnight let men row 
out and set the cask adrift. If Christ is pleased with the birth and 
begetting of this child. He will know what to do; if his begetting 
and birth were against His will and He lets the child pierish in the 
sea, no man shall be the wiser.” “Madame,” said the knight, “it shall 
be done as you command.” 

Then said the countess “Alas, woe is me! I am fated never to 
see my first-born again, and my soul shall be lost therefor Sweet 
Jesus, be Thou my succour!” Then she gave the child suck till it 
was satisfied, and made the sign of the cross over it to protect it 
from the demon. At the head of the cradle she placed a sum of gold 
and silver so that if anyone discovered the child he might pay him- 
self for rescuing it. In the cradle, too, she placed a pair of ivory 
tablets whereon she had written an account of the babe’s begetting 
and birth, with a prayer that if it were borne to land anywhere 
alive It might be christened for the love of Him who wrought all 
things. “O son,” she said, “if you live and see these tablets, read 
them attentively, and bear in mind her who is left sorrowing for 
you.” Thereupon she bade the cask be taken to the sea, and so it 
was done. Sorrowful was the mother at that parting, and dreary her 
mood. 

Now as to her brother the earl, who had set out for Rome — 
many a time he sighed sorely for sorrow At last he lay down sick. 
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and never rose after that You may be sure that the news of his 
death was most unwelcome to the countess. “Alas'” she cried, “I 
have caused my brother’s death O God' my grief will drive me mad'” 
And when she came into the hall where her brother’s corpse lay she 
swooned thrice for excess of woe. People feared for her life, and 
she had to be borne away from the bier. 

After the death of the young earl the countess assumed charge of 
her heritage, as she ought, and no one disputed her claim to the 
earldom When the news spread abroad that she had inherited Aqui- 
taine, kings, princes and counts sought her hand in marriage, greedy 
for the land People of every rank and degree reckoned her a clean 
maid But she dismissed all her suitors, vowing that she would take 
no lord And thus she lived for a number of years, attending to her 
affairs m the world, but giving, in contrition for her sin, much of 
her goods to the poor and needy. 

Among the countess’ suitors was a powerful duke who had made 
up his mind that he would wed that fair lady so rich in land, and 
he sent knights and sergeants to learn if she would entertain his 
proposal But the countess replied to him as to the others, saying 
that she would not take him nor any man On receiving this an- 
swer the duke assembled a great army and made war upon her if 
he could not win the lady, he thought that he would at least rum 
her land In this emergency the countess said to herself “Only by 
force shall the duke have my body, before such time as my son — 
who was set adrift in a cask — shall come of age. If, by the grace 
of God, he has survived, he may be able to bring this war to naught.” 
So the great lords of the land came to her aid and gave the duke 
his fill of fighting for a time. 

Let us leave the countess now and return to her son. When the 
child was set adrift the wind drove him out to sea It happened that 
two brothers, fishermen, took their hooks and nets that very night 
to procure fish for a certain abbey About daybreak they perceived the 
cask wallowing in the trough of the waves They thought it must 
contain goods, and that its owners had been lost at sea, so they took 
It up into their boat But the rough sea gave them so much to do 
that they had no chance to examine their find before reaching shore. 
The abbot came to meet them, for God willed that the child should 
be saved “Whence came the cask in your boat?” asked the abbot, 
“and what is in it?” “Lord,” said they, “it is some of our gear, and 
of no importance.” At that moment the child began to scream. Abbot 
and fishermen were much astonished, and the men then told a true 
story 

When the cask was opened the child lying beneath the silken 



Gregory’s petrine penance 265 

coverlet m the cradle smiled up at the abbot with grey eyes “Blessed 
be thy sending, O Lord,” said he Then he found the ivory tablets 
and read what was written thereon Now it happened that one of 
the two fishermen was poor and had a large family, but the other 
was well-to-do, and had no children save a daughter who was living 
away from home. To the former the abbot gave ten marks of money, 
and to the latter the child, instructing him to say that it was his 
daughter’s; and upon both he laid a command of strict secrecy. He 
himself took charge of the silken pall, the ivory tablets and the four 
marks of gold. 

The abbot of whom I speak was named Gregory, and so the 
foundling was baptized with his name. When young Gregory was 
five years old the abbot put him to book, and he learned so quickly 
that at the age of twelve he had become adept in both law and 
arts Moreover, he was so sweet-tempered that everyone loved and 
praised him 

One day when Gregory was fifteen years old he and other boys 
were running at the bar, and Gregory beat his companion The other 
lad took his defeat much to heart, and ran home and told his mother 
how Gregory had beaten him Now a woman is a wonderful thing, 
for she cannot restrain her emotions nor her words. Said the boy’s 
mother to Gregory “Why, O waif and foundling, have you shamed 
my son? It is unfitting for you, for 1 think there is no man alive 
who knows the identity of your father and mother.” Thus she said, 
for the wife of the poor fisherman had wormed out of her husband 
an explanation of the ten marks of money which they had come by 
so mysteriously 

On hearing this reproach Gregory stood as still as a stone for a 
moment, then, with heavy heart, took his way to the abbot “Who 
has offended you?” asked the abbot. “The fisherman’s wife,” answered 
Gregory. “She says I am a waif and stray, and that no one knows my 
kin. O Lord' of thy grace, send me to the place where I was born 
so that I may die there” “Be still,” said the abbot, “and avoid 
such thought and words You can read well and sing clearly, so I 
will accept you into this house, and I will so influence the monks 
that after my death you shall be chosen abbot in my place ” “Nay,” 
rephed Gregory, “that is far from my thought If you wish to do 
anything for me, let me take arms and be a knight, for I am drawn 
to the profession of bearing shield and hauberk. I will take no other 
orders while I am thus young and agile.” 

So the abbot procured harness for Gregory and knighted him But 
even then he would have retained the youth whom he had nourished 
and loved. “Stay,” he said, “and I will find you a fief, and make 
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a good marriage for you.” To this proposal Gregory replied: “I 
shall never be blithe till I learn the identity of my fa&er and mother. 
I will flee this shame, though I drown in the salt sea.” 

Seeing that he could say nothing to dissuade the boy from his 
purpose the abbot brought out the silk coverlet, delivered to him the 
ivory tablets and bade him read what he found there. Afterwards 
he told Gregory the circumstances which we know “Sir,” said Greg- 
ory, “I will go to another land where my shame may be concealed; 
and I will seek my km from this out” 

The abbot found a ship for Gregory and provided him with all 
that was needful for a voyage The wind was fair, and drove him, 
as It chanced, to the shore of that land which was his mother’s fief. 
On disembarking he made a brave showing with helm, hauberk and 
shield as he bestrode his horse He certainly seemed to be a good 
knight, and the port-reeve gave him lodging, for he esteemed Gregory 
to be a man of importance. 

One day Gregory asked his host if there were any war afoot, or if 
he knew any lord who would employ an unknown stranger knight. 
The host replied that there was indeed such a war in progress that 
neither city, burg nor vill, save only the present impregnable fortress, 
had escaped its ravages “Why doesn’t your count do something about 
it?” asked Gregory. “There is no count,” replied the host, “only a 
young woman, gracious and beautiful, and it is because of her that 
this war is going on” “How can I gain speech with her?” asked 
Gregory. “You can see her at mass tomorrow,” replied the man, 
“and for my part I will say a good word for you to her seneschal.” 

On the morrow the fair and handsome Gregory, well clothed in 
silk, went to church and greeted the lady The countess did not recog- 
nize him, of course, though her heart was strangely moved at the sight 
of him. She thought she knew the silk he was wearing, but then, 
she reflected, one piece of silk was very much like another, and 
dismissed the matter from her mind. 

The countess’ seneschal received Gregory courteously and gladly 
accepted his offer of service Not long after this the mighty duke 
of Rome sat down before the castle with his army, set up his tents 
far and wide, and planted his banners and gonfanons 
Gregory was a man not only fairly formed, but wise and judicious. 
Said he “It is shameful to be lamenting in security here inside the 
castle, whoever has a hauberk and a coat of mail, let him put them 
on, and we will give this bellicose duke his fill of battle ” 

The knights were much encouraged by these words and went to 
arm themselves Gregory himself issued from the postern with sword 
and spear. Thunderously he rode up before the duke’s army and 
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felled many a man to the ground with lance and sword. Thereupon 
the castle knights came up and were met by the duke’s men. Before 
sunset many a head got a knock, and many a knight was run through 
the body so that blood ran m streams. Durmg the engagement 
Gregory distinguished the Duke of Rome and rode through the host 
after him, shouting that he was going to present him with a lance. 
The proud duke was wroth and awaited the levelled spear but he 
was borne over his horse’s crupper with such violence that he grunted 
like a bear When he did not rise, Gregory seized him by the nasal 
of his helm and carried him to the countess in the castle. The countess 
had hated him since she was a child; she bade that he be closely 
guarded, and took oath that he should never get his release ull he 
had made amends for all the shame he had done her and her people. 
The duke offered ransom for his body and swore to give indemnity 
for the destruction he had caused As the duke rode away she said: 
“I give you a gift — ^you shall never take me to wife ” After these 
terms were concluded the countess was able to hve in peace. 

Gregory, though an excellent knight, was exceedingly poor; so 
now that this war was finished, he desired to seek other lands where 
he might find opportunity to win pence Often he sighed when he 
thought of his hard fate — ^his begetting When he announced to the 
countess his intention of seeking deeds of arms elsewhere she was 
much perturbed and said. “Sir, you shall not go.” And to her 
seneschal “What can we say to him, or give him, that he go not away 
thus bare ? for you know he avenged us on our foe ” The seneschal 
replied “There is no other knight like him in all the land If you 
let him go away I think you will be acting to your own harm. He 
IS true, steadfast and strong If you are willing to take a lord, you 
might do well in choosing such a knight. The people think so too ” 

The countess summoned her barons and laid this matter before 
them, and in council it was decided that Gregory should marry her. 
The lords of the land led her to church, and there the priest read 
from his book how a man shall receive his wife at hand, at bed 
and board Thus did Gregory become earl and lord of Aquitaine; 
and since he had married his mother, the devil’s industry was again 
crowned with success. 

The people of Aquitaine held their new lord in great esteem, for 
he loved right and not wrong Knight and swain swore him man- 
rede, that IS, to be buxom to his will, and fealty. However, the rich 
earl could not forget his old sorrow, written on the tablets which 
had been put into the cradle with him. Often he went to them in 
secret, reading them again and again. He took thought how he 
might hide the tablets, and at last concealed them under a stone in 
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a dark and unused chamber. Access to that chamber was forbidden to 
all, and thither he often repaired to indulge his sorrow. 

But there is no deed so well concealed that it shall not some time 
be disclosed A woman observed Gregory’s privy goings to that cham- 
ber, and his mournful cheer when he emerged One day when the 
earl had gone to hunt the woman reported the matter to the countess. 
Together they went to the chamber, and the countess sought here 
and there till she found the tablets When she recognized them as 
the very tablets which she had written herself, her fair fresh colour 
turned to yellow. 

The seneschal sent a messenger for Gregory, saying that something 
was amiss with the countess The earl came and knelt beside her bed, 
and kissed her tenderly “Lady,” said he, “tell me the cause of your 
sorrow and distress” After a little, when the countess was able to 
master her te.irs “Tell me,” she said, “where were you born, and 
who were your father and mother?” At this question Gregory’s heart 
grew troubled, and he remained silent “Why do you not answer?” 
asked the countess “Be still,” said Gregory, “and do not concern your- 
self about such matters; you have yourself chosen me for your love, 
and that is sufficient” ’Thereupon the countess brought forth the 
tablets “Whose story is written here?” she asked Then the earl’s 
heart grew cold as ice, he sat in thought for a while, then said. 
“I am he who was cast adrift on the wave, for 1 was begotten in 
sin That is known only to God, to you and to me” “Alas'” cried 
the countess, “the whole weight of my sorrow now falls upon me 
Nowhere is there so sinful a woman as I, for I am now wedded to 
my own son, who was begotten by my brother O God, who sittest 
above, now in your love and mercy succour us sinful wretches ” 

“Now,” said Gregory, “I find what 1 have long sought; I finally 
know my kin, and certainly I am not pleased But he who was 
before shall be behind, namely the devil, who brought us to this; 
and he shall be as sorrowful in the end as he was joyful in the 
beginning.” “Sir,” said the countess, “I lament for both our sakes, 
but what IS your rede?” “Mother,” replied the carl, “we shall now 
part, and never be seen together again till we meet before God on 
Judgment Day He has summoned us from sin to make our prisoned 
souls free. Better is late than never.” Then the earl bade his mother 
spend her life in doing almsdeed in penance for her sin so that she 
might win heaven therethrough. “And each of us,” he said, “will 
pray for the other.” 

After this Gregory put off his rich robes and dressed himself 
humbly in poor clothes, of his spear he made a palmer’s spiked staff; 
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and before the light of a new day dawned he abandoned his earldom, 
and fared abroad in the guise of a penitent. 

On the third night Gregory had reached the sea, hut he could find 
no lodging save the house of a churlish fisherman, whom he asked 
for food and shelter for one night The fisher asked who he was, 
and Gregory replied that he was a penitent wandering at large for 
his sins Said the man “Your body is white, your flesh is tender, 
and It IS not long ago that your feet wore shoes By God in heaven* 
you shall not he in my house* If you did, I should not he able to 
sleep for anxiety, for it seems to me very likely that you are a spy 
in the pay of merchants.” 

Gregory knew not how to reply to such language, and would have 
gone on his way, barefoot, to mend his sms; indeed, he was some- 
what pleased that the man should revile him But when the fisher’s 
wife saw the wanderer, she wept bitter tears of compassion, so that 
the fisherman was constrained to call him back That night, though 
he was brought in out of the wind and ram, he dared not approach 
the fire, but crouched m the corner where a bed of straw was laid 
down for him. 

When It was time to sup, the board was set, the cloth laid and 
the fire mended, for the wind blew cold outside. The goodwife was 
eager that the guest should sit down to supper; but her lord was 
a hard man ahd harsh, and showed Gregory grudging cheer. The 
penitent said nothing, but washed his hands and sat down by the 
fire. A napkin was spread, drmk was set before him m a brown 
mazer, and white wheaten bread Said Gregory to the woman “I 
ask no such food as this; barley bread and clean water would be 
good enough for me” At this the fisherman flared up. “You thieves’ 
companion* You provoke one to speech If you were alone by your- 
self I daresay you would eat this great fish here, both body and head, 
and gnaw the bones No good food would be too rich for you, and 
you would drmk wine aplenty ” Answered Gregory “You have put 
It mildly; I am much worse than you allege ” “Husband,” said the 
goodwife, “you are too quarrelsome; try not to insult a man while 
he IS under your roof. If he doesn’t want to eat fish, what do you 
care? And if he prefers water to wine, what business is it of yours? 
Since It costs you nothing, don’t make such a fuss about it ” 

To this the fisherman replied: “Is it credible that this gallows- 
bird here would wish to sink himself with water? You should have 
been a friar, or even a hermit in a wood or by the water’s edge ” 
“I have had that m mind,” said Gregory, “but a proper place has not 
yet been found I should be very glad if such a stead were pointed 
out to me so that I might lead my life there in peace.” 
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“Hal" said the fisherman; “I know the very place— a great rock 
m the sea where 1 go fishing. I don’t thmk anyone has visited it 
for a hundred years, and 1 myself have seen it only from the surface 
of the water. If you want a solitary hermitage you couldn’t find a 
better place, for the rock is hollowed out like a house You would 
be hairy enough before you were discovered ’’ “Then for the love 
of Him who died on the Rood,” said Gregory, “bring me to that 
rock ’’ “By St John,” replied the fisher, “I will take you there at 
daybreak And I will do something else for you, too. I have some 
iron fetters, and if you like, I will put them on your legs for you” 
“Sir,” said Gregory, “that would please me very well, and I thank 
you for the suggestion.” At this reply the host held his peace 

On the morrow the fisher was in such haste to conduct his guest 
to the rock that Gregory forgot to take his tablets with him — an 
oversight for which he later felt very sorry When he had mounted 
the rock, the fetters were locked fast on his legs and the key cast 
into the sea Then the fisher went his ways and forgot about him. 
But Gregory prayed that the key might never be recovered till his 
soul had been lightened of the sin which had abased it. 

On that island in the sea Gregory dwelt with penance and fasting, 
making his moan to God, for seventeen years He had no proper 
food or drink except what water collected in a crevice of the rock 
beside him when it rained. His clothes rotted away from him, leaving 
his nakedness exposed to sun and storm. Such, says the true story, 
was his life. 

Now let us leave Gregory for a while. At Rome it happened that 
the pope died and quickly went to heaven The cardinals convened 
and prayed God to instruct them in the choice of a new pope to guide 
Christendom During their deliberations an angel came down to them 
from heaven and said “The selecuon has already been made The 
King of heaven has chosen your pope and bids you seek him quickly, 
for there is no one in the world so worthy of the oflfice as he The 
man dwells on a rock out in the sea, and his name is Gregory.” 

On hearing this the cardinals returned thanks. Seven messengers 
were chosen to search for Gregory, and the Lord showed them the 
right way to the land where he was dwelling. By the help of Mary 
they arrived at the fisher’s house where the penitent had taken shelter 
years before. They asked the man for lodging, and I think the fisher 
was glad to give it, for the clerks brought plenty of spending money 
with them. 

It happened that at this time the fisherman had been on the sea 
all day and had taken many fish. If his guests would select one, 
he said, he would clean and prepare it for them The clerks chose 
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the best and largest fish and bade him bod it in two waters. The 
fisherman set about his work, and while he was cleaning the fish’s 
belly he found a key. This circumstance reminded him of Gregory, 
whom he had considered doomed to death, and as he turned the 
matter over in his mind it seemed to him that he had been guilty 
of great sin in leaving the penitent on the rock as he had. 

After the strangers had supped and refreshed themselves their host 
asked them whither they were bound. “We are on a long )ourney,” 
they answered, “searching for a penitent who dwells on a rock in the 
sea, we don’t know where The pope has died at Rome, and the 
grace had fallen on this man We are sent to fetch him if we can 
find him.” “By St John!” cried the fisher, “I can certainly instruct 
you how to find that man, for I myself put him on that rock How- 
ever, I think he must be dead by this time When 1 rowed him out 
to the rock, I bound him fast in fetters there, as he allowed me 
to do, and threw the key thereto into the sea. But ]ust now a mar- 
vellous thing has come to pass, for 1 found that very key in the 
belly of the fish which I cleaned for your dinner ” Therewith he 
showed the key to the messengers, and they rejoiced. “After 1 had 
locked the fetters on his feet,” continued the fisher, “1 left him there. 
That IS seventeen winters ago I never gave him a thought afterwards, 
and in that I have done amiss ” 

“Fisher,” said one of the clerks, “may you be blessed for your 
tidings We will reward you well if you will lead us to the rock 
of which you speak ” “Come with me tomorrow,” answered the fisher, 
“and if he is alive, you shall see him” 

On the morrow the fisher rowed the messengers out to the rock 
in his boat, and there they did indeed find a man Someone called 
out to determine if he were alive. “Here I am,” answered Gregory. 
When they heard his voice, I assure you they were blithe They 
mounted the rock and found Gregory to be nothing but skin and 
bones, and covered with hair. After they had announced their errand 
Gregory said- “Sirs, for God’s sake, why do you mock me thus^ Let 
me be; it does not beseem you to play tricks on such a one as I am.” 
Then one of the company explained the matter more fully, where- 
upon Gregory said: “I will not budge from here till I see the key 
to the fetters which was cast into the water ” Then they told him how 
the key had been recovered, and Gregory knew for sooth that God 
had unbound him from his sms, and gave thanks to the Lord. 

Gregory was now willing to leave the rock, but he was so feeble 
that he could not walk, so the clerks bore him away in their arms. 
A bath was prepared for him at the fisher’s house, and he was 
given every attention till he was strong enough to stand on his feet. 
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But now he remembered his ivory tablets, and would not go away 
without them. The messengers were much vexed, and asked their 
host if he knew anything about any ivory tablets. “I never heard of 
them,” replied the fisher. But finally, when a search had been made 
and the compost cleared away, the tablets were found, fair and white, 
in the place where Gregory had left them. 

After this Gregory took the way to Rome, and many were glad 
of his coming When he beheld the great city he went to his knees 
and offered up a prayer “O Lord,” he said, “grant me a boon — 
that when the last day comes and both the sinner and the righteous 
man stands before you, I may have so lived as to deserve your grace ” 
No clerk could tell the whole tale of the miracles which took 
place at Gregory’s coming to Rome, but among others — the bells 
rang out at his approach independently of the touch of any man, 
and they who were sick became whole He was led to the mother 
church and set in his see by the emperor, as was proper, and therein 
he served God with all his might while he lived. 

Before we end this story we must not neglect to tell how a lady 
came to Rome to pray for the remission of her sms As she confessed 
herself at the pope’s feet, Gregory knew that she was his mother, 
and he thanked God that both he and she had been saved by grace. 
He had a convent built for her in the city; it still stands, and the 
nuns thereof wear black habits. 

By this example you may see that God forgets not those who 
turn to him with contrition in their hearts God grant us all that 
we may end our life as well as that man did 

Peter Bell drew a sigh of relief “I’m glad that’s finished,” he said. 
“I am not squeamish,” saitl Sir John Harington, “but I think I 
should have preferred the Welsh poetry ” 

“Or even a Welsh .song,” added Andrew Boorde 
“What IS the matter with Welsh music asked lolo Goch 
“It has twenty-four times as much opportunity to be worse than 
any other kind of music,” answered Walter Haliday 
“And takes advantage of all of them,” added the Sacrilegious Carol- 
ler. 

“His song and his voice and his harp do agree,” said Andrew 
Boorde, “much like the buzzing of a humble-bee” 

“I am not precisely fastidious, either,” said Sir Thomas Gray, “but 
I have a somewhat literal mind; and granting, for the sake of argu- 
ment, that any fish would be fool enough to swallow a great iron 
key, I find it somewhat difficult to believe that he would— or could 
— have harboured it within hun for seventeen years. It must have 
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proved an exceedingly embarrassing burden, not only to his move- 
ments, but to the digestion of more regular articles of diet.” 

“The incident seems to have been of fairly common occurrence,” 
said the Clerk of Oxenford “Bishop Egwin of Worcester threw the 
key to his fetters into the river Avon, where it was swallowed by a 
fish; but his men caught that very fish, and recovered the key, at 
Rome.” 

“I suppose you have read your Herodotus,” said Camden, “and if 
so, you recall how Polycrates’ ring was swallowed by a fish, and 
restored to him five or six days later by a lucky fisherman^” 

“Ay,” returned Sir Thomas, “it is not to five or six days that I 
object, but to seventeen years! Just imagine the mutually deleterious 
effect the key and the fish would have on each other in that length 
of time!” 

“A similar fate happened to Queen Languoreth’s ring under rather 
romantic circumstances,” said Sir David Lindsay. 

“What was that?” asked Chretien de Troyes. 

55 . QUEEN languoreth’s RING 

Sir David Lindsay 

In the days of St Kentigern there ruled over Scotland a king named 
Rhydcrch or Roderick His queen was named Languoreth She, living 
in plenty and surrounded by all delights, was not faithful to the 
marital bed, as she ought to have been, the heap of her treasures, 
the exuberance of her means of sensuality, and the elevation of power 
were wont to provide incentives and fuel to the desire of the flesh. 
She cast her eyes on a certain youth, a soldier, who seemed to her, 
judging by the perishing beauty of this perishable flesh, to be beau- 
tiful and fair of aspect beyond many who were with him at court. 
And he, who was ready enough for such service as this without 
external temptation, was easily induced to sin with her. 

As time passed the forbidden pleasures, frequently repeated, be- 
came more and more delightful to both of them, for, as Solomon 
says, bread eaten in secret is pleasant. So, from a rash act they pro- 
ceeded to a blind attachment, as a seal of which Languoreth very 
impudently and imprudently gave the young man a royal ring of 
gold set with a precious gem which her lawful husband had be- 
stowed ufxin her as a mark of his conjugal love, and the young 
man, still more impudently and imprudently placing it upon his 
finger, opened the door of suspicion to all who knew how the 
queen had come by it 

The ring was observed by one of the king’s faithful servants, and 
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he lost no time in communicating to the king the secret of the 
queen and her soldier Roderick lent an unwilling ear to this tale, 
for true is the old proverb which says that a cuckold is loath to credit 
him who reveals the failings of a beloved wife' the odium is more 
likely to fall on the informer than on the accused But the faithful 
servant who had detected the adultery was a man whose opinion 
was difficult to change, and m support of hts statement he pointed 
out to the king the ring on the soldier’s finger. 

Roderick veiled his wrath against Languoreth and the soldier 
under a calm demeanour, and appeared, if anything, more than usually 
kind and cheerful But when there came a bright and sunny day, 
he went out hunting and ordered the young soldier to he his com- 
panion When the dogs had been unleashed and the beaters sta- 
tioned at different posts, Roderick and the soldier came down to 
the banks of the river Clud They found a shady place on the green 
turf there, and thought it would be pleasant to sleep for a while. 
The soldier suspected no danger, and lay down, one arm under his 
head and the other hanging loosely at his side But the jealous king 
only simulated slumber. The sight of the ring on the soldier’s fin- 
ger roused his wrath, and it was only with difficulty that he re- 
strained his hand from his sword. However, instead of shedding blood, 
he drew the ring from the young man’s finger and threw it into 
the river; then in a little while he wakened him and ordered him 
to go home with his companions The soldier obeyed, and never dis- 
covered the loss of the ring till he had entered his own house. 

On Roderick’s return from the hunt the queen came forth and 
saluted him m her usual manner; but to her greeting he replied 
nothing save a continuous stream of threat, contempt and reproach. 
With flashing eyes and menacing countenance he demanded the ring 
which had been entrusted to her keeping Languoreth said she had 
It laid up in a casket, whereupon, in the presence of the courtiers, 
Roderick commanded her to bring it to him with all haste. Much per- 
turbed, the queen now sent a messenger to the soldier, telling him 
what had happened, and begging him to return the ring at once. The 
youth sent back word that he had lost the ring, he knew not where, 
and made haste to leave the court in fear of the king’s vengeance. 

When Languoreth still delayed, making show of seeking here and 
there, the king’s fury escaped all bounds. He kept on calling her 
an adulteress, and broke into curses, saying “God do to me, and 
more also, if I do not judge you according to the law of adulterers 
and condemn you to a most disgraceful death You have neglected 
the king your lawful spouse, and have clung to a young wanton in 
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secret. But I will act openly, so that your shame and ignominy may 
be manifest under the sun." 

When the king had said this, and much more m a like strain, the 
courtiers prayed for some delay, but only with difficulty could they 
persuade him to grant a respite of three days You can imagine how 
Languoreth’s guilty conscience was tormenting her by this time. 
Through the inspiration of the Lord she hit upon a wise expedient: 
She sent a most faithful messenger to St Kentigern, revealing the 
whole matter, and urgently praying him to deliver her from her 
strait. She begged that he would intercede with the king on her 
behalf, since there was nothing so weighty that the king could or 
ought to deny him 

The saintly bishop, instructed by virtue from on high, knew the 
whole story from point to point before Languoreth’s messenger ar- 
rived. So, when he came, the holy man ordered him to take a hook 
and go to the banks of the river Clud, cast the hook into the stream, 
and bring back straightway the first fish that was caught and taken 
out of the water 

As the man was bidden, so he did To St Kentigern he brought back 
a large fish of the variety commonly known as salmon The saint 
ordered it to be gutted in his presence, and when that had been 
done, he found in the fish’s belly the ring in question. This he at once 
sent to the queen by her messenger 

When Languoreth saw the ring, I assure you that her heart was 
filled with joy and her mouth with thanksgiving, her grief was turned 
to happiness, and the expectation of death into a dance of exulta- 
tion She rushed into the hall, and in the sight of all his court, re- 
turned to Roderick the ring which he had demanded. 

At this turn of events the king and his court were sorry for the 
injuries which the queen had suffered, and Roderick, on his knees, 
humbly besought her pardon, swearing that he would inflict severe 
punishment, or even death or exile, on her slanderers, if she wished 
It But Languoreth, wisely considering the role she had to play, asked 
only that he show mercy to her accuser, and put away resentment 
against herself. So the king and queen were restored to peace and 
mutual love. 

As soon after this as she could get away, Languoreth betook her- 
self to the man of God, and confessing her guilt, made satisfaction 
therefor according to his advice She carefully corrected her life, and 
kept her feet from similar falls in the future. 

Languoreth never revealed the truth of these matters to anyone 
so long as the king lived, but after his death she told the story to 
anyone who wished to know it. 
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“I am sorry,” said Mannyng, “if my talc of Gregory has in any 
way given offence. But I should think this cosmopolitan company 
would be as charitable of heart as was the abbot who nourished 
up the foundhng m spite of what he read in the ivory tablets. I 
daresay, however, that you gentlemen have allowed your attention 
to rest too heavily on the story’s purely secular elements ” 

“That IS a fault of judgment which it is very easy to make,” said 
William of Wykeham, “and is made, not only by laymen, but 
also by those of supposedly holy and religious life I could illustrate 
from my own personal experience, but I prefer to tell you about 
a hermit who w.is of considerably different kidney from either St Paul 
on the Rock or St Gregory on the Rock.” 


56 THE HERMIT AND THE OUTLAW 

Willtam of Wy\ekam 

I will tell you of two brothers who hved in times past and what 
happened to them, according to common report One of the brothers 
was an arrant thief, a wild outlaw who took delight in robbing 
and reiving The other was a good hermit, dressed in grey, who 
lived in the wild wood shaw and went barefoot, and, for the love 
of God, he wore a hair shirt to bite and irritate his skin Never 
would he come to town to hold converse with man or woman and 
thus perchance be led to sin, as do hermits nowadays These latter- 
day ascetics reck not what they say, nor in what manner they enter 
upon sin The world is full of examples of the manners of men 
and women who do not avoid evil-doing 
As regards the outlaw, who lay in wait in the wood to slay men: 
One Good Friday he observed a great crowd of folk passing bare- 
foot by the way. and their unshod condition aroused his curiosity 
Among them he saw a woman, barefoot like the rest as a sign of 
contrition for her sins “Stop,” he said, “I will kill you at once unless 
you stand still ” “Sir,” said she, “for God’s sake do me no shame 
or evil I have been a sinful woman for thirty-three winters and 
more, for I was the commonest wench in the land ” 

“Tell me,” said the outlaw, “I command you, why you and the 
other passers-by are going barefoot ” “Sir,” said the woman, “I will 
tell you It was on this clay that the Jews killed Christ so that you 
and I might be saved He who forsakes his folly and beseeches 
Christ for mercy shall attain heaven’s bliss.” 

“Woman, your courteous words persuade me to wend to church 
with you to find out what men do there, for by Him who made 
the world, I have not heard God’s service in the last twenty years. I 
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never had any desire to hear mass or learn any goodness, but have 
been living continuously in the forest Even though I might be 
seized and hanged, I will go to church with you and hear God’s 
service.” 

As the outlaw stood in the church he looked about him as though 
amazed, for he thought it wonderful He went to the altar and leaned 
on his bow, and while he stood there he had a religious experience. 

The vicar approached and showed him by means of an example 
that if he would abandon his evil way of life and do penance, he 
also might be saved. 

“Sir vicar,” said the outlaw, “tdl me what the penance shall be. 
But impose nothing severe, for if you do, I warn you I will not per- 
form it It has always been my principle to lead an easy-going 
life” 

“Ah, my son, you must go barefoot and wool-clothed for seven 
years ” 

“Nay,” said the outlaw, “that I will never do if I never get to 
heaven.” 

“God forbid. Can you fast on bread and water?” 

“No, indeed, I never could; death would be more welcome to me 
than to hear any more about that.” 

“Then you must say a paternoster and an ave every day for re- 
mission of your sins” 

“By St JohnI 1 know neither paternoster nor avemaria, I have no 
idea how to begin ” 

“Can you endure no distress? Some penance you must needs per- 
form if you will win heaven. Since you are still a young man, go 
on a pilgrimage, cither the greater or a lesser.” 

“I cannot make a pilgrimage, for I have no money, and I know 
not how to beg I would rather smite off my head than go begging 
my bread of any man or woman” 

The vicar turned toward the cross and so earnestly did he pray 
that the tears ran from his eyes “Lord,” said he, “Lord who hast 
gained all this world, what is your advice in this matter? Suffer 
not this man to be lost!” 

“Sir vicar,” said the outlaw, "good-bye. I sec very well that nothing 
can help me You have wasted your time, for there is no penance 
I can do though I should be damned.” 

“Son, listen to me: you may yet be saved by God’s grace. Tell 
me truly, what thing do you most hate to do?” 

“Sir, as I hope for health, the truth of the matter is that drinking 
water is the thing most distasteful to me. Ever since I was a sucklmg 
my body would never endure water under any circumstances.” 
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“Son, whatever may befall, for remission of your sms, drink no 
water today and I will freely assoil you If you abide by this article 
1 will demand no other penance.” 

“Sir, I will faithfully perform the penance you have imposed. 
I will drink no water today even to save myself from shame or death.” 

“Good-bye, my son, turn your thoughts to God and implore his 
mercy. Go m Christ’s name” 

“Farewell; God knows when we shall meet again.” 

Now give ear to a wonderful thing, soon after the outlaw left 
the church he was put to the test. He had gone hardly a mile when 
he was seized by such a thirst that he thought he was burning up. 
He would lever have drunk a draught than owned all the goods 
in the world, so keen was his craving. 

Now as he walked along the street he met a wench who seemed 
to him a proper girl She bore a ]ar on her head, and the clear 
fresh water was running over the brim. “Girl,” said the outlaw, 
“I am sore athirst. If that is water you are carrying, set down your 
pot right here.” “Sir,” said the girl pleasantly, “you may drink as much 
as you like.” 

The outlaw took the pot and would have drunk, but then he 
remembered his penance and shrank back “Lord,” said he, “whence 
comes this craving of mine^ Young or old, I have never liked water, 
and now I would rather have a draught than all the gold in the 
world Sull, though I die, I will drink no drop” 

Then he left the girl standing there with her pot In reality it 
was the devil who had sought to tempt him By God’s grace he was 
prevented from drinking Down the street went the penitent, and 
there another wench met him She had a pot in her hand and also 
a good cup. “Girl,” said the oudaw, “whither go you'*” “Sir,” she 
said, “why do you ask? If it is a drink of water you want, here it 
IS, and there is none finer anywhere.” She filled a cup and handed 
It to him But the outlaw remembered the vicar and refused it. Thus 
did the devil tempt him a second time. “O good LordI” cried the 
outlaw, “how IS this? I have such a thirst it seems to me my heart 
will break However, though it do, I will drink no water.” 

So he fared on for something less than a furlong in bitter distress. 
On the way he came to a fountain at which a girl was filling a pot 
with clear water By this time he was so weak and faint that he 
could hardly stand. The thirst had so mastered him that he could 
barely speak, and he thought his heart would break. He dragged 
himself to the edge of the well and looked at the water. He saw 
the maid filling her can and cried out for a drink. The girl filled 
a dish and bade him drink deep. That old shrew the devil was a 
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cunning one, was he not? Then, right at the edge of the well, the 
oudaw thought of the knife hanging at his side He undid a sleeve 
and slashed a vein of his arm so that the warm blood gushed out. 
There he drank his own blood, and it seemed to him that it did 
him much good. 

But the outlaw’s wound was deep and wide, and he bled copiously. 
He was not able to staunch the blood So sorely did he bleed that 
It was finally clear to him that he must die. So he fell on his 
knees and cried “Jesus mercy* Grace, O Lord whom Mary bore! 
Do not suffer my soul to be lost, if it please Thee ” Thus he prayed 
till he fell to the ground dead Hereupon, out of the bliss of heaven 
came more angels that I can tell with tongue Blithely and joyfully 
they took up the outlaw’s soul, leaving his body lying at the brink 
of the well 

In their flight the angels passed by his brother’s hermitage, and he, 
when he heard the angels’ song and saw his brother among them, 
fell to his knees and cried “O Lord, what is the meaning of this 
joy and honour which is now enjoyed by that brother of mine who 
never did anything good in all his life, but only woe and sin? In 
my opinion I live too long, or else God does me injustice m allow- 
ing him to win heaven, whereas I suffer pain and distress, going 
barefoot, and fasting on bread and water It seems to me a great 
wonder that he can get to heaven before I do, for all his life he 
was a bad one, dcfouling maul and wife without ceasing his live- 
long day. I will stop being a hermit and be an outlaw I will throw 
away my grey habit and hair shirt I will rob and slay and get to 
heaven as my brother does That is the best course for me.” 

Thus did the hermit repine against God Whereupon straightway 
came an angel to him and said. “Sir hermit, I assure you that your 
brother suffered more today than you have suffered in all your life. 
Today he abandoned his sinful ways, and was shriven clean by the 
vicar who imposed penance on him In order that he might keep 
his word to the vicar and duly observe his penance, he killed him- 
self His body, with knife in hand, lies beside such and such a well 
Take good care, O hermit, that you do not prevent him from being 
given Christian burial, for he is a martyr As for you, continue your 
life as you began it; be a forthnght and good man; do not be 
astonished at God’s might, for His mercy is ever ready for those 
who pray to Him.” Then the angel departed 

The hermit left his cell and went to the vicar. “Sir,” said he, “for 
chanty’s sake, give me leave to tell you privately of a wonderful 
happenmg I had a brother, a bold outlaw, but just now an angel 
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told me that his body lies dead beside such and such a well, and 
that his soul has gone to heaven” 

“Such a man came to me today,” replied the vicar. “I remember 
him. Let us go together to seek his mortal remains ” 

Then the hermit and the vicar sought up hill and down dale till 
they found the outlaw’s corpse lying under a linden tree by the brink 
of the fountain. They perceived the knife in his hand, and saw that 
his mouth was all bloody, wherefor the vicar understood that he had 
drunk his own blood 

“He must have killed himself to abide by the conditions of his 
shrift,” said the vicar “Let us thank God and Mary.” 

Afterwards they brought the body to church and sang masses, for 
the outlaw was worthy thereof 

Thus did the outlaw win heaven And from that out the hermit 
was a good man, as the angel had bidden him be, and after some 
years, when he made his end, angels bore his soul to heaven's eternal 
bliss 

God grant us in our life grace to shrive ourselves of our sins and 
perform our penance equally devoutly. 

“Why didn’t he drink wine or ale^” inquired Peter Bell 

Wykeham looked at his questioner glumly “I suppose he had no 
imagination,” he replied; “nor were English outlaws trained in schools 
of casuistry, as a rule.” 

“I must say,” spoke up Sturla the Lawman, “that you seem to 
have a very peculiar idea of what constitutes an outlaw Among 
us of the North the man you describe would be considered not an 
outlaw but a professional reiver and murderer. With us there was 
the greater and the lesser outlawry The latter, called fforbaugsgarpr, 
was a punishment of three years’ exile for torts, minor felonies and 
misdemeanours, or an avowed man-slaying, the former, called st{6g- 
gangr, was a punishment of twenty years’ banishment for unde- 
clared manslaughter, that is, murder, during which time the outlawed 
man wore the wolf’s head and might be killed, like a wolf, by any 
member of the social group with impunity If he outlived his twenty 
years’ exile, it was considered that he had expiated his crime, and 
was received again into society. I should say that your outlaw be- 
longs to neither of these classes, for society could lay hands on him 
at any time, and he mingled freely with the folk In our annals I 
recall only the case of Horth, who, with his brother Geir, became 
the leader of a band of lawless men somewhat like your Robin Hood 
or Gamclyn But among Icelanders the outlawry of Grettir and 
Gish more nearly illustrates the temper of our law Somewhat simi- 
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lar, though with romantic aspects, was an outlawing that took 
place in Norway during the reign of Earl Hakon Sigurdsson.” 

“I think I recall those circumstances,” said Sigmund Brestison, “if 
It IS the case of my father-in-law which you have in mind.” 

“That IS It,” answered Sturla. 

“Once upon a time,” said lolo Goch, “I knew a gallant prince 
and honourable gentleman upon whom the sentence of outlawry was 
unjustly passed so that he had to become an outlaw in fact. For 
nearly fifteen years he struggled in vain to make Wales independent 
of Henry Bolingbroke All Wales could not have provided a more 
splendid monument to the great patriot than was Mt Snowdon, where 
he died, nor any more fitting epitaph than the memory of him 
which all Welshmen bear in their hearts He was my friend. I should 
listen gladly to any account of other brave men in similar heroic 
and distressed circumstances ” 

“Such matters touch me very near also,” said Eustace the Monk. 
“May we hear your story i”’ 

“It IS more romantic than heroic,” answered Sigmund, “but I will 
tell It as It was told to me ” 


57. THE OUTLAWING OF THORKEL DRYFROST 

Stgmund Brestison 

The circumstances whereby my cousin Thon and I came to Nor- 
way need not be told here, for they are connected with the story 
of Thrond of Gate as recorded in the Flatcy Book It is enough to 
say that about the time our fathers were slain at Dimun in the 
Faroes, Harald Grayfell, the king of Norway, was dethroned, and the 
realm was taken by Earl Hakon Sigurdson Now since our money 
had come to an end, and since our fathers had served the earl in 
their time, we thought it might be to our behoof to seek Hakon 
out in the north 

We left the Vik, where Rafn had harboured us two winters. I 
was twelve and Tbori was fourteen years old First we went to the 
Uplands, then across Heidmark, and north to Dofrafell It was win- 
ter when we got there, and we were ignorant of the way, yet we 
determined to go forward, for there was no advantage in stopping 
or in going back We fared badly and went astray, and at last both 
our food and our strength were exhausted I was the stronger, and 
carried Thon on my back for a time Finally, one evening, we came 
upon a little house in a dale, and went into it In the room were 
two women, one of mature age, the other a young girl, and both 
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were very fair. They received us kindly, gave us ury clothes and 
food, and found a place for us to sleep. When the goodman, Ulf, 
came home, he grumbled somewhat But next morning he was m 
a better humour, and s.iid we might stay if we liked. 

So we took up our lodging with Ulf, his wife Ragnhild, and his 
daughter Thurid. We could not have been better treated by our 
own fathers and mothers. And I stayed all the more gladly for 
Thund’s sake 

When I was eighteen years old and Thori twenty, we decided 
that It was time for us to go away, for my father had often said 
that a man’s life is a poor thing unless he has experience of the ways 
of other men. Our foster-father said that it should be as we wished. 
He had new clothes made for us, and fitted us out with other things 
necessary for our journey. The two women took the parting much 
to heart, especially the younger one 

Ulf accompanied us on our way over Dofrafell until we came in 
sight of Orkadale Here we sat down to rest, and Ulf said he would 
like to know whom he had fostered, of what kin we were, and what 
had happened to us before he took us m. We told him how our 
fathers had been slain, and what part Thrond of Gate had had therein, 
and Ulf was very sorry. “Now, foster-father,” said I, “let us hear the 
tale of your life and what has happened in it.” 

“My story,” replied Ulf, “is of litdc consequence, but I will do as 
you ask — In Heidmark in the Uplands there dwelt a bonder whose 
name was Thoralf He was a man of great worth, and steward to 
the Upland king His wife’s name was Idun, and their daughter 
Ragnhild was reckoned among the fairest of women Not far away 
there lived a man called Steingnm a good bonder and well-to-do. 
His wife was called Thora, and their son Thorkel. 

“Steingnm’s son Thorkel was a hopeful lad, and well grown. 
In his boyhood his father had schooled him in athletic excrases, 
and so well had he taught him to shoot that he became an excellent 
marksman. Every winter when the frost took, and ice lay on the 
water, Thorkel would he out in the woods with certain of his com- 
panions to hunt wild beasts. Since Thorkel occupied himself thus 
during the season of frost, he was given the surname Dryfrost. 

“Now one day Thorkel came to talk with his father, and said 
that he wished to marry, if Steingnm could arrange the match for 
him with Thoralf’s daughter Ragnhild. Steingnm said he was aiming 
high. Nevertheless, father and son went to see Thoralf and asked for 
Ragnhild in marriage The steward replied that he expected to 
bestow his daughter on a man of more worship than Thorkel. So 
the parley came to naught, and father and son fared home again. 
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“Not long after this Thorkcl learned that the steward was away 
from home on business connected with his office. Taking one of his 
companions he went by night where Ragnhild was sleeping, took 
her up, and bore her away home with him Steingnm was not well 
pleased by this deed. He said that Thorkel had got a stone that was 
too heavy for him, and that he would not have him there unless he 
took the girl back home. When Thorkel was unwilling to do that, 
Steingnm bade him go his ways So the young man took Ragnhild 
and eleven of his men, and lodged out in the wood. 

“Now when Thoralf came home and was aware of these tidings, 
he gathered men till there were a hundred. He went to Steingrun’s 
and bade him yield up his son and restore Ragnhild into his hands. 
Steingnm said the young people were not there, whereupon Thoralf 
ransacked every building in the homestead, but found not what he 
sought Afterward he and his men proceeded to the wood and searched 
there, dividing the task between all the men so that there were thirty 
men in Thoralf’s party 

“It happened one day that Thoralf saw twelve men in the wood 
and a woman with them, and made for them. Thorkel saw him 
coming and prepared to defend himself Thoralf attacked at once, 
but Thorkel and his fellows fought manfully, and the upshot of 
the contest was that Thoralf lost twelve men and Thorkel seven. The 
steward got his death wound in that encounter, and was borne home 
by his men Ragnhild went with them Thorkel and his four com- 
panions went home to Steingnm, who kept them hidden till they 
had recovered from their wounds. But Thoralf died of his wound 
at his homestead 

“After these happenings the Upland folk summoned a Thing, 
and made Thorkcl Dry frost an outlaw, for it was said that it was 
he who had slain Thoralf The other four men were allowed to pay 
wergild It was, of course, impossible for Steingnm to harbour a 
wolf’s head, but he told Thorkel about a cave in the cliffs by the 
river, known to him alone. So Thorkel took food and hid there while 
the search for him was at its height But that kind of life seemed 
dull to the young man after a while One night he left the cave, 
made his way to Thoralf’s homestead, and carried away Ragnhild 
a second time, making for the woods and fells. 

“And here,” concluded Ulf, “I made my dwelling, and here I have 
been ever since with Ragnhild my wife; it has been eighteen winters, 
and that is the age of my daughter Thurid. Thus have I told you the 
story of my life, for Thorkel is my right name ” 

I thanked my foster-father for his story, and confessed, too, that 
his fosterage had been worse repaid than he deserved, since Thurid 
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had confided to me that she was with child Then I asked him not 
to give her in marriage to any other man, for I meant to have her 
for my wife, or no other woman “1 have long known that there 
was love between you and the girl,” answered Thorkel, “but I would 
not forbid it. My daughter could not marry a better man. But this 
1 will ask of you, Sigmund if you ever find favour with any chief, 
that you bring me to a reconciliation with my countrymen, for I 
have become very tired of this wilderness.” I said that I would surely 
do so And I kept my word, for when I reached Earl Hakon, and 
laid my case before him, and had spent two winters in expeditions 
of one sort or another, I became so intimate with him as to be chosen 
member of his body-guard Then at the All-Thing in the spring the 
earl, at mv request, caused the sentence of outlawry to be lifted from 
Thorkel Dryfrost, and had him removed from the fell, for the twenty 
years provided by law had now expired Thorkel stayed with the 
earl the following winter, having with him his wife Ragnhild, his 
daughter Thurid, and Thurid’s child Thora Later I took Thurid 
and Thora with me to the Faroes 

“I think,” said Hallfred Vandraethaskald, “that Earl Hakon de- 
serves praises for m.iny things, especially for the crushing of the 
Jomsberg vikings, but dispraise for others Not only was he a master- 
ful man, often meddling with the bonders’ wives, but also, he did 
not profess the true faith During his reign the trolls and the imps 
had an easy time of it in Norway But all that was changed when 
Olaf Tryggvison came. — I remember that once King Olaf came to 
Naumudale, and laid up his ships there while waiting for a favour- 
able wind south. One evening some of his men wandered out of 
camp on business of their own In the course of their walk they 
spied a party of fiends sitting round a fire in a cavern, and over- 
heard them lamenting the evils occasioned by the rising tide of Chris- 
tianity One fiend, so he said, while attempting to injure King Olaf’s 
men in wrestling, had been squeezed nearly to extinction by King 
Olaf himself Another, who had visited the king’s bedchamber in the 
guise of a woman, had had his skull fractured by a heavy book which 
Olaf threw at him ” 

“Hal” exclaimed William atte Pole, “I now see some justification 
for books, even bad ones, such as the Topography of Ireland, or the 
Mtrotr des Histones" 

“St Brandan would have loved the man who threw the book,” 
said Adamnan. “You remember that the devils complained bitterly 
of him when he warded off their torture from Judas on the rock, 
and that their complaints and remonstrances were unavailing” 



“You may be interested,” said Dick O the Cow, “in knowing what 
happened to my brother, a poor farmer living near Semprmgham.” 
“Is your tale of mirth or of wit?” asked Wykeham. 

“You shall judge,” answered Dick. 


58. THE devils’ conclave 

Dtc\ O the Cow 

There was a poor husbandman whose cow grazed abroad in the 
fields all day and used to come home to the byre without fail every 
night. But a mischance happened to her, for Friar Rush fell upon 
her and slew her where she stood in the field 

When the poor man saw that his cow did not come home at her 
usual time nor long afterwards, he thought that all might not be 
well with the beast, so he went out in search of her He wandered 
through one field after another till finally he found half his cow. 
The other half was clean gone, and she had been so exactly divided 
into two parts that it seemed to him the operation could not have 
been performed but by the hand of man, for if any wild beasts had 
done It, they would have spoiled the flesh. So he turned sadly home- 
ward But before he had gone half the distance, the night had become 
so dark that he could not see his way, and he wandered at a loss, 
for he could see no house. At last he came to a hollow tree, and 
there he sat down, thinking to take his rest there for the remainder 
of the night. 

It seemed to him that he had scarcely settled himself in the tree 
when he was wakened by a fearful uproar and outcry; peering out 
he saw something that made him tremble with fright, for round 
about the tree was an assembly of many fiends, who were silting and 
arguing one with the other. And as he looked, he saw sitting in a 
chair one who impressed him as being fouler in face and tearing 
than the others This personage bade all the other demons give a 
reckoning of the deeds in which they had been engaged. 

“You, fellow,” he said, “what have you been doing?” “I,” said 
the fiend, “was at a wedding, where I did a foul deed, for by my 
strength of hand I slew both the wife and the husband; and in addi- 
tion to that I caused all the guests to quarrel so that they set about 
killing one another.” 

The master fiend looked at him askance and set his tale at naught. 
“How long did it take you to do that?” he asked “Only a twelve- 
month,” replied the other. “For that evil deed you shall have evil 
thanks and a beating to boot,” said the master fiend. 
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Then he called another, and with flashing eyes asked him violently: 
“Where have you been?” "I have been on the sea,” replied the other 
demon, “where 1 have caused much sorrow to men. I have ruined ships 
without number in storm and tempest — twenty thousand at least.” 
“I daresay,” said the devil. “How long were you at it?” “Seven winters 
all together,” replied the fiend 

This answer put the master fiend into such a bad humour that he 
ordered the ship-wrecking imp to be flogged. 

Now a third demon was brought before the master as he sat there, 
and Satan asked him where he had been and what he had done. 
He said that he had been in the desert, labouring to stir a hermit 
to sin, but that the holy man had always been so steadfast and virtu- 
ous that It had given him the greatest difficulty to induce him to 
commit fornication just a few nights ago 

“How long were you engaged in so beguiling him?” asked the 
master. “Forty winters,” replied the imp On hearing this the devil 
was mightily pleased; he rose from his chair and kissed his mimon, 
and set a crown on his head. “Come and sit beside me,” he said, “for 
you are worthy of that honour, and have won my love.” 

After this, other fiends made their reports, and it was well for 
them, for the master devil was now in such a good humour that he 
found little to cavil at. 

“What have you done for us?” he asked one called Beelzebub. 
"Sir,” said Beelzebub, “I have caused strife and debate to fall be- 
tween brother and brother in so much that one has slain the other.” 
“That is well done,” said Satan, “and you shall be well rewarded 
for your labour.” Then he called another named Incubus and inquired 
what he had done. “Sir,” said Incubus, “I have caused great debate 
and strife to fall between two lords, through which they have had 
great wars, and many men have been slain ” “You are a true ser- 
vant to us,” said the master devil, “and shall be well rewarded for 
your trouble Noirpeil,” said he to another fiend, “what have you 
done for us?” “Sir,” replied Noirpeil, “I have been among the players 
at dice and cards, and I have caused them to swear many great 
oaths, and one to slay the other.” “That was well done,” said the 
master, “and you shall be well guerdoned for your toil.” Now an- 
other imp came forward and said: “Sir, I have caused two old women 
to fight so sorely together, and so to beat one another about the head 
that their eyes flew out.” “That was well done,” said Satan, “and 
you shall have great thanks for your labour.” 

So It went till near cock-crow. At the faintest hint of day the 
demons broke up their assembly to scatter abroad in the world to 
finish and make an end of the enterprises they had in hand. When 
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the poor fanner sitting in the tree saw that they had gone, he re- 
joiced in his heart, for he had shivered all night in fear and dread 
lest they perceive him. At the first streak of dawn he clambered 
down as well as he was able for fright and cold, and made his way 
home. 

“I recall those circumstances,” said Robert Mannyng “I related the 
affair m my Manual under the authority of Saint Gregory.” 

“You say,” said Sir John Hawkins, addressing Hallfred the Trou- 
blesome Poet, “that King Olaf lay becalmed for a time at Naumu- 
dale I have been much astonished that Fulk Fitzwann never had 
any trouble to speak of on his various voyages, and I have been par- 
ticularly amazed that St Brandan, though he once put in for re- 
paus, was never broken up during the seven years he was on the 
sea. Certainly such luck was remarkable.” 

“God was with him,” said Adamnan. 

“If Fulk ever suffered shipwreck, the history fails to mention it,” 
said Leland. 

“I had a good ship-master,” said Fulk. 

“Sir John is right,” interposed Master Wace. “Seafaring is seldom 
without hazard, nor has the length of the voyage anything to do 
with Its good or bad fortune I will illustrate, not from a saint’s life 
nor from a romance, if you will hear me.” 

“Tell on,” said Ponce de Leon. 

59. THE WHITE SHIP 

Master Wace 

King Henry I, by Matilda, had a son named William. With the 
fondest hope and surpassing care he was educated and destined to 
the succession. To him, when scarcely twelve years of age, all the 
free men of England and Normandy, of every rank and condition, 
and under fealty to whatsoever lord, were obliged to submit them- 
selves by homage and by oath. While still a boy, too, he was betrothed 
to and received in wedlock Matilda, the daughter of Fulco, Earl of 
Anjou, who was herself scarcely nubile As her dower his father- 
in-law bestowed upon him the county of Maine Moreover, Fulco, 
when he set out for Jerusalem, committed his earldom to King Henry 
on the understanding that it should be restored to him if he returned, 
and if not, it should go to his son-in-law. By the exertions of his 
father-in-law, also, and of other relatives. King Louis of France was 
induced to concede to him, on his doing homage, the legal posses- 
sion of Normandy. Thus many provinces looked forward to the gov- 



288 MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

ernance of this boy, for it was supposed that the prediction of King 
Edward would be verified in him, and it was said that now it might 
be expected that the hopes of England, like the tree cut down, would 
through this youth again blossom and bring forth fruit, and thus 
put an end to her sufferings So, through the indulgence of his father, 
the young prince, now about seventeen years old, possessed every- 
thing but the name of king. 

In discussing and peaceably setthng these matters King Henry 
spent four years in Normandy, and when affairs had been satisfac- 
torily concluded, he decided to return to England. Accordingly, a 
large fleet was fitted out in the harbour of Barfleur, and the gal- 
lant company who were to sail with the king having assembled, 
Henry and his attendants embarked in the first watch of the night, 
with the south wind blowing. They hoisted sail and put out to sea, 
and in the morning those to whom God permitted it embraced the 
shore of England 

Now I must tell you that before the king sailed he was approached 
by a certain manner named Thomas, who said “Sire, my father was 
Stephen, the son of Airard, and during his whole life he served 
your father as a mariner It was he who, in his own ship, conveyed 
your father, William the Conqueror, to England when he crossed 
the sea to make war on Harold In services of this description he 
was employed by your father as long as he lived, and gave him 
such satisfaction that he honoured him with liberal rewards Now, 
my lord king, I ask you to employ me in the same service, for 1 
have a vessel, called the White Ship, fitted out in the best manner, 
and perfectly adapted to receive a royal retinue” 

To this the king replied “I grant your request, but I have already 
selected a ship that suits me, and I shall not change However, I en- 
trust to you my sons, William and Richard, whom 1 love as myself, 
with many of the nobility of my realm." 

When Thomas made known this decision the mariners were in 
great glee. They approached the prince, and with fair words asked 
him to give them something to drink William gave orders that they 
should have three muids No sooner was the wine delivered to them 
than they held a great drinking-bout, and pledging their comrades 
in full cups, indulged too much and became intoxicated 

By King Henry’s command many barons with their sons waited 
to embark with William in the White Ship — about three hundred 
souls in all The crew consisted of fifty experienced rowers, besides 
an armed marine force These latter were very disorderly, for as soon 
as they got aboard they insolently took possession of the rowers’ 
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benches; and being very drunk, forgot their station and scarcely 
paid respect to anyone. 

Now, though It was night, these imprudent youths, overwhelmed 
with liquor, launched the vessel from the shore, driving away with 
contempt and shouts of laughter the priests who came to bless them. 
Besides the king’s treasure and some casks of wine, there was no 
cargo on board, but only passengers. They urged Thomas to use 
his utmost endeavour to overtake the royal fleet He, in his drunken 
folly, confiding in his seamanship and in the skill of his crew, boasted 
that he would soon leave behind him all the ships that had started 
earlier. He gave the signal some seized the oars without delay, while 
others joyously handled the ropes and sails; and they made the ship 
rush through the water at a great rate Swifter than the winged arrow 
flew the White Ship, sweeping the rippling surface of the deep. 

Not far from Barfleur there was a great rock, left dry every day 
when the tide was out, but covered over at high water. Now as the 
drunken rowers exerted themselves to the utmost in pulling the oars, 
the luckless pilot steered at random and got the ship out of its due 
course. The starboard bow of the White Ship struck violently on 
that huge rock. 

In the greatest consternation the sailors immediately ran on deck, 
and with loud outcry got ready their boat-hooks, endeavouring for 
a considerable time to force the vessel off, but Fortune resisted and 
frustrated their every effort Several planks had been shattered by 
the collision, and the prow hung immovably fixed Some of the crew 
were washed overboard, others were drowned by the water which 
]x>ured into the cracked vessel. A few, however, succeeded in launch- 
ing a small boat, and the prince was received into it. He might 
certainly have reached shore and been saved had not his sister, the 
Countess of Perche, now struggling with death m the larger craft, 
implored her brother’s assistance, shrieking out that he should not 
abandon her so barbarously Touched with pity, the prince ordered 
the boat to return so that he might rescue his sister; thereupon the 
skiff, overcharged by the multitudes that leaped into her, sank and 
buried all indiscriminately in the deep Thus did the unhappy youth 
meet his death through excess of affection 

Roger, Bishop of Coutances, whose son was aboard the White Ship, 
lingered on shore with some companions watching its departure. 
They, as well as the king and his suite — though they were a long 
way off at sea — heard the fearful cries of distress raised by the ship- 
wrecked crew and passengers; but they did not learn what caused 
the shrieks till the next day. 

Now there were two passengers of that ill-fated ship who seized 
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hold of the yard-arm from which the sail was set. They hung on to 
It during the greater part of the night in the hope that they would 
receive aid in some form or other. One of these men was a butcher 
of Rouen; the other was a young man of gentle birth named Geof- 
frey, the son of Gilbert de I’Aigle. 

Thomas, master of the vessel, after his Erst plunge into the sea, 
gamed fresh energy, and recovering his senses as his head rose above 
water, perceived the two men clinging to the yard-arm “What has 
become of the king’s soni*’’ he cried The sailors replied that the 
prince and all who were with him had perished. “Then,” said Thomas, 
“it is misery for me to live any longer.” And so saying, in utter 
despair, he abandoned himself to his fate, preferring to meet it at 
once rather than face the rage of the king in his wrath and sorrow 
for the loss of his children, or drag out his existence and expiate 
his crime in a dungeon 

Meanwhile Bcrold the butcher and Geoffrey, hanging by the yard- 
arm, called upon God to save them, and heartening one another 
waited in fearful anxiety for the end to which it should please Him 
to bring their misery. The night was bitterly cold and frosty, so that 
the young Geoffrey, after fearful suffering from the seventy of the 
weather, lost his power of endurance, and commending his com- 
panion to God, sank into the sea and disappeared. Berold, however, 
the poorest man of all the company, was wearing a sheepskin dress, 
and was the only one among so many who survived till the dawn 
of another day In the morning three fishermen took him into their 
skiff, and so he reached land When he had revived a little, he re- 
lated the particulars of the sad event to a crowd of anxious inquirers. 
He himself hved in good health for twenty years longer 

The melancholy news of the shipwreck was soon spread by the 
common people along both shores, and finally came to the cars of 
Theobald, Count of Blois, and other lords of Henry’s court; but for 
that day no one ventured to make the circumstances known to the 
king, who was m a state of great anxiety, and was making constant 
inquiries The nobles shed many tears in private, and were incon- 
solable for the loss of their friends and relatives; but m the king’s 
presence, hard as it was to do so, they concealed their grief, lest its 
cause should be discovered. 

On the next day following, by a well-devised plan of Count Theo- 
bald, a boy came and threw himself at the king’s feet, weeping bit- 
terly. When he was questioned as to the cause of his sorrow, the 
king learned from him about the wreck of the White Ship So sud- 
den was the shock, and so severe the king’s anguish, that he instantly 
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fell to the ground; only when he had been conducted to his chani' 
ber did he give full vent to his feehngs 

When the grief of their sovereign became evident, the servants 
of the crown no longer strove to conceal their own sorrow, and 
their lamentations continued for many days The people, also, mourned 
for William the Aethling, whom they considered the lawful heir to 
the throne of England, and who had thus suddenly perished with 
the flower of the highest nobility On him was fastened not only 
his father’s love, but the people’s hopes. 

No shipwreck ever occasioned so much sorrow to England; none 
was ever so widely celebrated throughout the world. Together with 
the prince perished his half-brother Richard, whom a woman of rank 
had borne to the king, his sister, the Countess of Perche, as I have 
said; and the king’s niece, the Countess of Chester. Indeed, in that dis- 
aster there perished almost every person of consequence about the 
court, whether knight or chaplain, or young nobleman traimng up to 
arms. And it is said that among those who were lost were no fewer 
than eighteen females who were either daughters, sisters, nieces or 
wives of kings and carls. For all the nobility eagerly hastened from all 
quarters, expecting no small addition to their reputation if they could 
either amuse or show their devotion to the young prince. 

The calamity was augmented by the difficulty of recovering the 
bodies. Various persons sought them along the shore, but in vain; 
delicate as they were, they became food for the monsters of the sea. 
Only the bodies of Earl Richard, and several others — ^identiBed by 
those who recognized their clothes — were found some days after the 
wreck, cast ashore far from the spot where the vessel had broken up. 

This disaster took place on the 25th of November in the year 1120. 

“I remember that tragedy,” said Henry of Huntingdon “I used 
to see Prince William habited in robes of silk interwoven with gold, 
surrounded by troops of attendants and guards, and with almost 
celestial splendour But when I observed the excessive state in which 
he lived, and especially his own headstrong pride, I had misgivings 
of future calamity. This pampered prince, said 1 to myself, is destined 
for hell-fire He, in his proud eminence, gloried in the thought of 
his future earthly kingdom But God said Not so, unrighteous man, 
not so The people of England sympathized, indeed, with the king 
in his sorrow, but you have exaggerated, I think, their grief for the 
prince himself, just as you have drawn a kindly veil over his more 
loathsome vices” 

“What you say is probably true,” sard John Stow, “for I have read 
somewhere that Prince William used to boast openly how he would 
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treat the Enghsh if he ever came to rule over them: He said he 
would make them pull at the plough like oxen. No people has cause 
to love such a prince in his lifetime, nor to lament overmuch at his 
death ” 

“There were no oxen at Runnimede on June 15, 1215,” stated 
Wichf. 

“If,” asked Peter Bell, “Roger of Coutanccs was standing on the 
shore and heard the cries of the sinking passengers, why did he not 
send out a boat, or boats, to investigate'*” 

“You remind me,” said William of Newburgh, “of the parishioner 
who asked St Augustine what God did when he had finished mak- 
ing the world " 

“And what did He do?” 

“He created hell for people who ask foolish questions ” 

“It seems to me that Peter’s question is not so foolish,” said Sig- 
mund Brestison; “but if it is accounts of disaster through wind and 
wave that you want, I think the people of my race are as well quali- 
fied as any to speak Olaf Peacock the Icelander narrowly escaped, 
off the coast of Ireland, the fate which actually overtook your Har- 
old Godwinson on the coast of Ponthieu; and OlaPs son-in-law, 
Giermund Roar, sailed one night onto some hidden rocks near Stade, 
and he and all his crew perished On one occasion I myself made 
two attempts to set out from the Faroes with scat and dues for King 
Olaf, and twice my ship was beaten back and wrecked But occur- 
rences like these were so usual among us that we never paid them 
much heed, nor gave them special prominence in our records ” 

“Your remark about bearing scat to the king from the Faroes,” 
said Sighvat Skald, calls to mind the difhculty experienced by Olaf 
Haraldson in that business long after the incident to which you refer.” 

60. HOW OLAF HARALDSON GATHERED SCAT IN THE FAROES 

Sighvat Sl(ald 

About ten years after Olaf Haraldson had been king over Nor- 
way there came out of the Faroes at his invitation Gille the Lawman, 
Leif Ossurson and Thoralf of Dimun, together with many other 
bonders’ sons. When the Faroesc arrived in Norway the king called 
them to him in a conference and explained the purpose of the jour- 
ney which he had made them take, namely, that he would have scat 
from the Faroes, and also that the people there should be subject to 
the laws which the king would give them. 

At that mecung it appeared from the king’s words that he would 
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make the men who had come out answerable, and would bind them 
by oath to put his wishes into effect He also offered to take into 
his service the men whom he considered most able, and bestow hon- 
our and friendship upon them At all events the Faroe men under- 
stood the king’s words so, namely, that they must dread the turn 
which the matter might take if they did not submit to all that the 
king desired. They held several meetings about the business, the up- 
shot of which was that the king’s wish prevailed Leif and Gille and 
Thoralf went into the king’s service and became his court-men There- 
after the Faroesc prepared to return home 

Now the king ordered a ship to be rigged, and manned it, and 
sent men to the Faroe Islands to receive the scat which the inhab- 
itants were to pay him It was late in the season before they were 
ready, but at last they set out And of their )ourney all that is to be 
told IS that they did not come back, and no scat either. 

When summer came, and no ship and no scat. King Olaf fitted 
out another vessel, manned it and sent it to the Faroes for the dues. 
They got under weigh and proceeded to sea But as little was ever 
heard of this ship as of the former one, and many conjectures were 
made about what had become of them. 

In the summer of 1026 a ship sailed from Norway for the Faroes 
with messengers bearing a verbal message from King Olaf that one 
of his court-men, Leif Ossurson or Lawman Gille or Thoralf of 
Dimun should come over to him from the islands When this mes- 
sage was delivered to the men whom it concerned, they met together 
to determine what might lie under it, and they came to the conclu- 
sion that the king wanted to inquire mto the real state of the event 
which some said had taken place upon the islands, namely, the failure 
and disappearance of the king’s earlier messengers, and the loss of 
two ships It was decided that Thoralf of Dimun should go to Nor- 
way in reply to the king’s summons. 

Not many hours after Thoralf had sailed it happened that Thrond 
of Gate went to the house of his brother Thorlak There he found 
his two nephews, Thord the Low and Sigurd, lounging at their ease. 
“Well, well,” said Thrond, “how tin es have changed! When I was 
a young man it was rare to find an able fellow sitting or lying at 
his ease, and even now it seems incredible that Thoralf of Dimun 
should appear more active and enterprising than the sons of Thorlak. 

I suppose the vessel I have in the boat-house will go to rot under 
Its tar And it seems too bad, I must say, that the storehouses should 
be full of wool which is neither used nor sold Young men give 
themselves great airs; but when there is anything difficult or im- 



294 MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

portant to do, it is still the old men who have to do it. Unfortu- 
nately, I am too old.” 

Sigurd sprang to his feet, saying that he would not endure 
Thrond’s ill language. He called to Thord and Gaut the Red, a 
relative of theirs, and with the servants they launched the vessel, 
loaded the cargo, and put to sea. All this was done so quickly that 
they overhauled Thoralfs ship and kept her in sight most of the 
course to Norway. Both vessels came to land off the Hennoe Islands 
one evening and cast anchor not far from each other 

That night Thoralf of Dimun and a companion went ashore for 
a certain purpose. When they were preparing to return to the ship, 
this IS what happened* A cloth was cast over the companion’s head 
and he was thrown into the sea; when he had disentangled himself 
and won back to shore, he found Thoralf with his head cloven down 
to his shoulders. 

Tidings of this matter were brought to King Olaf, whereupon he 
summoned the Faroe people of both vessels to a Thing. “I think,” he 
said, "that the motive for this deed must have been to prevent Thoralf 
from telling about the murder of my scat-gatherers” Sigurd offered 
to clear himself by the ordeal of the hot iron, and this was agreed to. 

That mght Sigurd remarked to his ship’s people that there was 
a stiff breeze blowing, and hoisted sail “Let Thrond bring his wool 
to market himself,” said he, “for I do not think I shall ever be com- 
ing to Norway again” 

“To my mind,” said Will Langland, “Olaf was well served. Let 
us be ruled, indeed, but by the hand of Justice, not of Tyranny." 

“By what right,” exclaimed Marsigho of Padua, “did Olaf stretch 
forth his arm to the islands of the sea and say to their free peoples; 
‘You and you shall pay me dues and tolls?’ Not by law, for the 
Faroese had made no law whereby money should be transferred from 
their pockets to Olaf’s. Any constraint otherwise placed upon them 
was illegal” 

“The strong king makes his own law,” growled Richard the Lion- 
heart. 

“You should have lived on to June 15, 1215,” answered Langland, 
“so that you might have been present at Runnimede, between Wind- 
sor and Staines.” 

“I,” said Fulk Fitzwann, “did hve to see that day.” 

“So did I,” said Earl Marshal. “I had lived through many vicis- 
situdes of war and peace and tangled statecraft without particularly 
feeling the hand of Time, though 1 was sixty-nine years old; but 
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the burdensome difficulties of the r61e I was forced to play as King 
John’s intermediary in those negotiations left me an old man.” 

“John learned indeed,” said Matthew Pans, “that no man, though 
a king, is stronger than Right. But that is a lesson which is soon 
forgotten, and requires to be taught over and over again. For one 
of the principles of Tyranny is that it is just for one to have more 
than all” 

“Affairs might have turned out differently for the Faroese,” said 
Snorri Sturlason, “had the islands been nearer at hand. It was by 
reason of our isolation that we Icelanders were once able to set Kmg 
Harald Gormson of Denmark at defiance But beware of the mailed 
fist when it is able to reach you! Eindndi Broadsole could tell you 
something about tyrants!” 

“We should be very glad if you would tell us,” said Eustace the 
Monk. 

“Very well,” agreed the historian. 


61 EINDRIDI BROADSOLE SHOOTS AT A MARK 

Snom Sturlason 

Towards the close of the spring that Leif Ericson went to Green- 
land, King Olaf Tryggvison was engaged in fitting out his ships off 
Nidaros When the work had got well under way, the king gave an 
entertainment for the men of his levy. There was considerable drink- 
ing, so that in the end both the king and his men were in the mer- 
riest of moods 

There was, of course, a great deal of talk about this and that, till 
finally the conversation turned to the subject of Christianity in Nor- 
way. Someone asked whether the whole lard was now Christian, and 
all the people baptized At this Olafs standard-bearer, Ulf the Red, 
spoke up. “I think that can hardly be the case,” he said; “and I should 
not be surprised if there were some unbaptized people not far from 
us” “Do you know what you are talking about?” asked the king “I 
have heard tales,” answered Ulf. “Don’t be vague,” said Olaf. “Well,” 
replied Ulf, “up in Thrandheim there is a man called Eindridi, nick- 
named Broadsole. He is young, handsome, free-handed, and very 
popular. I have been told that he is not baptized ” “In that case,” 
said the king, “there is only one course to pursue take men with you, 
and ask him to pay me a visit.” 

Ulf did as he was bidden, and was well received by Eindridi 
When he had delivered his message his host replied. “I have deuded 
to remain at home, but I will not avoid the king if he should wish 
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to seek me out. You may also say to him that I am willing to be his 
friend if he will be mine.” 

Ulf reported these words to Olaf Then the king asked what con- 
clusion he had come to regarding Eindridi’s religion, and if he had 
seen much evidence of sacrificing Ulf answered that he had seen 
nothing to make him think that Emdridi worshipped idols. “Since 
he will not come to me,” said the king, “it will not be long till 1 
visit him unawares in his own house.” 

On hearing the king express such an intention, Ulf sent his ser- 
vant secretly to Eindridi to warn him. 

During the night the king sailed up the firth with three hundred 
men, and arrived at Eindridi’s farm-stead in the morning Emdridi 
welcomed him, and invited him with all his men to partake of the 
entertainment which had been prepared. As they walked together to- 
wards the homestead he said “It is said that our religions differ, 
and if for that reason you do not care to associate with us, you may 
have one room, and I and my men will occupy another ” “As a rule,” 
replied the king, “I do not care to mix with heathen men, but on 
this occasion I should like you to sit with me so that I may talk to 
you.” 

A stool was brought for Emdridi, and he took his place in front 
of the king’s table, on his knees he held a boy of four or five years, 
a very pretty child “You are a stout and handsome man,” said Olaf, 
“and if your deeds accord with your looks, there are probably few 
in the land who can equal you Are you a married man^” “No,” 
answered Emdridi “Even so, is that pretty boy sitting on your knees 
yours “I have no child,” said Emdridi, “this boy is my sister’s son, 
but I could not love him more if he were my own ” 

After that the king inquired into Eindridi’s religion, and found 
that since he had not been better instructed, he preferred to follow 
the belief which had been that of his father and kinsmen. 

“Have you not heard,” inquired the king, “how I have punished 
those who would not listen to my words when I bade them accept 
Christianity?” “I have heard,” said Emdridi, “but I have no fear that 
you will punish me Indeed, 1 will pay homage to no chief; rather 
will I suffer death than any man’s oppression And though you may 
have caused others to stand in fear, I tell you that our community 
here is so well manned that I have no apprehension of coming under 
anybody’s thumb But if you deal &irly with me, I will deal fairly 
with you” 

“Your words,” answered the king, “show me that you are bold 
of speech and have a sense of right and wrong However, we will 
speak no more of the matter for the moment Now I have heard 
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tell that you are very skilful in bodily exercises: what feats have 
you which you deem out of the common?” “Sir,” said Emdridi, “that 
IS soon answered. I am not skilled in any feats. I am little more 
than a youth, and during the period since my father’s death 1 have 
devoted my energies principally to the administrauon of the estate 
and to the maintenance of my men ” “Don’t be afraid to speak out,” 
said the king; “I shall not begrudge you whatever skill you possess, 
and what you say may perhaps be to your advantage.” “Since you 
harp on the matter,” answered Eindridi, “I may say that though I do 
not consider swimming among my accomplishments, nevertheless, I 
do look on when boys are disporting themselves m the water.” “You 
do well to avoid self-praise and boasting,” replied Olaf; “it is true 
that a man may be a spectator at sports without necessarily being 
skilled in them himself. What else have you to mention?” “I sec that 
I shall not escape your importunity unless I make some answer or 
other,” said Eindridi “Well, when other boys shot at marks, I also 
took the bow, but I understand little about archery ” “It may be,” 
replied the king, “that you do not shoot straight at first But now 
name your third feat.” “Sir, you pounce greedily upon my words, 
and I find it difficult to sail between the reef and the swell It would 
not be courteous for me to remain silent with you, and yet when 
I speak, you deliberately give my words a meaning which I did not 
intend them to have However, when I was a boy, I used to play 
awkwardly at daggers, nor do I at present reckon myself proficient 
in that sport ” “Perhaps you need exercise,” said Olaf “Well, you 
have entertained us very nicely, and you may now be at liberty for 
the rest of the day ” 

On the morrow, after he had drunk a while, the king summoned 
Eindridi and said “Will you let yourself be baptized and take the 
true course without resistance?” “I am not so silly,” answered Ein- 
dridi, “as to be of one mind yesterday, and of another today ” “In 
that case,” said Olaf, “I have thought out an agreement which I will 
make with you. I will find a man among my people to compete 
with you in feats of athletic skill If you are overcome, you shall 
believe in Jesus Christ; if you prove to be the better man, you shall 
be free from my importunity, and hold what faith you please.” “I 
have not spoken of any skill in feats,” replied Eindridi, “for 1 have 
none; but a lord’s word is master Who is the man whom you choose 
to compete with me?” “It seems to me very likely that I shall go 
against you myself,” replied Olaf, “for in that case I can more readily 
judge what you are; and whichever of us two proves himself the 
better man, there shall be no shame in it for you.” 

Eindridi objected that it would be unfair to expect him to match 
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his skill agaiost King Olafs, even were he the most accomplished 
athlete. The king said that it would indeed be best for Eindndi not 
to engage with him, but that m that case he must acknowledge him- 
self beaten already. “I can still make that choice after 1 have seen 
your prowess as a swimmer,” answered Emdridi. 

The two men undressed and went into the water. There they con- 
tended with one another for a long time, but the upshot of the 
struggle was that the king forced Eindndi down twice, and he was 
obliged to admit himself beaten. 

On the next day the king said they would test their ability in 
archery. “It seems to me,” said Eindndi, “that you have interpreted 
my words unfairly; there is no need for me to compete with you 
in shooting, for I know even less about that than about the art of 
swimming ” “That would please me well,” answered Olaf, “if it were 
true; if you like, you may refuse and admit yourself beaten.” “That 
choice will not be made for a long time,” replied Eindndi 

Thereupon they went to the wood which lay a short distance from 
the farm-stead. Here the king put up a target at the butt, intending 
to shoot at long range At his first shot the arrow struck the outer 
border of the target and stuck there Eindndi’s arrow hit farther 
in, but not in the centre. When the king had shot again it was 
found that the arrow had hit the very centre of the target, and every- 
one acclaimed it a famous shot Eindndi also praised the king’s 
good marksmanhip and said that there was now no further need 
for him to shoot Then Olaf said he might leave the contest if he 
wished, and acknowledge himself outmatched in archery Eindndi 
replied that he would still have time to make such a confession after 
he had tried his luck again He shot, and his arrow struck the notch 
of the arrow which the king had )ust shot, and there they both stuck. 

“That shot has made you famous,” said Olaf; “nevertheless, we 
must make further trial of your skill We will take the fair boy whom 
you love so greatly, as you said, and set him up as a target ” 

The boy was placed in the way the king directed, and a chess-man 
was balanced on his head “Now,” said Olaf, “we will shoot the 
piece off the boy’s head without injuring him” “You can, of course, 
do as you will,” said Eindndi, “but if the lad suffers any scathe, 
you may be sure that I will avenge it.” 

A long kerchief was tied about the boy’s head, and two men held 
the ends of it so that he could not make the slightest movement on 
hearing the whirr of the arrow. The king took his position, and 
signed himself and the point of the arrow with the sign of the cross, 
while Eindndi stood by, flushing darkly. The king’s arrow flew, and 
passed under the chess-man, leaving it behmd on the child’s head. 
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But SO near did the shaft come to the lad’s skull that hlood seemed 
almost to be oozing out of it. 

Now the king bade Eindndi take his position and shoot after him 
if he would. But on the other side up came Eindndi’s mother and 
sister, and with bitter sobbing begged him not to go. “Well,” said 
Eindndi, “though I have no fear that I should in]ure my boy if I 
shot, I will not shoot this time.” “It seems to me,” said Olaf, “that 
you are overcome.” “Let that be as seems good to you,” replied Ein- 
dridi “Doubtless your judgment is as much at fault this time as it 
has been on the other occasions.” “Of course I have judged unfairly,” 
answered the king; “but if I have, it turns out to be to your behoof.” 

Then they all returned home to the hall, and the king was in a 
most cheerful mood. 

“Well,” said Eustace, “Eindndi was obviously a gentleman, and 
Olaf was a churl.” 

This remark brought Hallfred Vandraethaskald to his feet, but 
Eustace never moved a muscle as the Northerner towered over him. 
“Will you defend that statement on a field of battle?” asked the 
skald 

“I see no occasion for fighting,” replied Eustace; “moreover, I 
abandoned the use of arms long ago” 

“Sit down,” commanded Hakon Hakonson, “you know the monk 
is right ” 

“William Rufus was in a good humour, too,” said Walter Map, 
“when he had rooted out thirty-six mother churches from the New 
Forest, driven away the people, and given it over to wild beasts and 
the sport of dogs. But it happened that the instigator of his sin be- 
came also the instrument of his punishment. As the king was one 
day coursing the deer in New Forest, Walter Tyrel, his companion, 
let fly an arrow which passed right through the quarry, and lodged 
in the breast of the beast despised by God. The death of this basest 
of kings relieved the world of a sore burden ” 

“Do you suggest,” asked Hallfred wrathfully, “that Olaf Tryggvison 
was a tyrant who should have served as a mark for one of ^ndridi’s 
arrows?” 

“My words are plain and unequivocal,” answered Map coolly, “and 
I cannot be held accountable for your interpretation of them.” 

“Sir,” said Bonvesin da Riva, “we will have no quarrels or dis- 
turbances at this supper. If you have differences with Walter and 
Eustace, you must settle them at another time and place” 

“The combination of new wine and old bottles was never a for- 
tunate one — ^for the botdes,” said Sturla the Lawman. “The world 
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moves and institutions change; some men change with them, some 
do not; but always the laggards are kicked into line. It was as in- 
evitable that Christianity should come to the North as that feudalism 
should finally reach it. Of Christianity Olaf, in his time, had but 
the vaguest idea; but he was very sure of his royal rights, for 
feudalism had had time, since Harald Harfagr’s day, to work and 
settle. It was not more unfortunate for Eindndi than it was for the 
North as a whole, that he attempted to impose the new religion 
with the feudal fist. In the end, even feudalism became christianized, 
and kings were believed to rule by divine right It was this idea 
which later — ^rather than the mailed fist — taking root in the broken 
soil of civil dissension in my country, overcame the old Icelandic in- 
dependence, to which my uncle Snorri has referred, and added the 
island to King Hakon’s crown” 

“What you say is, of course, historically true,” said John Major. 
“However, it seems to me equally true that everywhere, from the 
beginning of the world, a free people, as Marsiglio has suggested, 
confers power on the first king, whose authority is derived from the 
whole community But in the turmoil of circumstances over a period 
of centuries certain truths become obscured, covered over, as it were, 
by a kind of social and political slough. Thus, feudalism, in attempt- 
ing to correct some errors, bred others Feudalism rescued the man 
who had fallen into a pit, to be sure, but scratched and battered him 
considerably itself in the process ” 

“Just now,” said Eustace to Sturla, “your eminent uncle said some- 
thing about eluding the mailed fist at home If the company please, 

I will tell you how I eluded it for many years, and at the same time 
wrought revenge for a miscarriage of justice.” 

“Tell on,” said Langland. 

62. HOW EUSTACE SOLD POTS 

Afo»^ Eustace 

You must know that my father, Baldwin Busket, was treacherously 
killed by Hainfroid de Hersinguehans as the result of a quarrel over 
a lawsuit. In the trial by combat which followed my indictment of 
Hainfroid my champion, Manessier, was killed That would seem to 
have proved that Hainfroid was innocent, but I declared to the count 
of Boulogne that I was unsatisfied with the verdict, and that I would 
myself avenge my father’s death But how could a simple monk hope 
to prevail against the codes of law and swords of steel? Well, I had 
wit on my side, and Nicholas Trivet and Thomas Walsingham could 
testify, if they would, that I gave the count sufficient reason to be 
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sorry for not having done me justice for my father’s murder. What 
I am about to tell you is only an incident in a long series of bad 
quarter hours which I gave the count of Boulogne 

One day the count was riding out to hunt when one of his spies 
informed him that 1 had been seen in the forest That was good 
news to the count, for he desired nothing so much as to lay hands 
on me. Straightway he changed his clothes and led his company into 
the wood, where they laid ambush in a fosse. One of my men dis- 
covered them and informed me Thereupon I sought out a charcoal- 
burner whose place of business was near by I put on his soiled and 
rough clothes, smeared my face, neck and hands with charcoal dust 
so that I was well disguised The burner’s ass was ready laden for 
the market, and in the role of his master I drove him off toward 
Boulogne. I went quite openly past the count, who paid no more 
attention to me than to a clove of garlic, and did not even deign 
to pass the time of day “My lords,” said I, “what are you doing 
here?” “What business is it of yours?” asked the count. “By St 
Omer,” I replied, “I will tell you my business 1 am going to the 
count of Boulogne to lodge a complaint that Eustace’s men treat me 
shamefully 1 did not dare use my nag to carry these coals today 
for fear Eustace would seize it Indeed, right now he is lying at his 
ease by a good fire, with plenty of roast venison to keep him com- 
pany He set fire to all my charcoal — ^which has cost me no end of 
trouble and labour ” 

At this the count pricked up his ears “Is he near by?” he asked. 
“He IS not far away,” I answered “If you wish to speak with him, 
follow this path here.” Therewith I whacked up Roamer, and the 
count and his men went on into the wood They found the charcoal- 
burner dressed in my clothes, and mistaking him for me, gave him 
a fearful beating. “Lords,” cried the man, “mercy, for God’s sake! 
Take these clothes, if you wish, for I have no other goods As a 
matter of fact, even these clothes belong to Eustace, who is on his 
way to Boulogne this moment with my ass and charcoal, and wear- 
ing my hood ” 

“Sirs,” said the count, “do you hear? By the teeth of God! By the 
living devil! He has duped me again. He was the burner who was 
just speaking to us Quick, now, after him!” 

The count and his men leaped to their horses and were off after 
me pell-mell. In the meantime I had washed my face and made 
myself somewhat more tidy Coming in my direction was a potter 
crying his wares I knew I should soon be followed, so I made a 
deal with the potter For my ass and charcoal I exchanged jugs, pots 
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and jars. 1 became a potter, and the potter became a cbarcoal-bumer, 
the more fool he. 

Now as I went along crying “Pots for salel” the count came rush- 
ing out of the wood. “Have you seen anything of a charcoal-burner?” 
he asked me “Lord,” I answered, “I saw one with a laden ass on 
his way toward Boulogne.” So the count and his men spurred on 
their horses, and soon overtook the quondam potter with his ass. They 
beat him shamefully, and gave him a hard drubbing Then they tied 
his hands and feet and mounted him on a nag with his face toward 
the tail. The churl roared and howled: “My lords,” said he, “for 
God’s sake, have mercy on me! Why have you seized me? If I have 
harmed you in any way, I will do all I can to make amends.” 

“Ha! master rascal,” screamed the count. “Hal You think to escape 
by fair words, but you are vastly mistaken. It will not be long now 
till I hang you up by the neck.” 

But one of the count’s knights looked more closely at the prisoner, 
and knew him well. “What the devil turned you into a charcoal- 
burner?” he asked. “You used to be a potter. No man can prosper 
who takes up so many trades ” 

“Sir,” answered the fellow, “I cry you mercy I traded my pots to 
a burner for his ass and a load of coals, may God curse him It is 
his fault that I have got into these straits. I think he probably stole 
those wares. Even now he 1 $ going toward the woods crying ‘Pots 
for salel PotsI’” 

Said the knight to the count- “Eustace knows plenty of tricks. A 
moment ago he was a charcoal-burner and now he is a potter.” “So!" 
snarled the count “By liver and lights! After him full speed! Bring 
me everybody you can find today and tomorrow.” So they set the 
potter at liberty and hurried away into the forest. 

Now I threw my pots into a bog, for I was heartily sick of carry- 
ing them, and climbed a tree to a kite’s nest When the count rode 
by I imitated the cry of a bird “A-keel, a-keel, a-keel,” 1 called. 

“I’ll kill him right enough, by St Richier,” said the count, “if I 
can lay hands on him ” 

“Yoo-weel, yoo-weel,” I shrilled 

“By God!” said the count, “I will indeed, if I can find him.” 

"A-dai, a-dai, a-dai,” I piped. 

“Right you are,” said the count; “it is today I will kill him with 
my own hands, if I can lay hold on him ” 

After this the count went on with his hunt, firmly believmg that 
the bird’s cries had been a favourable omen for him 

During the day’s search four monks were arrested and locked up; 
afterwards, four mercers and a broker, three poulterers and two ass- 



HOW EUSTACE SOLO POTS 303 

drivers were imprisoned, sixteen fishermen along with their fish; and 
these were joined later by four clerks and a parish priest There 
were more than forty companions m the count’s prison in the end. 

Now when the count came to Neufchatel you may be sure there 
began a very curious process of law. I watched his movements closely 
and entered the city after him For this occasion I was dressed as 
a woman, and I flatter myself that I made a very good-looking one. 
My hair was concealed by a caul, and over that was a delicate veil 
with gold threads in it My gown was of stiff silk, falling to the 
feet and tighdy gathered at the waist with a handsome girdle, while 
on my feet were a pair of embroidered velvet shoes The distaff which 
1 carried helped the impersonation. 

The lawsuit interested me not so much as finding some oppor- 
tunity for vexing the count Soon I spied the sergeant who was tak- 
ing care of his lord's horse “Let me have a ride on him,” I said to 
the sergeant, “and I’ll do business with you later.” “Right willingly,” 
replied the man. “You may certamly have a ride on this fine ambling 
palfrey, my girl, and four sous to boot, if you will do business with 
me ” “Certainly,” I replied “And I know something about horse- 
manship myself, and will teach you how to have a good seat right 
now” Therewith I swung up my leg with gusty exuberance such 
as has seldom been equalled. “Ha* my girl,” said the squire, “you 
seem to be troubled with flatulence” “That’s right, dear friend,” I 
answered; “but pay it no heed; it is on account of this saddle.” 

Now the young man also mounted horse, and we trotted off side 
by side to the forest Said he- “Let us not go farther now; I am 
riding my lord’s horse, and you have his best palfrey I shall get into 
trouble unless we hasten. Let’s get to work now.” “My lad,” said I, 
“you are in too much of a hurry All in good time will 1 teach you 
how to have a firm seat Let us go a little farther so that no one 
may spy on us ” “Sweet maid,” answered the youth, “I hope you 
intend no trickery, for if you deceive me, by the bowels of St Mary! 
I’ll have your life.” “Dear friend,” said I, “be not so suspicious My 
dwelling IS only a little way ahead ” So, in his folly, he rode after me. 

When I got to my people in the wood 1 seized the varlet by the 
neck, and then it dawned on him what a fool he had been. True is 
the proverb which says. “The goat scratches till he makes himself 
a poor bed.” 

“Get off the good horse now,” I said; “you’ll never attend him 
more. The palfrey is a good piece of horse-flesh, too, and the count 
will never ride him again.” So, amid the laughter of my fellows, we 
dismounted “Men,” said 1, “this varlet here must do his business, 
for I promised him he should.” Therewith I led him oS to a bog 
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not far away. “Fellow," I said, “do not stand on ceremony now; 
off with your clothes, all of them, for I know you arc keen to get 
to work.” When the clothes were off, the youth went into the hog, 
for he had no other choice. “Now for the riding lesson,” I said, “and 
take your time. Ride at full length, for if you do not, you shall be 
so beaten that you shall not be able to walk, either. You thought 
you could chaffer with met Anyone who thinks he can have to do 
with a black monk ought to be ashamed of himself!” 

Said the sergeant “Sir, for God’s sake, have mercy! Don’t do me 
such shame. By Our Lady, I thought you were a girl. I assure you, 
I have never followed heretical practices in such matters as ridmg.” 

“Come out now,” I said, “and be off with you; and tell the count 
from me how I have served you.” “I will indeed, and forthwith,” 
answered the lad. He hurried away, it is true, but dared not return 
to the count to deliver my message. For fear of what might happen 
to him at the count’s hands he Bed away into a strange district. 

Such are several incidents in my long war against the count of 
Boulogne As to the forty prisoners at Neufchatel — ^they were no 
worse for a few days’ free lodging Indeed, no one suffered save the 
count, and he almost burst a blood-vessel when he found that I was 
not among the catch in his net. 

“The abuse of power is doubtless one of society’s growing pains,” 
reflected Sir Thomas Elyot 

“Decent and peace-loving men will endure a great deal of wrong 
from an evil overlord,” said Thormod Kolbrunarskald, “in so far as 
his excesses do not touch their personal honour When the lord begins 
to meddle with his subjects’ wives and daughters, we may look for 
the end; for if Nature has imposed the tyrant on society, she also 
takes care to remove him.” 

“Again I concur,” said John Major. “Just as the people first pos- 
sessed the right to appoint the ruler, so the people may depose him 
for his offences. That should be done to kings which is most for the 
good of the commonwealth ” 

“Long ago,” remarked John of Salisbury, “I pointed out that the 
king shall defend his people, not despoil them The monarch has 
a sword for his people’s enemies, and he who turns it upon his sub- 
jects IS as much a fool as though he were to cut off his own hand 
or foot Not only is it permitted to slay tyrants — ^it is a duty to put 
them out of the way as public enemies.” 

“Your salutary injunctions seem never to have come under the 
eye of King John,” said Henry Knighton; “or if they did, he dis- 
regarded them. As you know, John was crowned at Westminster by 



EUSTACE DE VESCy’s WIFE 305 

Hubert, archbishop of Canterbury, in the year 1199. In pride, egotism 
and prepotence there have been, indeed, kings who could equal him, 
but in the matter of luxury he left all others behind. The sight of 
a lovely lady, whether matron or maid, produced in him an effect 
resembling the symptoms of hectic fever, and he could get no rest 
until he had satisfied his lust. And if the deed was bad, John made 
It worse by sneering at the man he had wronged. Such injuries were 
the seed whence later sprang war and sedition 

“Now among the king’s table companions was a brave knight and 
noble baron by the name of Eustace de Vescy, who was married to 
a very beautiful woman, chaste and modest. The king hungered for 
her beyond measure, hut by reason of some hindrance or other, was 
never able to obtain his desire 

“One day when John and Eustace were sitting at table the king’s 
glance rested on the knight’s ring He asked the loan of it, saying 
that he had a similar stone which he wished to have set in a simi- 
lar style. Eustace readily gratified the king’s seemingly innocent de- 
sire. Immediately John summoned a page, and despatched him to 
Eustace’s wife with a message, ostensibly from her husband, to the 
effect that she should hurry to London if she wished to see him 
alive; the ring served as his credentials When Eustace’s lady saw the 
ring, she thought the message true, and made all haste to Lon- 
don. Arrived in the city it happened that while she was hurrying 
to her lord’s house, she encountered him in the street Eustace, greatly 
astonished, asked her what she was doing in London, whereupon the 
lady told him the whole story. ‘Ha!’ cried Eustace, ‘you have been 
summoned to serve the king’s pleasure However, get some bawd or 
harlot, dress her up in your clothes, and let her go in to the king 
in your place.’ As Eustace bade, so the lady did. 

“One day later, when John and Eustace were talking together, the 
king could not forbear to boast of his evil deed. ‘Your wife, O 
Eustace,’ said he, ‘is not only lovely by day, but particularly attrac- 
tive in the silence of the night.’ ‘How do you know that, O king?’ 
asked Eustace ‘Through personal experience,’ answered John ‘It was 
not as you think,’ replied the knight; ‘it was not my wife with whom 
you lay, but with a filthy prostitute dressed up m her clothes.’ 

“On receiving this intelligence King John almost burst with rage, 
and he swore to have Eustace’s head But the knight escaped to the 
north country, where he was joined by other magnates whose honour 
King John had violated That was the beginning of the internecme 
warfare which divided the kingdom against itself, and laid waste and 
desolate a once flourishing realm.” 

“A few moments ago,” said Thormod Kolbrunarskald, “Hallfred 
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could find little to blame in the character of Earl Hakon Sigurdson 
save that he was an unbeliever. Perhaps the skald intentionally 
glossed over the earl’s uxoriousness, for he himself was never con- 
spicuously tender of husbands’ feehngs. But Hakon paid the price 
for his evil behaviour. There was one man, Brynjolf of Gaulardale, 
whom he could not overawe; and when H4kon forcibly wrested from 
him his beautiful and highly accomplished wife, Brynjolf roused 
the country-side against him, and he was hunted down like a wild 
dog. In the end Earl Hakon was stabbed in the neck by his thrall 
Kark, as they both lay hiding in a hole dug under the floor of a 
pigsty.” 

“Again I am bound to observe,” said James Yonge, “that malad- 
justment frequently arises from an imperfect perception of values. 
The king or lord should realize that his subjects are his treasure 
whereby his realm is confirmed. Or they are like a garden of various 
trees, not a waste land bearing thorns without fruit. As long as the 
subjects live in content and prosperity, so long shall endure the de- 
fence of the kingdom and the regal jxiwer. Obviously, then, it be- 
hooves a king to govern well, and protect his people from wrongs, 
and help them in thur need, rather than exploit them for his own 
selfish ends.” 

“Well,” remarked Guicciardini, “your Earl Hakon and King John 
had an imperial model. It is related that in the time of the emperor 
Avitus there lived in the city of Tr&ves a certain man of senatorial 
rank named Lucius He headed a political faction of his co<itizens, 
and was blessed with a very beautiful wife Now Avitus, during a 
visit to the city, caught sight of her, and being lustful by nature, 
thought of a scheme whereby he might gratify his desire He feigned 
himself sick, took to his bed, and commanded that all the senators’ 
wives should come to see him. When Luaus’ wife came to pay her 
respects, he forced her The next morning, when Avitus met Lucius 
on the street he said: Tou have fine hot baths here [for Treves has 
always been noted for its natural baths], and yet you wash with cold 
water.’ The point of this taunt was not lost upon Lucius, and it so 
enraged him that he roused his party, and persuaded them to sur- 
render the city to Avitus’ enemies, the Franks ” 

“I remember,” said Lorenzo Fongasso, “a similar case of prepo- 
tence. I doubt if King Fernando of Portugal ever heard of Avitus, 
but at all events, he had no need of that monarch’s example.” 
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63. KING FERNANDO AND THE WIFE OF LORENZO d’aCUNHA 

Lorenzo Fongasso 

After the departure of the Earl of Cambridge from Portugal there 
was great trouble in that kingdom, but thanks to God, things turned 
out well in the end. But if the Lord had not interfered, matters 
must have ended badly, and all from the fault of Don Fernando, our 
last king. 

King Fernando fell desperately m love with the wife of one of his 
knights, called Lorenzo d’Acunha, and was so much enamoured 
that he would have her by force. The lady made the best defence 
she could, but at length he succeeded, and told her he would make 
her queen of Portugal. He had not given rem to his passion in order 
to lower, he said, but to exalt and marry her. “Ah, my lord,” replied 
the lady, with tears and on her knees, “I beg Your Grace’s pardon: 
I can never have the honour of being queen of Portugal, for you 
know, as well as all the world, that I have a husband to whom I 
have been married these five years.” “Leonora," replied the king, 
“that shall not stand in the way Smce I have enjoyed you I wdl 
not have any other woman to wife, but I will have you divorced 
from your husband before I make you my bride.” 

The lady could not obtain any other answer from her royal lover, 
and related all that had passed to her husband. The knight, on hear- 
ing her story, became very melancholy, and bethought himself what 
was to be done. At first he resolved never to quit his wife; but 
later, suspecting that the king had evil designs on his person, he 
set out from Portugal towards Castile. In that kingdom he was well 
received by King Enrique, who gave him an appointment in his 
household. 

King Fernando, to gratify his foolish passion, sent for the lady 
and her husband — but the knight had gone. Then he summoned 
the bishop of Coimbra, who was chancellor of the kingdom and of 
his council, and told him his intention of marrying Leonora d’Acunha. 
At first the bishop was silent, through fear, knowing the violence of 
the king’s haughty temper; but at last he allowed himself to be 
persuaded by Fernando Audwe, the king’s bosom friend. The bishop 
united them and they hved together Leonora was crowned queen 
of Portugal with as much pomp and magnificence as ever any queen 
of Portugal had been. And the king begot on her the Lady Beatrice, 
who became queen of Spain 

When Beatrice was only five years old Fernando summoned all 
the nobles, prelates and prinapal auzens of Lisbon and made th^m 
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all swear obedience to her, and pledge themselves that they would 
acknowledge her as heiress of the kingdom after his decease. Many 
were reluctant to take his oath, for they knew that Beatrice was a 
bastard, born in adultery, and that the husband of her mother, Don 
Lorenzo, was alive and residing in Castile Later, as you know, Bea- 
trice was married to Juan, son of the king of Castile. 

When King Fernando died in 1383, the people of Lisbon, in con- 
junction with the citizens of Coimbra, Oporto and Ourique sent for 
Don Joao, the illegitimate half-brother of Fernando, and said to him: 
“Master of Avis, we will make you our king Although you be a 
bastard, we think the Lady Beatrice, your niece and queen of Cas- 
tile, is more of a bastard than you, for the husband of the Lady 
Leonora is now Lving Since the crown is fallen between two bastards, 
we will choose the one who will be to our greatest advantage We 
had rather give up all to you, that you may defend us, than have 
the Castilians as our masters ” 

Don Joao first assured himself that the nobles of the country were 
of a like mind with the citizens; then he acceded to this request, and 
immediately took steps to interfere with any plans which Fernando 
Audere might have for placing Beatrice and Juan of Castile on the 
throne of Portugal Audere was sought and found in the palace of 
the queen, and there slain Queen Leonora now retired from Lisbon 
and joined her daughter Beatrice in Castile, informing the Spanish 
court how matters stood in Portugal King Juan I at once made 
preparations to contest the right of Don Joao and enforce his own by 
arms. 

Lorenzo d’Acunha, hearing that his wife had arrived in Castile, 
waited on some of the king’s council — by whom he was beloved — 
and asked their advice “My lords,” said he, “have I any means of 
obtaining possession of my wife, who is now in Seville? I know that 
King Fernando took her by force and against her inclinations Now 
that he 1$ dead, I ought, in justice, to have her back Tell me, then, 
how should I act?” “Lorenzo,” replied the lords, “there is not any 
chance of your ever having her again, for you would risk too much 
and debase the honour of the lady, as well as that of her daughter, 
now queen of Castile, and publish her bastardy Take care not to 
muddle more by your claims what is already muddled enough, for 
you will be put to death if you persevere.” “What had I best do, 
then?” asked Loren2». “The best way for you to act is to set out 
instantly for your estate m Portugal,” they answered, “and leave 
the Lady Leonora with her daughter. We see no other means of 
safety for you.” 

After this conversation Lorenzo packed up his things and rode oil 
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to Portugal. Arrived there, he offered his services to King Joao. The 
king was rqoiccd at this, restored to him all his property, and made 
him governor of Lisbon. 

Now Juan I o£ Castile sat down with his army before Lisbon, 
swearing that he would take the city by fair means or foul And if 
he made prisoners of any of the Portuguese in the skirmishes that 
took place from day to day, he had their eyes torn out, their arms, 
legs, or other members cut off, and m such maimed state sent them 
back to the city. But in the course of the year God sent to his 
camp a pestilejjce of such virulence that men died while they were 
talking one to the other, and King Juan was forced to raise the siege 
and retreat. 

And what happened to Lorenzo? His fate constituted one of the 
sadder aspects of the siege. One day he sallied forth beyond the bar- 
riers, accompanied by many gallant friends who, with him, performed 
many excellent deeds of arms But in the course of the fray Lorenzo 
was struck with a dart that passed through his plates, his coat of 
mail and jacket, though it was padded with silk, and his whole body, 
so that he was felled to the ground The skirmish ceased on account 
of his death. 

And thus the Lady Leonora, in one year, was made a widow of 
both her husbands. 

There was silence for a moment or two when the knight had 
finished his tale Bernardo del Carpio shifted uneasily in his seat. 
Finally— “When the world was younger,” he said, “it was cleaner, 
or at least more virile. I hardly know how to express my amaze- 
ment at the conduct of both Leonora and her husband. What kind 
of men and women did you breed in the fourteenth century? Had 
they no blood in their veins? Was failure of nerve a widely spread 
debility in your age? It was otherwise in the days of Count Juhan.” 

“It was indeed,” agreed the Bachelor of Salamanca with a melan- 
choly sigh. 

“What was different?” inquired Peter Bell 

“The concepnon of honour and the courage to protect it,” an- 
swered Bernardo. “I would tell you about Count Julian and his 
daughter, but 1 am neither poet nor historian; yonder sits a coun- 
tryman of mine who is both.” 

“I will tell the story,” said Pedro Lopez de Ayala. 
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64. FLORINDA 

Pedro Lopez de Ayeia 

The circumstances of the tragic story which Bernardo has called 
to mind took place in the reign of Don Rodcric, son of Theodofred, 
son of King Chindaswinth. On the death of King Witiza m 710 
the magnates of Spam raised Rodenc to the throne He was a war- 
like and courageous man, and able in the discharge of his regal 
duties, yet harsh, and in his morals and manner of hfe not dissiimlar 
to Witiza, the worst of the Gothic kings. 

At this time there dwelt across the strait — slater named Gibraltar — a 
nobleman called Count Julian by the Spaniards, and Ilyan by the 
Arabs He was governor of Tangier and Ceuta in territory which 
marched with that of the Moslems on the east. And though his sym- 
pathies lay rather with Eba and Sifebut, the exiled sons of Witiza — 
for he had married Frandma, Wmza’s sister — nevertheless, he loyally 
performed the duties which he owed to the grandson of Chindas- 
winth 

According to the Arabian chronicler Abu Ja’far Ibn Abdi- 1 -hakk 
Al-Khazra)i Al-Kortobi, it was the custom of the Spanish nobles to 
visit the court of their sovereign at Toledo once a year in the month 
of August, bringing him such gifts as their domains afforded Juhan, 
or Ilyin, brought to Rodenc, as he had brought to Witiza, hounds 
and horses, and particularly huntmg falcons, whereof the new king 
was passionately fond. 

It was also the custom, as Al-Khozeyni says, for the princes of 
royal blood, the great noblemen of the kingdom, and the governors 
of provinces, to send to the high court at Toledo such among their 
sons as they chose to be promoted and advanced, and at the same 
time distinguished by the favour of their sovereign, under whose eye 
they were trained to all military exercises, and were afterwards ap- 
pointed to commands m the army In like manner their daughters 
were sent to the king’s palace, and educated with his daughters; and 
when grown up, the king would marry them to the young noble- 
men at his court, according to their fathers’ dignity, and bestow 
upon them marriage portions. 

It happened that Ilyan, the lord of Ceuta and Tangier, had a 
young and beautiful daughter named Florinda, and in observation 
of the aforesaid custom he crossed the strait and took her to the 
king’s court at Toledo. Ilyan’s daughter being extremely handsome, 
the eye of Rodenc — or as the Arabs called him, Ludhenk — ^rested on 
her, and he became deeply enamoured In such situations to feel 
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was to act; but on this occasion, faibng in persuasion, he obtained 
by force the gratification of his desire Afterwards he ordered that 
the act should be kept a secret, and that the girl should be hindered 
from speaking to anyone lest she communicate with her father and 
acquaint him with what had transpired But notwithstanding these 
precautions, Florinda contrived to mform her father of her situation: 
She sent him a splendid present, including among the arucles com- 
posing It a rotten egg 

No sooner did Ilyan see this token than he understood its purport. 
It IS said that he fell into a most violent rage, exclaiming. “By the 
faith of the Messiah! I will undermine the throne of this king, and 
disturb his dominions until the whole kingdom is overthrown and 
annihilated!” 

Ilyan crossed over to Spain at once and repaired to Toledo, though 
out of the time hxed for his presence there, for it was the month 
of January When Roderic saw the count come so unexpectedly he 
said “O Ilyan, what ails you to come at this season of the year, in 
the depth of winter?” “My lord,” answered Ilyan, “I come to fetch 
my daughter, for her mother is very ill, and I fear her death; and 
my wife has expressed a strong desire to see our daughter that she 
may console her in her last moments” He then asked Roderic to 
issue orders that his daughter should be delivered to him, and all her 
baggage prepared for immediate departure The king granted his re- 
quest, though not without having previously made Florinda promise 
that she would not betray their intercourse to her father. 

They say, on the authority of Ilyan himself, that when about to 
take leave of the king the latter addressed him thus: “O Ilyan, I 
hope that I shall soon hear from you, and that you will endeavour 
to procure for me some of those very swift shadhan\ah [hawks] 
which are a source of such pleasure and amusement to me." To this 
Ilyan answered “Doubt not, O king, but that I shall soon be back, 
and by the faith of the Messiah I I shall never feel satisfied until I 
bring you such shadhankah as you have never seen in your life.” By 
this he meant the Arabs, whom he already thought of bringing 
against his country. But Roderic did not understand the significance 
of his words. 

Thereupon Count Julian took his daughter and returned without 
loss of time to the seat of his government. No sooner had he arrived 
there than he repaired to Eastern Africa and entered Kairwan, where 
the Amir Musa Ibn Nosseyr was residing at the time. To this Musa 
Juhan or Ilyan came to offer his services He told him what had 
happened to his daughter, and anxious to avenge the outrage on 
his enemy, proposed to him to make the conquest of Spain, an un- 
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dertaking which he represented to Musa as being of very easy execu- 
tion. He described Spain — or Andalusia, as it was then called — as an 
extensive kingdom filled with treasures of all kinds, whose inhabitants 
would make very handsome slaves, a country abounding in springs, 
gardens, rivers, and a land yielding every description of fruit and 
plants. 

Musa, who was endowed with much penetration and wit, and 
who had great experience in all the affairs of war, said to the count. 
“We do not doubt that you are tellmg the truth, but we fear for 
the Moslems on account of the dangers they may encounter. You 
wish them to invade a country with which they are not in the least 
acquainted, and from which they are separated by an intervening 
sea. You, however, are of the Christian faith, and on easy terms 
with the people Return, therefore, to your government, call together 
your vassals and partisans, cross the strait and in person make an 
incursion into the territory of that king When you have done this, 
and have begun hostilities, then it will be time to follow in your 
steps, if It please Allah” 

Ilyan agreed to these conditions Returning to his government he 
assembled his men and crossed the water in two vessels. He landed 
at Jeziratu-1-Khadhra, whence he made forays into the land, burning 
the houses and the fields, kilLng, taking captives and collecting con- 
siderable spoil, after which he and his companions returned safe 
to Africa, their hands filled with booty. 

The news of this success soon spread over every district of North 
Africa, with the result that about three thousand Berbers, under the 
command of Abu Zar'ah Tarif Ibn Malik Al-Mu‘awi crossed the sea 
and landed on an island ever since called the island of Tarif from 
the name of their general Like their predecessors, the Berbers under 
Tarif spread over the neighbouring country, reiving, killing and 
taking prisoners They also returned safe to their land 

Now Ilyan went a second time to Musa, acquainting him with the 
success of both enterprises, and urging him to make the conquest 
of Andalusia This time Musa sent for his freedman Tank Ibn Zeyad 
and gave him the command of twelve thousand men, Arabs and 
Berbers He ordered Tank to cross the strait and invade Andalusia, 
bidding Ilyan accompany the expedition with his own troops 

Tank left Africa in merchant vessels which Ilyan procured for him, 
and cast anchor close to a mountain, which received his name, and 
has ever since been called Jebal-Tarik, the Mountain of Tank. There- 
upon he set fire to the vessels which had conveyed him to Spain, 
saying to his men “You must either fight or die ” He then pressed 
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inland and ravaged the country as far as Cordova. This was in the 
beginning of October in the year 71 1 

When the news of Tank’s invasion reached King Roderic, that 
monarch issued forth to meet him at the head of one hundred thou- 
sand cavalry, bringing his treasures as well as his wardrobe in wagons. 
He himself entered the field in a litter borne by three white mules; 
a vaulted canopy sprinkled with pearls, rubies and the richest jewels 
was spread over him to screen him from the rays of the sun; he was 
dressed in a robe made of strings of pearls interwoven with silk 
Following him were long trains of mules whose only burden was 
ropes to pinion the arms of the captives, for he doubted not that 
every Arab would soon be his prisoner. 

King Roderic marched his army to Cordova with the intention of 
attacking Tank On his approach he chose from among the men of 
his host a soldier of tried courage, and experienced in the stratagems 
of war. Him he commanded to go, under some pretext, to Tank’s 
camp, and observe all the movements of the Arabs so that he might 
report to him on their numbers, apjiearance and general circumstances 
The man did as he had been ordered But Tank, informed of his 
presence, put into practice the following stratagem to overawe his 
enemies He ordered the flesh of those fallen in battle to be cut into 
small pieces and dressed as though it were to be served for the sol- 
diers’ mess. Accordingly the corpses of the slain were cut up and 
cooked in large cauldrons When Rodenc’s messenger saw these prepa- 
rations he doubted not but that the Moslems fed upon dead human 
bodies However, Tank caused the human flesh to be secretly re- 
moved and buried during the night, and beef and mutton dressed 
in Its stead, and when, in the morning the soldiers were summoned 
to partake of their repast, Rodenc’s messenger was also invited to 
share it, and he ate along with them On returning to his master 
he said: “Your kingdom has been invaded by a nation of people 
who feed upon the flesh of the slain. They have set fire to their ves- 
sels and seem determined to conquer or to perish.” 

This news filled Roderic and his men with utter consternation. 
However, the contest had now become inevitable, and both armies 
came to an engagement on a Sunday The Moslems sustained the 
fight with great courage in spite of the overwhelming numerical 
superiority of their opponents They charged desperately and immedi- 
ately upon the Christians, whom God was pleased to put to flight. 
As their first ranks gave way they were closely pursued by the Arabs, 
who dealt death among their scattered bands and made prisoners in 
great numbers Rodenc’s camp, too, was completely plundered, and 
the Moslems spread right and left over the country. Everywhere they 
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gamed considerable spoils, one fifth of which Tank religiously set 
aside for the royal coffers 

What became of Roderic nobody knows. Some say that while flee- 
ing from his pursuers he contrived to hide himself among the bushes 
on the banks of the river Guadayra, but that later, seeking to push 
on, he fell into a marsh and was drowned. 

“In my turn,” spoke up William Cecil, “I must express astonish* 
ment that Count Julian should sacrifice his country to his sense of 
personal wrong, and that you, sir, should seem to take pride in 
relating a tale of treason.” 

“I should, as you suggest, be ashamed,” answered Pedro Lopez, 
“were there nothing more m the affair than that. But in the per- 
spective of Time we are allowed to see that while the Goths lost 
their country, they acquired civility, and in the end a Spanish people 
regained a land more valuable than that from which they had been 
evicted ” 

“I am surprised, too,” said Camden, “that you should put any faith 
in what the best historians condemn as a mere fable ” 

“It would doubtless be presumptuous in me,” said the Bachelor of 
Salamanca, “to enter the lists with historians good or bad, yet I am 
perfeedy willing that the Moslems themselves should do so — On the 
wall of a palace of Hamra in Syria is a painting. In the foreground 
to the right may be seen the naked figure of a woman emerging 
from the hammam; to the left is portrayed the figure of a prince, 
and underneath, m Greek letters — for the Moslems referred to all 
foreigners as Griegos — ^is the legend’ Roderikos The painting is 
doubtless intended to represent the occasion of Rodenc’s first sight 
of the fair Florinda.” 

“For my part," said Bandello, “I should like to repudiate Bernardo's 
suggestion that something other than red blood runs m the veins 
of men who have hved subsequent to the ninth century, and that 
moderns are incapable of avenging an affront to the honour of them- 
selves or their women. 

65. BUONDELMONTE De’ BUONOELMONTI FALLS INTO A 
TRAP 

Matteo Bandello 

Among the noble and powerful families of the city of Florence 
there were two most fwwcrful by virtue of their wealth and the 
number of their adherents, and of great esteem among the people. 
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to wit, the Uberti and the Buondelmonti. In second place flourished 
the Amidei and the Donaci. 

Now there was a gentlewoman of the Donati family, a rich widow, 
who had a daughter of marriageable age Her mother, observing that 
she was handsome, and having educated her with care, began to 
take thought about finding her a husband. She brought to mind the 
persons of many noble and rich young men who pleased her, but 
Messer Buondelmonte de’ Buondelmonti, a splendid and honoured 
gentleman, rich and young, and head of the Buondelmonte family, 
pleased her more than any So she made up her mind to bestow her 
daughter on him But either because she thought she had plenty 
of time, since both the gentleman and the girl were still young, 
or through negligence, or for some other reason, she deferred the 
matter from day to day 

Now while the widow delayed, thinking that there was no need 
for haste, behold, a gentleman of the Amidei family entered into 
an agreement to give Messer Buondelmonte his daughter to wife. 
The business was exploited on one side and the other in such wise 
that the Amidei girl, the dowry being satisfactory, was betrothed 
to Messer Buondelmonte. 

The news of this noble marriage was soon bruited from one end 
of the city to the other, and the father of the betrothed girl set 
about making arrangements for the nuptials But when the Donati 
widow heard the news, seeing that her design had come to naught, 
she was much vexed and chagrined She considered whether there 
might not still be some means of interrupting the Buondelmonte- 
Amidei alliance And when she had cudgelled her brain for a while 
and could think of nothing else, she decided to try whether or 
not her daughter’s beauty — for the girl was one of the handsomest 
in Florence — ^might ensnare the youth She had observed that Messer 
Buondelmonte, with no other company than his servants, was ac- 
customed to pass through the street wherein her house was situated. 
So, one day, she came down to the first floor, her daughter following 
her, and stood in the doorway As the young man was passing near 
her she approached him with smiling countenance and said’ “Messer 
Buondelmonte, I rejoice with you in your approaching happiness, 
and I congratulate you on your betrothal, may God give you every 
joy. Nevertheless, it is true that I was keeping this only daughter of 
mine for you alone.” And so saying she drew the girl forward by 
the hand so that the young man got a look look at her. When he had 
beheld the rare beauty and the graceful bearing of the young girl, 
he immediately fell in love with her. Forgetting the faith he had 
pledged to the Amidei, and the contract already legally executed. 
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nor considering the fearful insult it would be to break off the al- 
liance, nor the discords which might arise by repudiating his a£Banced 
bride — vanquished by his desire, and the appetite he had to enjoy 
this new beauty, no less inferior by blood or wealth to the other, 
he stammered out a reply to the widow: “Madonna, since you say 
you have been reserving your daughter for me, I should be the 
worst of ingrates to refuse her, masmuch as there is still time to 
do your pleasure. I will return tomorrow after dinner, when we will 
talk about this at our convenience” 

The good widow was most happy at this turn of the matter. 
Buondeimonte, taking leave of her and her daughter, went about 
his business, but that night the cavalier thought so much about 
the beautiful girl he had seen that every hour seemed to him a 
year till he could possess her He determined to waste no time, but 
to celebrate the nuptials on the morrow And even though reason 
urged him that this was most ill done, and unworthy of so honour- 
able a gentleman as he was supposed to be, yet was he so poisoned by 
a brief glance from rhe girl’s beautiful eyes, and so inflamed and 
consumed by the subtile fire of love for her that on the morning 
he went straightway to the widow’s house, and that very day cele- 
brated that inauspicious union 

When news of this untimely and hurried marriage was circulated 
through the city it was the opinion of most that Buondeimonte had 
acted like a fool, and everyone censured him But above all, and 
much more than any were the Amidei bitterly outraged; and the 
Uberti, allied to them by family ties, were also fearfully incensed. 
They convened, with other friends and relatives of theirs who were 
similarly aroused to ire against Buondeimonte, and they decided that 
that injury and manifest shame was not to be endured in any man- 
ner whatsoever, and that such an infamous blot could not be washed 
away save by the blood itself of him who had despised their kin- 
ship. Some there were who, reflecting upon the evils which might 
arise, were not willing to proceed at such a headlong pace, and 
counselled that the circumstances be maturely considered But among 
those present was Mosca Lamberu, a man exceedingly bold and 
ready of his hand He said that those who advised this means and 
that ended only in adopting none, adding the common proverb: 
“Cosa fatta capo ha ” In a word, the upshot of the family counal 
was that vengeance could not be had without bloodshed, and the 
task of assassinating Messer Buondeimonte was assigned to Mosca, 
Stiatta Uberti, Lambertuccio degli Amidei, and Uderigo Fifanti, valor- 
ous and spirited youths of most noble parentage. 
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These young men took what measures were necessary to put such 
a homicide into effect, and began to spy upon the comings and 
goings of the cavalier m order to determine whether or not they 
might fall upon him at unawares, so that he should not escape them. 
By the time they had as much information as they needed it was 
Holy Week, and not wishing to delay the deed longer, they de- 
cided that they would consecrate Easter Sunday with the blood of 
the traitor. 

On the night preceding Easter the conspirators lay in ambush in 
one of the Amidei houses situated between the Ponte Vecchio and 
Santo Stefano, and stood in readiness on Easter morning for Messer 
Buondelmonte to pass that way, as was his custom. He, thinking 
perhaps that it was an easy thing to forget such an injury as break- 
ing off an important contraa, and considering that the Amidei 
had no reason to take umbrage at the offence, rode out early on 
Easter morning on a beautiful white palfrey He passed by the house 
I mentioned, intending to cross the river There the conspirators fell 
(Upon him and cast him down from his horse at the foot of the 
bridge under a statue of Mars, dead from numerous fearful wounds. 

At the beginning of Bandello’s narrative Niccolo Machiavelli had 
interrupted his conversation with Polydore Vergil and John Leland 
to listen attentively Now he said 

“Ser Matteo, you have told a better story than I, though it must 
be confessed that my mind was on other matters at that particular 
point of my Florenttne Histones. Perhaps I may at this time be al- 
lowed to add that the homicide of which you have given an ac- 
count was the source whence sprang the Guelf and Ghibelline fac- 
tions and the warfare between them In the end that strife caused 
the ruin of many splendid palaces, and the downfall, through exile 
and bloodshed, of many noble families. — But I have given up history 
this long while, and will not bore you cither with details of the 
struggle, nor with moralizings upon it Besides, the subject may be 
disagreeable to some of the guests present, such as Doctor Lanfranc." 

“I am not equally forbearing,” said Sir John Fortescue, “for, with 
reference to the tale told a moment ago, I am bound to say that 
in my opinion Lorenzo d’Acunha and his wife were the victims 
of that feudal system upon which the eminent Scots historian has 
already commented Among other ills which it fostered was the droit 
du seigneur. Only on such a road could King Fernando have walked 
so conBdendy and so boldly into another man’s home and life” 

“I think,” said Froissart, “that you perhaps exaggerate. Crime de- 
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pends upon character as well as opportunity, whether under the 
feudal or the monarchical system. Your own Edward III tried a simi- 
lar demarche, but got little forward— if you will listen to my tale.” 

66. KING EDWARD III RECKONS WITHOUT HIS HOSTESS 

Jean Froissart 

When King David of Scotland had sacked and burned Durham he 
was advised to beat a retreat, for he had gained so much booty 
that the horses could hardly go with the burden of it On his re- 
turn he camped not far from Wark Castle, and next morning con- 
tinued on his way, but Sir William Montacute, its chatclain, fell 
upon his rear-guard, plundered the pack-train, and killed upwards 
of two hundred men This so enraged him that he turned back and 
laid siege to Wark. 

The casde belonged to the Earl of Salisbury. At this time he 
was not present, for he had been taken prisoner near Lisle, and 
now lay in the Chatelet at Pans. For his many deeds of valour and 
for the many services which he had received from him, King Ed- 
ward gave him this castle as a wedding gift Catherine, Countess 
of Salisbury, was considered one of the most beautiful and virtuous 
women in England 

King David attacked the castle so stoutly that the defenders deemed 
It advisable to hasten the assistance of King Edward. Sir William 
Montacute got out under cover of rain and darkness and found the 
king at Chertscy. When David learned that the English king was 
approaching in force, he yielded to the advice of his chieftains, raised 
the siege and marched for Jedworth Forest. On the very same day 
Edward and his whole army arrived before Wark about noon, and 
took up his position on the ground which the Scots had occupied. 
Learning that they had returned home, he was much enraged, for 
he had come there with so much speed that both his soldiers and 
their horses were sadly fatigued. However, he ordered his men to 
take up their quarters where they were, for he wished to go to the 
castle to visit the noble dame within, whom he had not seen since 
her marriage. 

As soon as he was disarmed, taking ten or twelve knights with 
him. King Edward proceeded to the castle to salute the Countess of 
Salisbury, to examine what damage the attacks of the Scots had 
done, and note the manner in which those within had defended 
themselves The moment the countess heard of the king’s approach, 
she ordered all the gates to be thrown open and herself went out 
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to meet him, so richly attired that no one could look at her but 
with wonder and admiration at her noble deportment, great beauty 
and gracious behaviour. Drawmg near the king, she made her rever- 
ence to the ground and gave him her thanks for coming to her as- 
sistance; then she conducted him to the castle to entertain and honour 
him, as she was very well able to do. Everyone was delighted with 
the countess As for the king, he could not take his eyes off her, for 
he thought that he had never before seen so beautiful and spirited 
a lady, and it seemed to him that nowhere in the whole world was 
there any other lady so worthy of being loved. 

Thus they entered the castle hand in hand The countess led him 
first into the hall, and then to a richly furnished chamber set apart 
for his use But during all this time the king kept his eyes so con- 
tinuously upon her that the gende dame was quite abashed. 

After Edward had sufficiently examined his apartment he retired to 
a window, and leaning upon it, fell into a profound reverie. The 
countess went to entertain the other knights and squires, ordered 
dinner to be made ready, the tables to be set, and the hall adorned 
and dressed out. When she had given all the necessary orders, she 
returned with a cheerful countenance to the king, whom she found 
still musing, and said to him : “Dear sir, what are you thinking about 
so seriously^ So much meditation docs not beseem you, saving Your 
Grace. You ought rather to be in high spirits for having driven your 
enemies before you, and should leave the trouble of thinking to 
others.” “Dear lady,” answered the king, “you must know that since 
entering this castle there has come to me such an extraordinary idea 
that It behoves me to reflect upon it. I do not know what the conclu- 
sion may be, so I have to give it my whole attention ” “Dear sir,” 
replied the countess, “you should be of good cheer, and feast with 
your friends, to increase their pleasure by your presence, and leave 
off thinking and meditating, for God has been very bountiful to 
you in all your undertakings, and has shown you so much favour that 
you are the most feared and renowned prince in Christendom. If it 
is about the Scots that you are thinking, reflect that you can make 
yourself amends for the damage they have done you at your pleasure, 
as you have done before Therefore, if it please you, come into the 
hall to your knights, for dinner will soon be ready” “Dear Lady,” 
replied Edward, “other things than what you think of touch my 
heart and he there. I tell you truly that the perfections and beauties 
of your person have taken me by surprise, and have so impressed my 
heart that my happiness depends on receiving from you a return 
to my flame, which no denial can ever extinguish ” “Sweet sir,” said 
the countess, “you ought not to amuse yourself by laughing at or 
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tempting me, for I cannot believe you mean what you have just 
said; It IS quite unthinkable that so noble and gallant a prince as 
you are would ever intend dishonour to me or my husband, who is 
so valiant a knight, who has served you so faithfully, and who now, 
in your quarrel, lies m prison. Certainly, sir, such intention would 
not add to your glory, nor would success be of any advantage to 
you So far as I am concerned, no such thought has ever entered 
my mind, and I trust in God it never will, for any man hving. 
And if I were to prove complaisant in this matter, it is you who 
ought to blame me, and, in strict justice, have my body punished.” 

The virtuous lady then quitted the king, who was quite astonished, 
and went to the hall to hasten dinner Afterwards, attended by the 
knights, she returned to the king and said “Sir, come into the 
hall, your knights are waiting for you that they may wash their 
hands, for they, as well as yourself, have fasted too long" After 
washing, the king and his knights and their hostess seated themselves 
at the board But Edward ate very little, remaining pensive the whole 
time, and glancing, whenever he had the opportunity, at the countess. 
His uneasy behaviour surprised his companions, for they had never 
seen the king like this before They imagined that it was by reason of 
the Scots having escaped him 

During the whole day Edward remained at the casde without 
knowing what to do with himself Sometimes he remonstrated with 
himself that honour and loyalty forbade him to admit such treason 
into his heart as to wish to shame so virtuous a lady and so gal- 
lant a knight as was her husband At other moments his passion 
was so strong that considerations of honour and loyalty were driven 
from his thought In this wise did he pass that day, and a sleepless 
night to boot, in debating the matter in his mind 

At daybreak, however, Edward rose, assembled his army, decamped 
and went in pursuit of the Scots, to drive them out of his kingdom 
Upon taking leave of the countess he said’ “Dear lady, God preserve 
you until I return, and I entreat that you will think well of what I 
have said, and have the goodness to give me a different answer” 
“Dear sir,” replied Catherine, “may God, of His infinite goodness, 
preserve you and drive such churlish thoughts from your heart, for 
I am, and always shall be, ready to serve you consistently with my 
own honour and yours ” The king left her quite abashed, and went 
with his army after the Scots, whom he proceeded to harry furiously 
near Jedworth Forest. 

However, when Edward, after three days’ skirmishing, was unable 
to draw the Scots into a defimte engagement, he retired, and dis- 
creet men on both sides arranged a truce of two years between the 
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two kings. One of the conditions of the truce was that in return 
for the Earl of Moray, whom the English had captured, the Scots 
king should effect the release of the Earl of Salisbury from French 
prison; and this was done. 

Now Edward, though he was at war in Picardy, Normandy, Gas- 
cony, Poitou and Brittany, was unable to forget ^untess Catherine. 
Love reminded him of her day and mght, representing her beauties 
and lively behaviour in such bewitching lights that he could think 
of nothing else. Out of affection for the lady and his desire to see 
her the king ordered a great feast and tournament to be proclaimed, 
to be held in London the middle of August He sent hts proclama- 
tion to Hainault, Flanders, Brabant and France, promising passports 
to all knights and squires, from whatever country they might come, 
for their arrival and return He commanded that all barons, lords, 
knights and squires of his own realm should be there without fail, 
if they had any love for him; and he expressly ordered the Earl of 
Salisbury to bring his wife, with as many young ladies as he could 
collect to attend her. 

The earl very cheerfully complied with the king’s request, for he 
thought nothing evil, and the good lady dared not say nay. She 
came, though unwillingly, for she guessed the reason which made the 
king so eager for her attendance, though she was afraid to discover 
It to her husband, imagining that by her conduct and conversation 
she might be able to divert the kmg’s mind The ladies and damsels 
were most superbly dressed and adorned, according to their dif- 
ferent degrees, except the Countess of Salisbury, who came m attire 
as plain as might be She did not intend that the king should spend 
too much time in admiring her, for she had neither wish nor in- 
clination to obey him in anything evil that might be for her own 
or her husband’s dishonour 

At this feast, which was very noble and magnificent, there were 
present great numbers of barons and knights of noble birth The 
dancing and banqueting continued for fifteen days Unfortunately, 
Lord John, eldest son of the baron Beaumont, was killed in the 
tournament. 

“Regarding the further progress of King Edward’s love affair,’’ 
added Froissart, “I have no precise information Scarcely had the 
entertainment broken up when the king received tidings that the 
Scots were keeping their truce but indifferently, and from France 
came news that, as the truce of Arras was near expiry, the French 
were making great preparations for war. Urgent state business may 
have caused him to relinquish his suit and pursuit. On the other 
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hand, it is not impossible that the beauty of the lady’s character, 
as well as the sensibility of his obligaaons to her husband, had aroused 
some feeble stirrings of decency in the king’s heart. Whereas, in 
approaching Catherine— or any other beautiful lady — as he did, he 
acted only in conformity with the accepted conventions of his age, 
It must be remembered that the cultured prelate Richard of Bury, 
afterwards bishop of Durham, had been Edward’s tutor as a prince; 
perhaps all his lessons had not fallen on fallow ground, for the third 
Edward had little of his father’s character In the founder of the 
Order of the Garter, too, we might expect to find a soil receptive 
to those seeds of gcntlemanliness which Geoffrey Chaucer later dis- 
covered with amazement in Italy, and with which he was so de- 
lighted that he referred to them thereafter in and out of season. 
At all events, so far as I know, Catherine lived in peace from this 
time forward.” 

“The Countess of Salisbury,” said John Major, “was doubtless sen- 
sible of the honour which King Edward wished to show her hy a 
display of chivalric prowess; but I wonder if she was pleased hy the 
death of the young Lord Beaumont? For the most part, 1 abhor this 
dangerous game of jousting with the spear merely for the sake of 
making a show; for anything is hateful which risks the lives of men 
without necessity. On the other hand, I say that those who thus 
come into conflict in the course of a war which is just, are not to 
blame; but if it be in time of peace, and merely for show, they arc 
sorely to blame. And as to confession made before such encounters, 
that has something vulpine in it, for the intention is immediately 
thereafter to commit an unlawful deed. I do not, however, deny the 
right to joust with blunted spears for the sake of exercising the skill 
of the combatants, with all precaution taken against a mortal wound ” 

“Perhaps you would have approved,” said Walter Haliday, “a tour- 
nament which I once witnessed in Middlesex, you might even have 
been amused by it I preserved a record of the engagement so that 
my fame with posterity might be secure. It was like this . . .” 

67 . THE TOURNAMENT OF TOTENHAM 

Walter Holiday 

Of alle these kene conqueroures to carpe is oure kynde; 

Off fel fcghtyng folke ferly we fynde. 

The turnament of Totenham have I in mynde" 

Hit were harme sich hardynesse were holdyn behynde. 

In story as we rede 
Off Hawkyn, of Harry, 
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Off Tymkyn, of Tyrry, 

Off theym that were dughty 
And hardy m dede. 

Hit befel m Totenham on a dere day, 

Thcr was made a shurtyng be the hye way: 

Thider come alle the men of that contray, 

Off Hisselton, of Hygate, and of Hakenay 
And alle the sweete swynkers. 

Ther hoppyd Hawkyn, 

Ther dawnsid Dawkyn, 

Ther trumpyd Tymkyn, 

And all were true drynkers. 

Tille the day was gon and evesong paste. 

That that shulde reckyn thaire skot and thaire counts caste: 
Perkyn the potter m to the precs paste, 

And seid. Rondill the refe, a doghter thou haste, 

Tibbe thi dere. 

Therefor fayne wete wolde I, 

Whether these felows or I, 

Or which of alle this bachclery. 

Were the best worthy to wed her to his fere. 

Upsterte the gadlyngs with thaire lang staves, 

And scid, Rondyll the refe, lo, this lad raves 
How prudly among us thy doghter he craves. 

And we ar richer men then he, and more gode haves. 

Off cjtell and of come 
Then seid Perkyn To Tibbc I have hyght 
That I will be alle wey redy m my right 
With a fleyle for to fyght this day seven nyght. 

And though hit were to morne 

Then seid Rondill the refe Ever be he waryd. 

That aboute this carpyng longer wolde be taryd, 

I wolde not my doghter that she were myskaryd, 

But at hir moost worship I wolde she were maryd 
Therfor the turnament shalle begynne 
This day seven nyght, 

With a flayle for to fyght • 

And he that is moste of myght 
Shalle brok hir with Wynne. 
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He that berys hym best in the turnament, 

He shal be grauntid the gre be the comyn assent, 

Ffor to Wynne ray doghter with dughtynesse of dent, 

And Coppull my brode hen that was broght out of Kent, 
And my donned cow; 

Ffor no spence will I spare, 

Ffor no catell willc I care, 

He shalle have my grey mare. 

And my spottyd sowe. 

Ther was mony a bolde lad theirc bodys to bedc* 

Than thei tokc theire Icve, and hamwarde thci ghede: 

And alle the tvekc afterward thei graythed her wede, 

TiUe hit come to the day that ihei shulde do thaire dede. 

Thei armyd theym in mattes; 

Thei sett on theire nollys 
Code blakc bollys, 

Ffor to kepe theire pollis. 

From battcryng of battes. 

Thei sewed hem in schepe skynnes, for thei shuld not brest: 

And ever ilkon of hem toke a blac hatte in stidde of a crest: 
A baskett or a panyer before on thaire brest. 

And a flayle in theire hondc- for to fyght prest. 

Forth con thei fare 
Ther was kid mycull fors. 

Who shulde best fend his cors; 

He that hade no gode hors, 

Borowyd hym a mare. 

Sich a nother gadryng have I not sene ofte 

When alle the gret company come ridand to the crofte* 
Tibbe on a grey marc was sett upon lofte 
Upon a secke full of fedyrs for she shuld sitt softe. 

And ledde tille the gappe 
Fforther wold she not than 
For the luf of no man. 

Till Coppull hir brode hen 
Were broght into hir lappe. 

A gay gyrdull Tibbe hade borowed for the nones. 

And a garland on hir hed full of ruell bones. 

And a broch on hir brest full of saphre stones. 
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The holy rode tokynyng was writon for the noiies: 

For no spendyng wolde they spare, 

When )oly Jeynkyn wist hir thare, 

He gurde so fast his grey mare, 

That she lete a fowkyn fare 
At the rerewarde. 

I make a vow, quod Tibbc, Coppull is comyn of kynde. 

I shalle falle fyve in the felde, and I my flayle fynde. 

I make a vow, quod Hudde, I shalie not leve behynde, 

May I mete with Lyarde or Bayarde the blynde, 

I wot I schalle theym greve 
I make a vow, quod Haukyn, 

May I mete with Daukyn, 

Ffor alle his rich kyn, 

His flayle I shalle hym reve 

I make a vow, quod Gregge, Tib, thu shal se 

Which of alle the bachelery grauntid is the gre: 

I shalle skomfet hem alle, for the luf of the 

In what place that I come thei shall have dout of me, 

Ffor I am armyd at the foie: 

In myn armys I her well 
A dogh trogh, and a pele, 

A sadull with owt panele, 

With a flcce of wolc 

Now go down, quod Dudman, and here me het abowte, 

I make a vow thei shall abye that I fynde owte, 

Have I twysc or thnse riden thrugh the rowte, 

In what place that I come of me thei shal ha doute, 

Myn armys bene so clerc, 

I bar a ridell and a rake, 

Poudurt with the brenyng drake. 

And thre cantels of a cake 
In like cornere. 

I make a vow, quod Tirry, and swere be my crede. 

Saw thu never yong hoy forther his body bede, 

Ffor when thei fyght fastest and most er in drede, 

I shalle take Tib be the hond, and away hir lede: 

Then byn myn armys best, 

1 ber a pilch of ermyn. 
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Poudert with a catt skyn. 

The chcfe is of pechmyn. 

That stondis on the creste. 

I make a vow, quod Dudman, and swere be the stra, 
Whd I am most mery thu gets hir not swa. 

For she is wel shapyn, as light as a ra, 

There is no capull in this myle before her wil ga: 

She wil me not begyle- 
I dare sothcly say, 

She wil berc me a Monday 
Ffro Hissiltoun to Haknay, 

Noght other halfc myle. 

I make a vow, quod Perkyn, thu carpis of cold rost, 

1 wil wyrke wiselier with out any boost 
Ffyve of the best capuls that ar in this host, 

I wil hem lede away be another coost. 

And then lowght Tibbe: 

We loo, boycs, here is he, 

That will fyght and not fle, 

Ffor I am in my lolyte — 

Loo forth Tibbe 

When thai had thairc othcs made, forth can thei ic, 
With flayles and harnys and trumpis made of tre: 
Ther wcr all the bachilers of that contrc, 

Thci were dight in aray as thaim self wolde be: 

Thcire baner was ful bryght 
Off an oldc raton fell. 

The chcfe was of a ploo mell. 

And the schadow of a bell. 

Quartered with the mone light. 

I wot It was no childer gamme when thci to geder mett. 
When like a frcke in the felde on his felow bette. 
And Icid on stifly, for no thyng wold thei Ictt, 

And foght ferly fast, til theyre hors swett, 

And few wordis were spokyn; 

Ther were flayles al to flatcrdc, 

Ther were scheldis al to claterde, 

Bolles and disshis al to baterde. 

And mony hedis ther were brokyn. 
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Ther was clenkyng of cart sadils and clateryng of Cannes: 

Off fel frekis in the feeld brokyn were thaire fannes: 

Off sum were the hedis brokyn, of sum the brayn pannes, 

And evel were they besene er they went thannes: 

With swippyng of swipylles. 

The laddis were so wery forfoght, 

That thai myght fyght no more on loft, 

But creppid aboute in the crofte. 

As thei were crokid crypils 

Perky n was so wery that he began to lowte: 

Helpe, Hudde, I am dcd in this like rowte: 

An hors for .xl penys, a gode and a stoute, 

That I may lightly cum of myn owe owte, 

Ffor no cost wil I spare. 

He stert up as a snayle, 

And hem a capull be the tayle, 

And raught of Daukyn his flayle. 

And wan hym a mare 

Perkyn wan fyve, and Hudde wan twa: 

Glad and blith thai were that thei had don sa* 

Thai wolde have thaim to Tibbc, and present hir with tha: 

The capuls were so wery that thei myght not ga, 

But stille can thei stonde 
Alas, quod Hud, my loye I lese; 

Me had lever then a ston of chese. 

That dere Tibbe had alle these. 

And wist hit were my sonde. 

Perkyn turnyd him aboute in that like throng. 

He fought fresshly for he had rest hym long: 

He was war of Tirry take Tib be the bond. 

And wold haue lad hir away with a luf song: 

And Perkyn after ran 
And of his capull he hym drowe. 

And gaf hym of his flayle inowe: 

Then te he, quod Tib, and lowe, 

Ghe are a dughty man. 

Thus thai tuggut and thei ruggut til hit was ny nyght; 

Alle the wyves of Tottenham come to se that sight, 

To fech home thaire husbondis, that were thaym trouthe plight. 

With wispys and kixes, that was a rich sight. 
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Her husbondis home to fech: 

And sum they had m armys 
That were febull wreches. 

And sum on whelebarowes. 

And sum on criches. 

They gedurt Perkyn aboute on every side, 

And graunt hym ther the gre, the more was his pride: 

Tib and he with gret myrth hamward can ride, 

And were alnyght togedur til the morrow tide. 

And to chirch they went- 
So wel his nedis he base spedde. 

That dere Tibbe he shall wedde 
The chefe men that hir thider Icdde 
Were of the Turnament 

To that rich fest come mony for the nonys’ 

Sum come hiphalt, and sum tnppandc thither on the stonys’ 

Sum with a staffe in his honde, and sum too at onys 
Of sum were the hedis brokyn, of sum the schuldcr bonys: 

With sorow come they thidur 
Woo was Hawkyn, woo was Harry, 

Woo was Tomkyn, woo was Terry, 

And so was al the company, 

But ghct thei come togedcr. 

At that fest were thei servyd in a rich aray. 

Every fyve and fyve had a cokeney, 

And so they sate in white al the long daye: 

Tibbc at nyght I trow hade a sympull aray: 

Micull myrth was thaym among 
In eucry corner of the howse 
Was melodye deliciouse, 

Ffor to here preciousc 
Off SIX mennys song. 

“After a tournament or a joust it was the custom, as you know, to 
hold a banquet, and my heroes were as punctilious in this matter 
as in their observance of the requirements of chivalry Since you 
have heard the chromcle of the one, you must hsten to the tale of 
the other” — 
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THE FEEST 

Now of this feest telle I can, 

I trow as wel as any man. 

Be est or be west, 

Ffor over alle in like a schirc 
I am send for as a sire 
To like a grct fest. 

Ffor in feith ther was on 
Sich on saw I never non 
In Inglond ne m Fraunce: 

Ffor ther hade I the maistry 
Of alle maner of cucry, [cool^ery 

Sith then was myschaunce. 

Thar was meyts wel dight, 

Wel sesoncd to the right. 

Off rost and of sew 
Ther was meyts be heven 

That were a maistre al to ncvcn, [mttne 

But sum I con yow. 

Ther was pestels in poyra, 

And laduls in tore, 

Ffor potage; 

And somm saduls sewys, 

And mashcfatts in mortrewys, 

Ffor the lecse off age. 

Ther was plente of alle 
To theym that were in halle. 

To lessc and to more. 

There was gryndulstoncs in gravy. 

And mylstones in mawmany, \^hash 

And al this was thore. 

But ghct let thei for no costs, 

Ffor in cum mylere posts 
11] in a disshc. 

And hell clapurs in blawndisare, [sauce of tinne 
With a nobull cury, and sptce 

Ffor tho that ete no fish 
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Ther come m prdans in jussall, 

Als red as any russall, 

Come ther among 
And blobsterdis in white sorre 
Was of a nobull curry. 

With spicery strong 

Ther come chese crustis in charlett 
As red as any scarlette, 

With ruban in rise’ 

Certes of alle the festis 
That ever I saw in gestis, 

This may bcr the prise. 

Ther was castrell in cambys, 

And capulls in cullys, 

With blandamets indorde; 

The nedur lippe of a larke 
Was broght in a muk cart 
And set befor the lorde. 

Then come m stedis of Spayne, 
With the brute of Almayne, 

With palfrayes in paste 
And dongesteks m doralle 
Was forscd wek with charcoll, 

But certes that was waste. 

Then come in the fruture, 

With a nobul savourc, 

With feterloks fried; 

And allc the cart wheles of Kent, 
With stonys of the payment, 

Fful wel were thei tried 

Then come in a horse hed 
In the stid of French brede. 

With allc the riche hide: 

Now hade I not this seen, 

Sura of ghow wold wenc 
Fful lowde that I lyed. 

Ther come m the kydde 
Dressyd m a horse syde. 


[natural jutce 
[saffron 


[flesh with 
mtlh_ 


[glazed mth 

<^gs yoi^s 


[glazed with 
almond mtl^ 



That abyl was to lese: 
ii] yron harows, 

And many whclc barowcs, 

In the stid of new chese. 

When they had drawen the horde. 

Then seid Perkyn a worde 
Hymself to avawnce: 

Syn we have made good chere, 

I red like man m fere 

Goo dresse hym to a dawnce. 

Ther ghe myght se a mery sight, 

When thei were sammen knytte, 

With-out any fayle, 

Thei did but run . . ward, 

And like a man went bakward 
Toppe over tayle. 

• • • 

Off this fest can I no more, 

But certes thei made ham mery thore, 

Whil the day wold last, 

Ghet myght thei not alle in fere 
Have eton the meytis I reckend here, 

But theire bodys had brast. 

“Your account,” said Robert Mannyng, “proves abundantly the 
truth of my contention that tournaments are the forcing-bed of all 
vices.” 

“Not of all,” spoke up Master Archebald. “James III, king of Scot- 
land, who lived after your time, had several vices which owed noth- 
ing to jousts or tourneys One was that, like Rehoboam, he followed 
the advice of young men, though he did not, like Solomon’s son, 
lose the kingdom. Another vice of his will appear if you will hsten to 
my tale.” 

68, THE SECOND PRIEST’s TALE OF PEBLIS 

Master Archebald 

Once upon a time there was a king, and also a queen, as many 
had been in the land before them. The king was fair of person, 
lusty and strong, a handsome man on foot, and no less handsome 
on horseback. However, his character was tainted with several faults 
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He was fond of young counsel, and liked to have young men near 
him; indeed, young men were to him both clerk and priest. He 
favoured none who were mature, and still less those of age, nor 
those whose advice was wise and sober. He was always ready for 
sport and play 

It fell out now that a clerk of great learning arrived in Scotland 
from over sea, who took great pains to gain a position in the king’s 
household He perceived very clearly that no man could keep a 
place with the king unless he laid aside all seriousness; so, with 
wand and bells, particoloured coat and a pair of ass's ears he feigned 
himself a fool, and called himself Fictus. He could speak French, 
Dutch, Italian and false Latin 

This clerk went until he found the king at church. There he greeted 
him in French and other nonsensical language “Come, now, sir 
king,” said he, “cither you with me or I with you ” “By St Katherine,” 
said the king, “this fool has many a wild flighty word. Come home 
with me, then; you shall have plenty to drink ” “Grand mercy,” said 
the fool with a laugh “Now we shall be able to keep us from dulness 
and care,” said the king, “as long as we have this fool with us ” 

Thus did the clerk feign himself a fool in word and deed the 
wiser the man, the better he can ;est At last he was called the fool 
of fools, and he remained in close association with the king till he 
had become quite familiar with his habits and manners, and copied 
them to perfection 

Not long after this it happened that the king was to ride to a 
certain town for pleasure. The fool took his bauble and went on 
ahead, and with him were two or three runners By the road-side 
they found a wounded man so sorely hurt that he could not move 
When the fool asked the cause of his plight he said “Reivers and 
thieves have done me mischief” Now the man’s wounds were as 
full of flies as a nest is with bees One of the runners, moved to 
pity, would have brushed the flics away, but the fool said to him 
“Man, let them be, for now they arc full and only sit, if you frighten 
them away, hungry ones will come in their place and suck his blood 
The oftener the flies arc disturbed, the oftener will others come ” 
On this the wounded man said that he was not such a fool as he 
appeared to be. 

Soon afterwards the king came up with mirth and song. In his 
hand he held a birch branch wherewith to keep the flics and midges 
away from his face, for it was the season when many were flymg 
about. He too saw the wounded man by the road-side and rode 
up to him “What makes you groan thus?” asked the monarch. Said 



THE SECOND priest’s TALE OF PEBLIS 333 

the other: “I have been hurt by both thief and robber; and though all 
the pain 1$ mine, the fault, sir king, is yours, for if you were in the 
habit of heeding good counsel, then you would root out reivers and 
thieves from your kingdom But you are surrounded only by those 
who are good dancers and good singers, and you take no thought 
of your realm’s misgovernance ” At that moment the king waved his 
birch branch to drive away the flies. “Alas, sir king,” said the man, 
“do not do that or you will kill me” “You astonish me,” said his 
majesty; “what do you mean? You would soon be hale if the flies 
were driven away ” Said the wounded man “Your fool has more 
wit than you have; I could see well by his face that he has more 
sense than all your company But my tongue is heavy and my body 
weak; ask your fool for an explanation, for I am at the point of 
death and can speak no more. Farewell.” 

The king moved on in a thoughtful mood, thinking how the coun- 
try was mismanaged because of his vain and childish pastimes, and 
because of his predilection for green counsel And while he was re- 
flecting he wondered what kind of a man his fool might be, what 
the wounded man could sec in him, and why he was wiser than 
all his suite. 

When the king had arrived at his destination he sent for Fictus 
and gave him a cloth and trencher near his own table where he 
could observe him He asked about the wounded man and why 
he had forbidden the flies to be driven away Fictus replied as he 
had done to the runner on the other occasion He also took this 
opportunity to point out that the king, with his continual succes- 
sion of new servants and oflicers of court, was like the wounded 
man and the flies, with the result that the realm was sucked dry 
and the poor put under “Listen to our fool,” said the king. “It seems 
to me he must have been at school I’ll take my oath, you are not 
so foolish as you would have us believe ” You may be sure that 
this was a disturbing speech for the king’s courtiers who were sit- 
ting round about. 

One time it happened that a gentleman slew another by accident. 
Through the intercession of a friend at court he was pardoned; where- 
upon he went home and killed another man Again he paid his 
courdy friend very handsomely, and was again pardoned by the 
king Six months later he slew a third man. When the king heard 
of this homicide he became very wroth, and swore that he would 
not pardon the murderer for all the gold in India, and if he did, 
he hoped God would put him out of His mind The criminal fell 
to his knees and asked grace, but the king denied him. Then said 
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Fictus the fool, who was sitting near by: “If you do not hang or 
behead this man on account of his slayings it will be a great mis- 
carriage of )usticc. It was he, indeed, who killed the first man, hut 
It IS you, Sire, who slew the other two. If you had punished him as 
he deserved at the beginning, the other two gentlemen would now 
be alive. You, as king, should be a bulwark and protection to your 
people, and at the day of doom you shall be held accountable for 
the manslaughters which have been perpetrated under your rule, just 
as bishops must answer for the soul that is lost through the fault of 
priest or preaching” 

Said the king “Woe is met for I see that I am the fool of fools 

when I can be instructed by a fool I will call a parliament of the 

three estates to consider the truth of Fictus’ words” The parlia- 
ment debated the matter and gave it as their opinion that Fictus’ 

words were true and that he was a wise man. Thereafter the king 
made a law regarding homicide that was of great behoof for his 
subjects From that time, too, he abandoned his light ways and com- 
ported himself more soberly. 

But there was one folly which he did not forgo, and which had 
been subject-matter for evil tongues for a long time There was a 
strangeness between him and the queen, so that he slept with her 
but seldom, and lay preferably in lemanry. 

A little before Yule feast the king was stopping at the inn of a 
burgess in a certain town, the fool and five others in his company. 
The burgess had a daughter whom he loved as the apple of his eye, 
and indeed she was a bonny wench. The king frequently looked at 
her with lustful glances, and would fain have shared her bed. Now 
he knew there was no one in his suite as subtle as Fictus, so he called 
him privately and said' “Fictus, I am so smitten with love for this 
burgess maid that I would have her with me tonight at all costs, 
whether for gold, goods, wage or pledge.” Said the fool: “I under- 
stand, and I will arrange the matter for you ” 

Later in the evening, when the company were engaged in their 
revels, Fictus approached the pretty girl and gave her a lecture on 
chastity, citing the examples of St Margaret and St Katherine. The 
girl replied that he was wasting his time, for she had no mtenuon 
of hving any other kind of life than a decent one. The king, how- 
ever, thought that Fictus had been busy on his errand, and said: 
“What my fool says is no he.” “Sire,” replied the maid, “his words 
were sufficient, and as he says, so will I do, if God permit.” 

The king’s steward now called him to supper, but before he sat 
down he said to Fictus. “You see, she has consented; but one thing 
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I insist upon— no one shall come near her but myself, for she is 
young, and fears to get a bad name” 

After supper Fictus took his way to the queen and said: “Madame, 
if you will do as I advise there will be neither shame nor harm in 
It” Then he told her about the king’s expectations m connection 
with the burgess’ daughter, adding that it was not his intention to 
help the king to sin “But,” said Fictus, “the king has given orders 
to admit us privily to his room when I come with the girl, and 
then I am to conduct her forth again before daybreak Now, Madame, 
my counsel is this: Instead of the girl I will take you into the king 
with your head and face mufScd up for greater precaution. If the 
deception be discovered, though he hang me, he will do you no 
harm. So be of good courage.” “Sir,” said the queen, “I agree to do 
as you suggest” 

So, in the manner you nave heard, the queen was stealthily in- 
troduced to the king’s bed, and there she lay all night in his arms. 
The king thought no night had ever been so short, such great de- 
light had he in that night’s entertainment. A little before dawn the 
fool returned and took the lady away In this fashion did the king 
pass three highly agreeable nights with his own queen, thinking 
always that his companion was the burgess’ daughter It was no won- 
der that the king was pleased, for the queen was fair and young. 
His majesty rewarded Fictus generously, and made him sit beside 
him on the same settle 

Now when Fictus saw how joyful the king was he said to him 
privily: “I would fain know, if I may, why it is you take such pleasure 
in lying with women of low degree, thus putting shame on your 
queen, who 1$ both fair and good, and able to stand comparison 
with any other beauty whatsoever. Why have you this spite against 
her? What solace have you had these last three nights which you 
could not find with your own consort?” Replied the king' “I really 
cannot tell; I simply follow my whim When my fancy falls on some 
woman or other, many courtiers cxime and tell me that I do well, 
reporting evil tales of the queen The false chatterers put me out 
of tune, and since I am light-minded by nature, I lose any appetite 
I may have for the queen ” 

“Will you admit,” answered Fictus, “that you have been well 
pleased diese last three nights?” “Yea, that I grant,” replied the 
sovereign. “Would to God that lady had been the queen I” “What will 
you give me,” asked Fictus, “if I make her legally your wife within 
three days? If I cannot do so, my head shall be forfeit” “If you do 
that,” answered the king, “you may have gold, lordships or land; 



MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 


336 

or i£ you choose to put off your fool’s motley and be wise, you may 
have a bishopric. Here is my hand on it.” “Raise your hand," said 
the fool, “and swear to this without reservation.” The king swore 
to abide by his covenant. "Now,” said Fictus, “it does not beseem a 
king to break his bond, and what I promised you is already done; she 
whose society you enjoyed these last nights is in very truth your own 
queen ” 

“By God I sir fool, I think you will have some trouble in making 
that good ” 

“My liege,” answered Fictus, “be not wroth, especially after swear- 
ing such a binding oath If the lady pleased you three nights, why 
should she not continue to do so? A moment ago you wished that 
person were your wife, and now you quarrel with me when I say 
that she is so” 

“By Him who was borne in Yulel” cried the king, “you are an old 
scholar at the book I wonder where you have found such a sophism 
as to be able to bind me with my own bondl However, I am well 
content, and heartily accept my own queen. And I swear by heaven 
that I will never do anything to displease her for odd or even, pro- 
viding she can prove that she really was the lady who bore me com- 
pany ” 

Without more ado the king betook himself to the queen’s apart- 
ment There he tested her by various sure tokens, and found that 
Fictus had told the truth Then was he joyful indeed He knelt down 
and asked forgiveness for his former wantonness and light behaviour 
The queen forthwith forgave him whatever he had done in levity, 
for she understood that his folly had not been intentional. 

Now both the king and queen gave thanks to God for the amend- 
ment of their fortune, and espiecialiy they thanked the fool who 
had brought about this concord between them They pulled off his 
motley coat and put on him a flowing clerkly gown; when so dressed 
he did indeed seem to be a cunning clerk Soon afterward a bishop’s 
see fell vacant, and Fictus was appointed thereto He remained very 
dear to the royal pair, and was always chief in their councils Would 
to God that this example were followed by every kjng who does 
not love his queen • 

When Master Archebald had finished his story the brief silence was 
broken by the suave tones of a gentleman sitting with Guicciardini 
and Marco Polo “The argument,” said Giovanni Boccaccio, “if there 
IS any argument, seems to me to go astray It is infinitely desirable 
for married men to keep within their own preserves, I grant you; 
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but in some cases marriage is but a pis alter, as St Paul says, and 
there are forces of Nature which are susceptible of no factitious con- 
trol. I will illustrate by a story. Those of you who have been on 
crusades will doubtless recognize its elements, for it is well known 
that all stories were brought to Europe from India through the chan- 
nel of the crusades. Who brought them to India I do not know, unless 
It was Alexander the Great, or Apollonius of Tyana. However . . .” 

69 . THE BOY IGNORANT OF WOMEN 

Gtovanm Boccaccio 

In our city of Florence, a good while back, there lived a man, 
Filippo Balducci by name, a person of rather mean social station, 
but rich, and sufficiently adroit in such matters as pertained to his 
rank He was married to a woman whom he loved exceedingly, 
and she him, so that they lived comfortably together, each giving 
heed only to those ways wherein one might please the other But 
It happened to them as it happens to all, that the good lady passed 
from this life, leaving to Filippo no other memento of herself than 
a son, begotten by him, who at this time was two years old 

The death of his lady left Filippo as disconsolate as any man might 
be for the loss of a loved one, and perceiving that, deprived of that 
companionship which he loved so much, he was now left alone, he 
resolved to be no longer of this world, but to dedicate himself to 
God’s service, and do the like with his little son Then, bestowing 
his goods for the love of God, he betook himself without delay to 
Monte Asinaio, and with his son established his abode there in a lit- 
tle cell There, living upon alms, he devoted himself to fasting and 
prayer He took the most scrupulous care not to speak of any tem- 
poral matter in the boy’s presence, nor let him see worldly things 
lest such lure him from ascetic service; rather did he talk with him 
on all occasions about God, the glory of eternal life, and the saints, 
teaching him nothing but pious prayers 

Thus Filippo kept his son for many years, never permitting him 
to leave the cell, nor showing him anyone but himself But sometimes 
the good man would go to Florence, and being there provided with 
his needs by the friends of God, would return again to his hut One 
day when the boy was about eighteen years old and Filippo was 
well on in years, it chanced that the youth asked him whither he 
went. Filippo told him, and the lad answered: “Father mine, you 
have grown old, and are ill able K> endure fatigue; why do you not 
take me to Florence and acquaint me with your friends and the dev- 
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otccs of God so that afterwards 1, who am young, may go to Florence 
for our needs, while you remain here?” 

The good man, considering that his son was now grown up, and 
so habituated to God’s service that worldly things would hardly be 
able to lure him away, said to himself’ “This is sound advice ’’ Where- 
for, on the next occasion, he took his son with him to the city. 

In Florence the youth, on seeing the palaces, the dwellings, the 
churches and all else wherewith the city abounds, marvelled greatly, 
and in his astonishment asked his father many questions as to how 
these things were named Filippo told him, and when the youth was 
satisfied with one reply, he asked another question 

Thus, the boy questioning and the father replying, they came by 
chance upon a company of pretty and well-dressed young women 
who were returning from a couple of weddings. As soon as the young 
man saw them he asked what they were “My son,” replied his father, 
“lower your eyes and regard them not, for they are an ill thing ” 
“Well,” said the youth, “how are they called?” Filippo, in order not 
to waken any casual carnal desire in his son’s mind, would not call 
them by their proper name, that is, “women,” but said “They are 
called geese” Whereupon, marvellous to relate, he who had never 
seen a woman showed no interest whatsoever in palaces, oxen, horses, 
asses, money or anything else he had seen, and now he said. “O 
father mine, 1 pray you, get me one of those geese.” “Alas' my son,” 
answered Filippo, “be still, they are an evil thing” “Arc bad things 
made so?” asked the lad. “Yes,” said Filippo Then said his son “I 
do not understand what you say, nor why those objects are bad; 
but so far as I am concerned, I have not yet seen anything which 
has seemed to me so beautiful or pleasing as these geese. They are 
far more beautiful than the painted angels which you have so often 
pointed out to me Alas' if you have any regard for your son, con- 
trive that we carry one of these geese back home with us, and I will 
give It something to eat ” “That I will not,” replied Filippo. “Little 
do you know what they feed upon!” 

So he said, but he repented of having brought his son to Florence, 
for now he realized that Nature was stronger than all his wit. 

“I am not sure,” said the Goodman of Pans, “that I should sub- 
scribe to your thesis Gentilcsse, for those who have acquired it, im- 
poses certain laws, or at least operates certain restraints of shame and 
remorse that may well serve to check all but the most violent and 
headstrong natures” 

“In practice the Goodman is right,” said Machi.ivelli. “The history 
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of civilization might be written from a consideration of the tabus 
which society has from time to time thought fit to impose on its 
members A moral, religious or political Solon, like a magician, plucks 
a nescto quid out of the void, labels it a misdemeanour and sternly 
says- ‘That is a sin — ^you must not do that!’ Viewed under one light 
he IS a baneful nuisance m imposing burden after useless burden 
upon mankind; viewed under another, he is a benefactor to the race, 
since by making a man sinful he gives him an opportunity to cleanse 
himself by confession and repentance. But it is really rather a gro- 
tesque comedy.” 

“Sir,” said John Capgrave, “you go too fast for me ” 

“I will illustrate,” answered the historian “Here is Gaucelm Faidit, 
clear-eyed, rosy-cheeked, en bon point, with unfurrowed brow betray- 
ing a mind at rest — in other words, a normal healthy animal Along 
comes a physician, say, John of Gaddesden — unless we must adhere 
strictly to the truth He sees Gaucelm in passing; he turns back and 
looks at him sharply and shakes his head in a mournful manner, so 
that Gaucelm, whose attention is attracted by this mummery, in- 
quiries his business ‘Ah, my friend,’ says Gaddesden with a sigh, 
‘it IS lucky you met me.’ ‘How so?’ asks Gaucelm ‘Because I am 
going to do you a great service and cure you.’ ‘Cure me! Cure me 
of what?’ ‘Is It possible you don’t know you are a sick man?’ asks 
Gaddesden. ‘Nonsense; I never felt better than at this moment’ 
‘Nevertheless, your eye is bright with fever, and you have a hectic 
flush Is not your spittle sometimes thick, sometimes thin?’ ‘I never 
noticed,’ replies Gaucelm ‘Do you never feel pains m the back of 
your legs?’ ‘Never,’ says Gaucelm ‘But you belch after meals, do you 
not?’ ‘Of course,’ answers the victim, who is a hearty eater and has 
always considered belching quite normal. At this Gaddesden gravely 
shakes his head, and finding he is on the right track, pursues it ‘And 
I daresay you have frequent rumbhngs of the wamb?’ ‘That is true,’ 
says the poet, who is fond of cassoulet and black puddings — ^And so 
It goes tdl the doctor has convinced him that he is a very sick man, 
and that nothing can save him from almost immediate dissolution 
save treatment by himself, which treatment will earn the doctor not 
only a pretty penny, but Gaucelm’s undying gratitude And so it is 
with the Solons I )ust mentioned In order to cure a man, they first 
make him sick Also, if there were no rules, there would be no break- 
ing of rules.” 

During this speech Gaddesden had been fidgeting about on his 
bench and now he would have said something, but William of Wyke- 
ham was too quick for him 



MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 


340 

“Sir,” said the prelate, “you astound me. Whatever has put such 
ideas into your head^” 

“Oh, various things,” returned the Florentine, “but principally 
watching my farmer break up the ground at my villa with a team 
of oxen The straining, sweating, goaded, bellowing ox with the fear- 
ful, heavy, wooden yoke upon his neck seems to me to resemble noth- 
ing so much as civilized man ” 

“Discipline and restraint,” said Sir John Fortcscue, “are necessary 
to man; such is his nature that we cannot get along without rules.” 

“I daresay you are right,” answered Machiavelli, “and yet, was it 
not you who just a moment ago cavilled at the restraints of feu- 
dalism?" 

“You must be mad,” said Lord Burleigh; “with one hand you 
brush away the entire political system . .” 

“And with the other the Church,” added Wykeham 

“And with both feet he kicks over the dignity and sanctity of the 
home and family,” objected the Goodman of Pans “Nay, we will 
have our ills, and our doctors to cure them ” 

“When all the world vs blind,” said Peire Cardenal with a wink at 
the Florentine, “the one-eyed man is — ^a fool ” 

“Nor IS the picture so black as you have painted it,” continued the 
Goodman, “as I am going to show by a true story ” 

70 HOW TO KEEP A HUSBAND 

The Goodman of Paris 

I used to hear my father say that there was once living in Pans 
a bourgeoise by the name of Jchanne la Quentine, the wife of Thomas 
Quentin She knew that the said Thomas her husband, in a light and 
foolish manner, frequented and sometimes lay with a poor girl, a 
wool-spinner For a long time, without giving sign by word or deed. 
Dame Jehanne suffered this patiently Finally, however, she found 
out where the girl lived and went to visit her She found the wench 
quite unprovided with household necessities, whether of wood, bacon, 
candles, oil or anything else All she possessed was a bed with a 
single coverlet, her spinning-wheel, and very little other furniture. 

Dame Jehanne said to her "My friend, I am responsible that no 
blame fall upon my husband, and since I know that he takes pleas- 
ure in you, and comes here to visit you, 1 pray you, speak as little 
as possible about him in company, so that he and I and our children 
may not be shamed. If you, for your part, will hide this affair, I swear 
to you that I also will hide it; for since he loves you, it is my inten- 
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tion to love you also, and to assist you in whatever you have to do, 
as you shall see presendy. Now since my husband comes of good 
family, and since he has been accustomed to every attention— well 
fed, well warmed, well bedded and covered, in so far as I have been 
able — and since I see that you possess very little wherewith to minister 
to his comfort, I am more anxious that you and I together should 
keep him in health than that I alone should take care of a sick man 
So I pray that you love and guard and serve him in such wise that 
he may be prevented from gadding about and falling into divers 
dangers elsewhere To that end I will send you, without his knowl- 
edge, a big basin, so that you may often wash his feet, a supply of 
wood for the fire, a good down bed, drapes and coverlets befitting 
his station, kerchiefs, pillows, hose and clean linen I will send you 
clean supplies, and you shall send them back to me when they are 
soiled And let him know nothing of the arrangements between you 
and me so that he may not be ashamed For God’s sakel act discreetly 
so that he do not discover our secret ” 

Thus was It promised and sworn Jehanne took her departure and 
did as she had said 

Now when Thomas visited the dwelling of the young woman at 
vespers, she washed his feet, and later he was very well bedded m 
a down bed, and better provided with covers than was his wont The 
next morning he had fresh linen, clean hose and fresh shoes. Thomas 
was much astonished at this novelty, and gave it considerable thought 
as he went to mass When he returned to the girl’s house he suggested 
that these things had come from an evil source, and bitterly reproached 
her for loose practices, to the end that in her own defence she might 
be forced to tell how she had come by them. He knew very well 
that two or three days earlier he had left her poor, and that she 
could not have grown so rich in so short a time. 

The accused girl saw that she would have to reply m her own in- 
terest, and she understood Thomas’ temperament well enough to 
know that he would believe what she told him So she confessed to 
him all the truth, as you have heard. 

After this Thomas returned in shame to his own house in an ex- 
tremely pensive mood He said no word to Jehanne, nor she to him, 
but she served him gladly; and that night they slept together very 
sweetly, but without exchanging a word On the morrow Thomas 
went alone to hear mass, and confessed his sins Then he went to 
the girl and made her a present of all the property of his which she 
had received And he took an oath to live continently and abstain 
from all women except his wife as long as he should live. 
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Thus did Thomas’ wife rescue him by her cunning, and heartily 
and humbly she loved him afterwards Thus should good women 
counsel and reclaim their husbands by humility, not by violence and 
overbearing. But bad women do not know how to do this, nor can 
their hearts endure to act thus, wherefor their affairs frequendy go 
from bad to worse 

“I wonder,” said Huchown, who, as he spoke, looked round for 
Lancelot — ^but the blond knight was in a far corner drinking beer 
with John Gower— “I wonder what lay at the bottom of Lancelot’s 
behaviour m certain circumstances I wot of — headstrong and untu- 
tored Nature, or something else? Certainly, it was neither courtoisie 
nor gentilcsse The Table Rounder may have been a fearless queller 
of cats and disperser of corpses, but when it came to facing the facts 
of life, he was as recreant as any dastard of song or story I much 
prefer the frank animalism of over-sexed husbands to lovers who kiss 
and run away With Master Jehan’s permission I will tell you what 
I have in mind — You doubtless recall that Queen Guenevere was one 
time accused of poisoning a Scots knight, and that she was condemned 
to be burned unless she could find a champion to get her off The 
circumstance caused Arthur considerable worry One morning he 
called Gawain, his nephew, friend and adviser, and with him retired 
to the tower of the castle to consider ways and means ” 

71. THE MAID OF ASTOLAT 

Huchown of the Awle Rytde 

And as they in their talkynge stode 
To ordeyne how it bestc myght be, 

A feyre ryver undyr the toure yode. 

And sone there-in gonne they see 
A lytelle bote of shappe fulle goode 
To theyme-ward wyth the streme gon te; 

There myght none feyrer sayle on ilode. 

Nor better forgid as of tree. 

Whan Kynge Arthure saw that sighte. 

He wondrid of the riche apparrayle 
That was aboutc the bote i-dighte; 

So richely was it coveryd, sanz fayle. 

In maner of a voute wyth clothis i-dighte, 

AJle shynand as gold as yt ganne sayle. 
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Than sayd Syr Gawayne, the good knight: 
This bote is of a ryche entayle 

For sorhe, sir, sayd the kynge tho. 

Such one sawgh I nevyr are, 

Thedir I rede now that we go, 

Som aventures shalle we se thare; 

And yif it be wyth-m dight so 
As with-oute, or gayer marc, 

I darre savely say therto, 

Bygynne wille auntres or aught yare. 

Oute of the toure adowne they wente, 

The kynge Arthur and Syr Gawayne; 

To the bote they yede wyth-oute stynte. 
They two allone, for sothe to sayne; 

And whan they come there as it lente, 

They byhelde it faste, is not to layne; 

A clothe that over the bote was bente 
Sir Gawayne lyfte up, and went in bayne. 

Whan they were tn, wyth-outen lese, 

Fulle nchely a rayed they it founde. 

And in the myddis a feyre bedde was 
For any kynge of Cnstene londc 
Than as swithe, or they wold sese. 

The koverlct lyfte they up wyth hande: 

A dede woman they sighe ther was, 

The fayrest mayde that myght he founde. 

To Sir Gawayne than sayd the kynge: 

For sothe, Dethe was to un-hende 
Whan he wold thus fayre a thingc. 

Thus yonge, oute of the world do wende; 
For hyr biaute, wyth-oute Icsynge, 

I wold faync wete of hyr kynde. 

What she was, this sweet derelyngc. 

And in hyr lyff where she gonne lende. 

Sir Gawayne his eycn than on hyr caste. 
And hyheld hyr fast wyth herte fre, 

So that he knew welle at the laste 
That the mayde of Ascalote was she, 

Whiche he som tyme had wowyd faste 
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His owne leman for to be; 

But she aunswcryd hym ay in haste, 

To none bot Launcelot wold she te. 

To the kmge than sayd Sir Gawayne tho, 
Thinke ye not on this cndris day 
Whan my lady the quene and we two 
Stode togedir in youre play. 

Off a mayde I told you tho 
That Launcelot lovyd pararaoure ay. 
Gawayne, for sothe, the kynge sayd tho. 
Whan thou it saydtste, wcle thinke I may. 

For sothe, syr, than sayd Sir Gawayne, 
This IS the mayd that I of spake* 

Most in this world, is not to layne, 

She lovid Launcelot du Lake 

For sothe, the kynge than gon to sayne. 

Me rewith the deth of hyr for his sake; 

The inchesoun wold I wete fulle fayne, 

For sorow I trow Deth gon hyre take. 

Than Sir Gawayne, the good knight, 
Sought aboute hyr wythoute stynte. 

And found a purs fulle riche a-righte, 
Wyth gold and perils that was i-bente; 

Alle empty semyd it noght to sight. 

That purs fulle sone m honde he hente, 

A letter there-of than oute he twight 
Than wete they wold fayne what it mente. 

What there was wreten, wete they wolde. 
And Sir Gawayn it take the kynge. 

And bad hym open it that he sholde. 

So dydc he sone wythoute lesynge. 

Than found he whan it was unfolde, 

Bothc the ende and the bygynnynge; 

Thus was It wreten, as men me tolde. 

Of that fayre mayden’s deynge 

“To Kynge Arthur and alle his knightis 
That longe to the Rounde Table, 

That corteyse bene, and most of myghtis. 
Doughty and noble, trcw and stable. 



THE MAID OF ASTOLAT 


345 


And most worshipfulle in all fyghtis, 

To the nedefuUe helpinge and profitable, 
The mayde of Ascalot, to rightis, 

Sendith gretinge, wythouten fable — 

“To you alle my playnte I make 
Off the wrongc that me is wroghtc, 

But noght m maner to undirtake 
That any of you sholdc mend it ought; 

Bot onely I say, for this sake, 

That thoughe this world were throw sought. 
Men shold nowhere fynd your make, 

Alle noblisse to fynd that myght be sought. 

“Therefore to you to undirstand 
That for I trewly many a day 
Have lovid lelyest in londe, 

Dethe hathe me fette of this world away; 

To wete for whome yif ye wille foundc. 
That I so longc for in langoure lay, 

To say the sothe wille I noght woundc, 

For gaynes it not for to say nay 

“To say you the sothe tale. 

For whome I have suffred this woo — 

I say Dcth hathe me take wyth bale 
For the noblest knight that may go. 

Is none so doughty dyntis to dale. 

So ryalle, ne so fayre thereto. 

But so churlysshe of maners in feld ne hale 
Nc know I none, of frende ne fo. 

“Off foo ne frend, the sothe to say. 

So unbend of thcwis is there none. 

His gentilnesse was alle away, 

Alle churlysshe maners he had in wone; 

For, for no thinge that I coude pray, 
Knelynge ne wcpinge, wyth rewfulle mone, 
To be my leman he sayd evyr nay. 

And sayd shortely he wold have none. 

“Fo-thy, lordis, for his sake 
I toke to hcrte grete sorow and care; 

So, at the laste, Deth gonne me take. 
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So that I might lyve na mare. 

For trcw lovynge had I suche wrake, 

And was of blysse i-hrowghte alle bare. 

Allc was for Launcelot du Lake, 

To wete wisely for whom it ware ” 

When that Arthure, the noble kyng, 

Had redde the letter and kene the name, 

He said to Gawayne, withoute lesynge, 

That Launcelot was gretly to blame, 

And had hym wonne a reproovyng 
For evyr, and a wikked fame, 

Syrhe she deide for gre lovyng- 

That he her refusyde, it may hym shame 

To the kyng than sayd Syr Gawayne. 

1 gabbyd on hym thys gender day 
That he longede, whan I gon sayne, 

Wyth lady other wyth som othyr maye. 

But sothe than sayde ye, is not to layne. 

That he nolde nought hys love layc 
In so low a place m vayne 
But on a pryse lady, and a gaye 

Syr Gawayne, sayd the kyng thoo. 

What IS now thy best redc^ 

How mow we wyth thys maydyn do? 

Syr Gawayne sayd- So God me spede, 

Iff that ye wille assent therio, 

Worshippfully we shulle hyr lede 
Into the palys, and bury her so 
As fallys a dukys doughtcr in dede 

Therto the kyng assentid sone 
Syr Gawayne dyd men sone be gate. 

And worshippfully, as felle to done. 

Into the palyse they her bare 
The kyng than toldc wythout lone 
To alle hys barons, lesse and mare. 

How Launcelot nolde noughte graunte hyr bone, 

Therfore she dyed for sorow and care. 

“You suggest,” said John Leland, “that Lancelot was a poltroon 
Perhaps he was But I query Did your heroine face the facts of life 
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more courageously than he? Love, I am told, is a fearful as virell as 
a wonderful thing. There are those present who know more about 
It than I. But it often happens, I daresay, that among lovers there 
are some women and some men who bestow their love unwisely So 
It was at least with Marion de la Bruere. And I am inclined to think 
that she was made of sterner stuff than your maid of Astolat ” 

72 . MARION DE LA BRUERE 

John Leland 

You have heard how Fulk Fitzwarin sailed the seas and did many 
memorable deeds The tale which I am now about to relate took 
place in the time of his ancestor, Fulk le Brun. 

When this Fulk was a lad his father sent him to be educated by 
Joce, a powerful and also learned knight, whose seat was the castle 
of Dinan, or as it was later called, Ludlow. There Fulk was fostered 
from the age of seven to eighteen 

During this period Joce de Dinan was continually at odds with 
the Mortimers and the De Lacys One day Joce succeeded in cap- 
turing Hugh de Mortimer. He placed him in a high western tower 
in the third bailey, and there the turbulent baron had ample lusure 
in which to meditate upon his sms — ^and since he had been captured, 
was he not a great sinner? — to such good purpose that Joce was the 
gamer by three thousand marks of ransom money and a gage of 
peace. 

But among Joce’s enemies the De Lacys were still active, and be- 
cause their quarrel originated m a dispute about the ownership of 
land, an amicable settlement between the two barons was hardly to 
be expected Years passed m the attempt of one or the other to make 
good his title by force of arms 

One summer morning Sir Joce rose early and mounted a high 
tower of the castle to survey the surrounding country As he looked 
toward the hill which is called Whitecliff, he saw the terrain covered 
with knights and men-at-arms, and in the midst of them floated the 
banner of Sir Walter de Lacy Sir Joce was not slow in making pro- 
vision for defence, indeed, he rode out and attacked his enemy to 
such good purpose that De Lacy’s troops were worsted, and Sir Wal- 
ter himself forced to take flight Joce pursued him for some distance 
and would have taken him had not Godard de Bruz, Andr^ de Preez 
and Ernalt de Lys come to the rescue All four knights then attacked 
Sir Joce, and he would have fallen. But at that moment Fulk rode 
up. first he cut Godard de Bruz in two with his axe and remounted 
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his brd; then he gave Sir Andre de Preez a taste of his axe, cleav- 
ing his head down to the teeth. Hereupon Sir Walter and Sir Ernalt, 
who were both badly wounded, yielded, and were conducted back 
to the castle of Dinan. They were imprisoned in Pendover tower, a 
leech was sent to dress their wounds, and they were otherwise very 
honourably treated. Sir Joce’s lady, together with her daughters and 
maids, visited the prisoners daily, and brought them what solace they 
could. 

Sir Ernalt was a handsome young bachelor, and fell violently in 
love with one of the maids, a well-born damsel named Marion de 
la Bru^re, who was chief lady-in-waiting to the chatelaine. Sir Ernalt 
and the girl often talked together when she came to Pendover tower 
with her mistress It fell out that the young man, when he saw his 
time, spoke earnestly to Marion, saying that he loved her above every- 
thing in the world, and that he could have no rest, night or day, 
unless she returned his love And he took oath that if she would 
succour him in his distress, he would never love any other woman; 
and when he was freed he would marry her. 

Marion gave ear to this fine promise, and consented that he do 
his will m all things, taking surety that he would keep his word. 
Then the girl agreed to aid the two prisoners secretly in whatever 
way she could so that they might escape from prison To this end 
she carried towels and sheets to the tower, fixed them together, and 
by that means Sir Walter and Sir Ernalt descended from their prison. 
Marion earnestly besought the two knights to keep faith with her, 
and hold to their covenant. They replied that they would keep it 
loyally, and commended her to God After this Sir Walter and Sir 
Ernalt went off on foot, and by dawn they had reached Ewyas, one 
of Sir Walter’s castles, to the great rejoicing of his people. 

That same morning Sir Joce, after hearing mass in his chapel, sent 
for his prisoner, for he honoured him to such an extent that he would 
not sit down to table without him Of course the prisoners could not 
be found, but Sir Joce gave no sign that he was much disturbed at 
their evasion. 

After his escape Walter De Lacy took thought how he might be 
revenged upon Sir Joce, and he assembled fighting men in Ireland, 
where his father Hugh was a man of great power. But the barons 
of England, considering the damage and mortality which had re- 
sulted from the enmity of these two, succeeded in arranging a love- 
day, whereat their grievances were redressed, and they parted as 
friends. 

When this matter had been concluded Sir Joce invited Fulk’s father, 
Guarm, and his mother, Mclette, to Castle Dinan. On this occasion 
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he offered the hand of his younger daughter Hawyse to Fulk, and 
half his lands therewith. Guarin accepted this offer on behalf of his 
son. The bishop of Hereford was summoned, and the nuptials were 
celebrated The festivities lasted a fortnight. 

Now Sir Joce and Sir Guarm, with their suites, went to pay a 
visit at Hartland in Devonshire. Marion de la Bruere feigned her- 
self ill and took to her bed, saying that she was so sick that she 
could not travel without pain. So she remained behind in Castle 
Dinan. Joce left a guard for her, for he still had some doubt of the 
De Lacys and other folk He subsidized thirty knights and seventy 
men-at-arms, and committed the castle to their care until such time 
as he should return 

The day after Sir Joce had gone, Marion sent a message to Sir 
Ernalt de Lys, praying him in the name of their love not to forget 
the covenant between them. She asked him further to come quickly 
to Dinan to speak with her, for now the lord and his lady, with 
most of their people, had gone to Hartland. He should come to her 
at the very place where he had made his escape from prison 

Sir Ernalt sent the messenger back begging Marion to let him know 
the distance between the ground and the window through which he 
had formerly escaped, how many and what sort of people her lord 
had left behind. Marion, who suspected no guile, measured the dis- 
tance between window and ground with a silk thread and sent it 
to Sir Ernalt, together with the desired information about the state 
of the castle. The young man now replied that on the fourth day, 
before midnight, he would be at the window, and that she should 
meet him there. 

In the interval Sir Ernalt made a leather ladder of the same length 
as the silk thread which his lady had sent him Then he went to his 
lord. Sir Walter, saying that after Fulk’s marnage to Hawyse he 
and Sir Joce had gone away to Hartland to gather an army; that 
when they had assembled their host they would come to Castle Ewyas 
and devastate his lands; that if they could capture him they would 
cut him to small bits, and so disseisin him and his forever. “And this 
information,” he added, “comes to me from her whom you know 
well, for she has remained bcnind and knows their plans.” 

On hearing this Sir Walter turned pale with emotion. “Indeed,” 
said he, “I can hardly believe that Sir Joce would practise such de- 
ceit on me inasmuch as we have been reconciled. 1 should be very 
loath to hear our peers say that the peace had been broken by me, 
and Sir Joce, on the contrary, held to be a loyal knight.” 

“Sir,” replied Ernalt, “you are my lord; I warn you of the danger 
m which you stand, for I know the truth from her who has learned 
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their intenuons. Do not reproach me at some future time with know- 
ing your peril and failing to warn you, nor say that I have failed m 
my loyalty toward you.” 

Sir Walter did not know what to do. Finally he asked. “What do 
you advise?” “Sir,” replied the other, “take my counsel and you will 
do well I will go with my men-at-arms and take the castle by a 
stratagem When Sir Joce has lost his stronghold he will be the less 
able to harm you, and will abandon the quarrel, and you will be 
revenged on him for the shame you have often suffered at his hands. 
You know very well that, rightly or wrongly, a man should be re- 
venged on his enemy ” Sir Walter accepted Ernalt’s advice, believing 
that he had spoken the truth 

Accordingly Sir Ernalt put more than a thousand men under arms 
and came to Castle Dinan by night Part of his force he stationed in 
the wood near Whitecliff, another part he ambushed in the shrub- 
bery at the foot of the castle wall. The night was very dark, and the 
men were not perceived by the watch or anyone else Accompanied 
by a squire bearing the leather ladder, Sir Ernalt made his way to 
the window where Marion was waitmg for him On catching sight 
of her lover Marion was happy indeed, and let down a cord with 
which she drew up the ladder and fastened it to a crenel of the wall 
Ernalt mounted quickly, and took his lady in his arms and kissed 
her They were both very happy at this meeting and went away to 
a chamber, where they supped, and then went to bed, leaving the 
ladder hanging 

Now the squire went to the men in ambush and led them to the 
ladder A hundred well-armed knights went up to the top of the 
wall, then descending from the Pendover tower, went along by the 
wall behind the chapel of St Mary Magdalene, where they found 
the watch drowsing and unsuspicious of impending death. They 
would have thrown him down from his tower into the moat, but 
he cried them mercy And while he was begging for quarter, the 
greater number of the garrison, knights and men-at-arms, were cut 
to pieces In their beds they screamed and cried for pity, but Sir 
Ernalt’s men had no pity whomsoever they found in the castle they 
killed, reddening many a sheet that had been white that evening. 
Finally they threw the watch into the ditch and broke his back 

Marion de la Bruere lay beside her lover ignorant of the treason 
whereof he was guilty. When she heard the uproar in the castle, 
she rose and looked down There she saw the armed knights with 
their gleaming helms and hauberks, and heard the screams of the 
wounded In a flash she realized that Sir Ernalt had deceived and 
betrayed her. She wept piteously. “Alas!” she cried, “why was I ever 
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born? for through my misdeed my lord Sir Joce, who brought me 
up tenderly, has lost his casde and his good men. If it had not been 
for me nothing would have been lost. Alas! that ever I put faith 
in this knight, for by his flatteries he has deceived not only me, but 
my lord, and that is a harder sorrow to bear ” Sobbing, Marion drew 
Sir Ernalt’s sword from its scabbard and cried “Sir knight, wake up, 
for I must tell you th.it you have brought a strange company to my 
lord’s castle without leave. Though you, sir, and your squire, were 
lodged here by me, the others who are within by your instrumentality 
are not here by my invitation. And since you have tricked me, you 
cannot reasonably blame me if I reward your service according to 
Its merit. Never shall you boast to any mistress you may have that 
by cozening me you won the castle of Dinan and its demesne.” 

At this the knight rose to a sitting posture. Marion, who held the 
naked sword in her hand, thrust him through the body m such fash- 
ion that he died at once And she realized that if she were taken she 
would be delivered up to an evil death For a moment she did not 
know what course to take, but then, going to a window in the highest 
part of the castle on the Linney side, she threw herself out and broke 
her neck. 

“Life seems to have become very complicated in polite circles,” said 
John the Reeve “The higher you gendes climb the rarer seems to be 
the atmosphere, and the more difficult the breathing Much of this 
conversation, and the tales which illustrate it, are above my simple 
wit ” 

“You could doubdess bring both low enough,” said the Clerk of 
Oxenford 

“Well,” returned the Reeve, “to me a hog is a hog and not a ‘tame 
domestic mammal,’ as any one of you giddy star-gazers would know 
if you had ever cleaned out a byre.” 

“Well put,” answered the Clerk, “and yet were it not for us star- 
gazers, as you phrase it, most of the rest of you would still be walk- 
ing on all fours with your hogs ” 

“Let the man speak,” said William Langland 

“He shall dean out no byres here,” cautioned Bartholomew 

“I only meant,” said the Reeve, “that with us rude folk life is 
hved much more directly, if harshly. I never heard of a woman in 
my rank of life who committed suicide for love. On the contrary I 
could tell you of a maid — ^ahem — ^who, it seems to me, had the right 
manner with lovers.” 
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73. THE PARDONER AND THE BARMAID 

John the Reeve 

When the goodly fellowship of Canterbury pilgrims had taken 
their lodging at the “Cheker of the Hope,” Harry Bailey ordered 
their dinner of such food as the town provided. In the meanwhile 
the Pardoner, who was ranging about, soon spied the barmaid, and 
took his staff to the tap-room. 

“Welcome, my own brother,” said she with a friendly look, all 
ready for a kiss And he, as a man skilled in such matters, took her 
by the middle and made her such good cheer as though he had 
known her for a long time She led him into the tap-room, where 
her bed was made. "Here,” said she, “1 lie naked all night, with no 
man’s company since the death of my lover, Jenkin the Harper. Per- 
haps you knew him? There was never a lustier fellow for leaping 
and dancing” Therewith she wept and sniffed and sighed, wiping 
away the great tears with her apron 

“Benedicite,” said the Pardoner, putting his arm about her neck. 
“You carry on as though you were at death’s door.” “Small wonder,” 
replied she, and sneezed. “Aha! all whole,” said the Pardoner. “Thank 
God for amendment of sorrow”; and he chucked her under the chin. 
“AlasI” he continued, “that love is sin^ Such a true lover are you. 
It seems to me, that he could certainly count hunsclf fortunate who 
could win your love ” 

“Excuse me,” said the barmaid, “for keeping you waiting. Sit down 
and have a drink.” “Nay, my heart’s root,” said he; “I have not yet 
broken my fast" “Fasting, arc you?” asked she “I know a good 
remedy for that” Therewith she fetched a good hot pit and set it 
before him “Your name is Jenkin, isn’t it?” asked the woman. “It 
is indeed, sister dear; at least so I am informed by those who fos- 
tered me And what is yours?” “My dame calls me Kit,” she replied. 
“God’s blessing on you,” returned the Pardoner, “I hope you will 
deserve your name” Therewith he began to look at her amorously, 
sighing loudly, and began to hum a song “Now love, do right by me.” 

“Eat and cheer up,” said Kit “Why do you not break your fast? 
It would be silly to wait for more company Why are you so dull? 
Are you thinking of your love at home, pierchance?” “Nay, sweet- 
heart, It IS only of you I am thinking.” “Of me? Fie> I’m not worth 
It.” “Nevertheless, it is true,” he rejoined. “Well, cat and drink now, 
and we will speak of that afterwards. They say a burnt cat fears 
the fire, and I have never loved yet but I got harm from it, for it 
has always been my way to love too much.” “Christ’s blessings on all 
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such,” said the Pardoner. “See how the heavens bring it about that 
everyone meets his mate, for to tell the truth, that is my way too, 
and has been these many years. I can’t help myself; nature will run 
Its course, whatever a man swears to the contrary.” Thereupon he 
rose and laid down a groat. “What is this for?” asked Kit “Nay, 
I would not have you pay a penny and go away so quickly.” The 
Pardoner swore his great oath that he would pay no less. “It is too 
much,” said Kit; “but since it is your will, I will put it in my purse 
lest you take it as an offence to refuse your courtesy.” And she bowed. 
“One cannot help admiring your manners,” said the Pardoner, “for 
if you had made a strict reckoning I might have thought you harsh 
and untrue of heart, and likely to forget me. But we shall meet often.” 
“Indeed,” said Kit, “you have a ready tongue. Would that you could 
as readily explain a dream I had last night.” 

Kit told the Pardoner her dream, and when he had interpreted 
it to her satisfaction he took his leave 

When the pilgrims had visited the martyr’s shrine they returned 
to the inn and sat down to dinner Afterwards Harry Bailey granted 
them leave to amuse themselves as they chose. Some went here and 
some there, but the Pardoner went off to the tap-room to find Kit 
and make arrangements about lodging with her that night Into the 
tap-room he stepped confidently and found Kit lounging; she saw 
him well enough, but feigned to be asleep. Laying his hand on her 
breast — ^“Wake up,” he cried “Ah, sir,” said Kit, “who would have 
expected you here? Heavens' I might have been taken prisoner, all 
alone as I am.” “Well, since you are my prisoner,” answered the 
Pardoner, “yield yourself to me ” “I suppose 1 must,” replied Kit, “for 
I can't flee, nor am I strong, and I am voung of age, too. But it is 
no great proof of skill to catch a mouse which is already in a cage 
so closed in that it can’t get out I might observe that you should 
have coughed before you came in Where did you learn manners? 
Indeed, 1 must chide you, for women have certain private matters 
to attend to when they are alone. You should not break in so sud- 
denly.” 

“Excuse me, my dear; I will not do so again. Hereafter I shall 
do as you say; but as you know, lovers are often rash and ill-advised. 
But tell me, how have you fared since I saw you last? That is my 
real concern, for if there were aught amiss with you, it would change 
.my cheer and trouble my blood.” 

“I have fared the worse because of you,” said Kit “You have be- 
witched me with your necromancy. I have nothing but my body, 
and if It were shamed, I should be undone. You clerks are so cun- 
mng m books that you can win a woman at the first look.” 
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Thought the Pardoner : “This goes well,” and made somewhat bet- 
ter cheer. “Now tell me,” he said, “who shall he here this night?” 
“Fine need there is to tell you.” replied Kit. “Don’t make it so subtle, 
even though you are a clerk, you know well enough by look and 
word and deed ” “Shall I come, then, Kit, and drive the cat away?” 
“Shall you come, Jcnkm'' Now what kind of a question is that^ 
Take my advice and come somewhat late, but do not fail. The door 
will be ajar; open it softly and take good care not to waken those 
aloft” “Have no fear,” answered Jenkin, “I’m skilful in such mat- 
ters; no one shall be wakened by my stirring about.” 

So they drank to the agreement which it seemed Kit had made 
by her words and by her manner. Pretending that she loved him 
well, she put her arms about his neck, as though she had learned 
from some old friar to curry Fauvcl. Now the Pardoner took out 
his purse and gave her money with which to provide a late supper. 
“Get a caudle with sweet wine and sugar,” he said, “I have no de- 
sire to eat except in your company, so does my heart long for you,” 
Then he ttwk his leave, as though nothing were forward, and joined 
the other pilgrims. He said nothing, but thought merrily: “I’m well 
lodged for the night, and though it has cost me something. I’ll do 
my best to pick her purse and win back my outlay ” 

After supper the respectable men went to bed The Miller and the 
Cook sat up drinking, while the Summoner, the Yeoman, and the 
Reeve, the Manciple and the Pardoner struck up a song The Host 
and the Merchant, busy at their accounts, were vexed by the uproar, 
and prayed them to go to bed And so they did, except the Pardoner, 
who drew off to one side, waiting for the candle to be put out. In 
the meanwhile the barmaid, her paramour and the hostler, sat to- 
gether privily and ate the best goose offered for sale in the town. 
They drank but little, but they ate the caudle that had been made 
for the Pardoner, according to his directions, with sugar and sweet 
wine He who paid for all had not a bit thereof himself But where 
IS the man whom a woman — I mean lewd wenches like the bar- 
maid, not decent ladies — can’t fool if she puts her mind to it? 

Now when Kit and her guests had eaten and drunk, she explained 
how matters stood — how the Pardoner had wooed her, what money 
he had advanced, and how he expected to lie with her that night. 
“But he IS as like to do so as wear God’s cope,” said she, kissing her 
lover. “You and I shall sleep together side by side as usual, and if. 
he come and make a noise, I pray you, dub him knight.” “Yea,” said 
her lover, “I will do. You say this is his own staff? He shall have 
a taste of it” “If he comes my way,” said the hostler, “he shall, for 
love of you, drink without cither cup or pot And if he be so hardy 
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as to waken any guest, I vow to the peacock, he shall pay for it.” It 
was a shrewd partnership; many a one had they served so 
Said Kit to her lover. “You must stay awake for a while. I am 
sure the Pardoner will be coming within the hour to assuage his 
heat. Take care you pay him readily and cool his courage. So, my 
love, do not take off your shoes till the trick be played out.” It was 
nearly nine o’clock now, so Kit went to bed and blew out the light. 

When all was still the Pardoner stole forth, as glad as any finch 
to hear no man talking, and drew near Kit's door to listen He eX' 
pected to find the door on the latch, but the fastening and the lock 
kept him out Still, he suspected no guile, but went close and scratched 
at the door like a dog, and whined “Away, dog, and a foul death 
to you,” said he who was inside, getting ready to unpin the door. 

“Hal” said the Pardoner then, “I think I’ve been tricked. The bar- 
maid has a lover, and they have been enjoying the caudle which I 
had made for myself, I guess. Devil take her and her likes. She said 
I had bewitched her! May Our Lady bring her sorrowl I would to 
God she might lie in the stocks till I went surety for her I She is 
the falsest wench I ever knew, though she made fair enough sem- 
blance to get the money out of my purse ” 

Therewith he caught a heartburn and a cold sweat. Whoever is 
tormented by love-longing and hot courage has many a pleasant 
thought of anticipation. But now the Pardoner was in evil plight 
because his plan had failed Suddenly he got into a furious rage and 
frenzy through anger and jealousy, for when he heard the man 
within, he almost went mad. And since he had paid the expenses, 
It IS no wonder if he meditated vengeance. 

The Pardoner scratched again, for he would have heard more of 
what was going on inside “What dog is that'*” asked the lover. “Kit, 
do you knowi*” “By my troth,” said she, “it must be the Pardoner” 
“Curse the Pardoner,” said her paramour, “and God give him evil ” 
“It IS that very rascal himself,” said Kit. “You’re a liar,” shouted the 
Pardoner, who couldn’t hold out any longer, “false wench that you 
are! May the devil tear you in pieces, for I never found your equal 
for duplicity.” And then he called her more than one name which 
It would not be decent to repeat among men of rank and worship. 
But when he was tired of chiding, he asked for his staff, savagely 
and with harsh words 

“Go to bed,” said he who was within; “don’t be making so much 
noise Your staff will be ready tomorrow, I guarantee ” “Truly,” said 
the Pardoner, “I will not budge from the door till I have my staff” 
“Then here it is,” said he who was within, and laid it on his back, 
right where chapmen bear their packs, and after that twice again 
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by guess; and several other times too, the staff banged him on the 
brow. 

The hostler lay abed and heard this fray. He leapt up quickly and 
thought he would have a part of it; so he took a stick in hand and 
joined his friends “What is the matter?” asked the hostler. “Hist!” 
replied the paramour "Jack, you must be wary, there is a thief m 
the hall door” “A thief?” asked Jack “Good for you that you dis- 
covered him; perhaps we can catch him” “We might indeed, if we 
had a light,” returned the paramour “May the devil of hell break 
this thief’s bones,” said Jack “The dame has the kitchen key with 
her in the chamber above, and if she is wakened out of her sleep, 
she gets into such a rage that no one can please her for a week 
afterwards But two of my guests had a little fire as they supped in 
in the hall this evening Go, look if you can find a brand in the 
ashes, and I will keep the door so he can’t get out ” “Nay, by God,” 
returned the lover, “I will not, lest I catch a clout You know your 
way about the house better than I; go yourself” “Nay,” answered 
Jack, “it would be wrong to fall upon a man with whom one has 
no quarrel Since you have already beaten him with your staff I sec 
no reason why I should get paid for it He might see my head by 
the light of the coal and give me my death-stroke” “Let us both 
look for him then, and whoever meets him first, give it to him on 
the snout.” “I thought I heard him among the pans )ust now. Take 
the other side and mind the water-cans ” 

“Hal” thought the Pardoner, “are there pans hereabouts?” And 
he went to that side, thinking of a trick He found a pan and set 
It on his head, and as it happened, he had great need thereof. He 
groped about for something to serve as a weapon, and seized a great 
ladle. As he rushed between his two enemies, he minded the para- 
mour, who had worked him woe, and gave him a great clout on the 
gristle of his nose so that all the week thereafter both his eyes and 
his nose ran both early and late But little cared she who was the 
cause thereof As the Pardoner dashed away, he bumped into the 
hostler and the pan fell from his head. Jack ran after him as quickly 
as he could, and the edge of the pan met with his shin so that vein 
and sinew were cut He swore by St Amyas that somebody should 
pay dearly for this, if he could find him. The Pardoner made no 
move, for he thought he had had blows enough, as arms, back and 
brow could bear witness. 

“Jack,” said the paramour, “where has this thief got to?" “I don’t 
know,” said Jack; “he passed me just now, and Christ’s curse go with 
him, for I’ve got a bad hurt.” “So have I,” returned the lover, “but 
he doesn’t go quits either. If we could only find him he wouldn’t be 
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able to walk tomorrow. However, now that the moon is down and 
there is no light, we had better go back to bed. But fasten the gates 
so he can’t escape. He bears a mark from his own staff by means of 
which you can recognize him in a crowd tomorrow if you watch 
carefully when the company is preparing to depart. Do 1 say well?” 
“Your wit IS clear,” answered Jade. So he fastened the gates and 
went back to bed. 

The Pardoner stood aside. H i cheeks ran with blood, and he was 
right ill at ease in his head all night; but he was more hurt at hav- 
ing been duped by a woman — having paid for wine and caudle and 
had no part of it He prayed St Julian that the devil might speed 
her on land and water for so deceiving a travelling man. All he could 
do to assuage his anger was to curse Moreover, after his heat he 
caught such a cold because of the night air that he well-nigh foun- 
dered Then, as he sought his lodging, he happened upon a hound 
that lay under the stair — a great Welsh dog that had a wooden clog 
about his neck because of his savage temper and readiness to bite. 
The Pardoner would have lodged there, but as he lay down the ill- 
tempered dog was wakened and caught him by the thigh, biting him 
savagely. Thus he defended his bed so that the Pardoner couldn’t get 
near him. There was nothing else for him to do but lie down in 
the dog’s litter He wished he had some bread to cajole the beast so 
that he might get nearer and he more comfortably. But Fortune said 
him nay The dog lay growling, ready to snap, so the Pardoner lay 
still. Truly, it was a dismal day for him. 

On the morrow when the company prepared to get under way, 
none of the fellowship was ready half so quickly as the Pardoner, fdfl 
he was ready dressed all night long, and all he had to do was shake 
his ears a little, tighten his belt and go. However, before he joined 
the others, he washed away the blood and bound up the cracks on 
his head with the tippet of his hood Then he put on a pleasant 
demeanour so that no one should suspect the state he was in nor 
the cause of it. 

As regards the hostler, however much he pried and sought, he 
was unable to recognize the Pardoner among the company on the 
morrow, for he kept to the midst of the company, and to complete 
the deception, was always singing as long as the inn was in sight. 
So, for the nonce, he escaped further harm and avoided shame by 
keeping his injuries concealed But as they left the “Cheker of the 
Hope” farther behind, his notes, because of his headache, became 
lower and lower, and finally he rode along in gloomy silence, medi- 
tatmg on the folly of putung one’s trust in common barmaids. 
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“When you say that you never heard of a woman in your walk 
of life dying for love, you surprise me,” said Lord Burleigh “Have 
you never heard the ballet of ‘Andrew Lammie’ or ‘Sweet William’s 
Ghost’ or the ‘Suffolk Miracle*? Or have you no minstrels in your 
country?” 

“ ‘Evil communications corrupt good manners,’ ” rejoined the Reeve 

“Your Pardoner,” observed Roaring Dick, “came off with nothing 
worse than a cracked head, and only the barmaid was false But if 
you will listen to my ballet. I’ll show you what happened to two 
lovers, each of whom was false to the other ” 


74. EARL RICHARD 


Roaring Dtcl^ 


“O lady, rock never your young son young 
One hour langer for me. 

For I have a sweetheart in Garlioch Wells 
I love far better than thee. 


“The very sole o’ that lady’s foot 
Than thy face is far mair white.” 

“But nevertheless, now, Erl Richard, 

Ye will bide in my bower a’ night?” 

She birled him with the ale and wine. 

As they sat down to sup 
A living man he laid him down. 

But I wot he ne’er rose up. 

Then up and spake the popinjay 
That flew aboun her head- 
“Lady, keep weel your green deiding 
Frac gudc Erl Richard’s bleid ” 

“O better I’ll keep my green cleiding 
Frae gude Erl Richard’s bleid, 

Than thou canst keep thy clattering toung. 
That tratdes m thy head" 

She has call’d upon her bower maidens, 

She has call’d them ane by ane: 

“There lies a dead man in my hour — 

I wish that he were ganel” 
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They hae booted him, and spurred him, 
As he was wont to ndc; 

A hunting horn tied round his waist, 

A sharp sword by his side; 

And they hae had him to the wan water. 
For a’ men called it Clyde. 

Then up and spoke the popinjay 

That sat upon the tree- 

“What hae ye done wi’ Erl Richard^ 

Ye were his gay ladye ” 

“Come down, come down, my bonny bird, 
And sit upon my hand. 

And thou shall hae a cage o’ gowd. 

Where thou hast but the wand.” 

“Awal awal ye ill woman, 

Nae cage o’ gowd for me 
As ye hae dune to Erl Richard, 

Sae wad ye do to me ” 

She hadna cross’d a ngg o’ land, 

A ngg, but barely ane, 

When she met wi’ his auld father. 

Came riding all alanc 

“Where hae ye been, now, ladye fair, 

Where hae ye been sac latt i*” 

“We hae been seeking Erl Richard, 

But him we cannot get.” 

“Erl Richard kens a’ the fords in Clyde, 
He’ll ride them ane by ane. 

And though the night was ne’er sae mirk, 
Erl Richard will be hame ” 

O It fell anes, upon a day, 

The king was boun to ride. 

And he has mist him, Erl Richard, 

Should hae ridden on his right side. 

The ladye turn’d her round about 
Wi’ meikle mournfu’ din — 
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“It fears me sair o’ Clyde water, 

That he 1$ drown’d therein.” 

“Gar douk, gar douk,” the king he cried, 
“Gar douk for gold and fee 
O wha will douk for Erl Richard’s sake, 
Or wha will douk for me^” 

They douk^d in at ac wcil-hcad. 

And out ay at the other. 

“We can douk nae mair for Erl Richard, 
Although he were our brother” 

It fell that, in that ladyc’s castle 
The king was boun to bed. 

And up and spake the {xipinjay 
That flew abune his head. 

“Leave off your douking on the day. 

And douk upon the night; 

And where that sackless knight lies slam 
The candles will burn bright.” 

They left the douking on the day 
And douked upon the night; 

And where that sackless knight lay slain 
The candles burned bright. 

The deepest pot in a’ the linn. 

They fand Erl Richard in, 

A green turf tyed across his breast 
To keep that gude lord down. 

Then up and spake the king himsell. 
When he saw the deadly wound- 
“O wha has slam my right-hand man, 
That held my hawk and hound'*” 

Then up and spake the popinjay. 

Says “What needs a’ this dm? 

It was his light leman took his life. 

And hided him in the linn.” 

She swore her by the grass sae grene, 

Sae did she by the corn. 
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She had na’ seen him, Erl Richard, 

Since Moninday at morn. 

“Put na the wite on me,” she said, 

“It was my may, Cathcrme.” 

Then they hae cut baith fern and thorn 
To burn that maiden in. 

It wadna take upon her cheik. 

Nor yet upon her chin. 

Nor yet upon her yellow hair. 

To cleanse the deadly sin. 

The maiden touch’d the clay-cauld corpse — 

A drap it never bled. 

The ladye laid her hand on him. 

And soon the ground was red. 

Out they hae ta’en her, may Catherme, 

And put her mistress in 

The flame tuik fast upon her cheik, 

Tuik fast upon her chin, 

Tuik fast upon her faire bodye — 

She burn’d like hollms green. 

“Love, as Master Lcland remarked, is a fearful and wonderful 
thing,” said Andrew the Chaplain “I have given the subject a life- 
time of study, yet I fail to sec in what way love entered into the 
circumstances related by either John the Reeve or Roaring Dick.” 

“I wouldn’t know about that,” answered the Reeve 

“Well,” said Edmund Spenser, “what is love ^ I once wrote a hymn 
on the subject, but I should be glad to hear other opinions.” 

“Jerome has told us that love is the oblivion of the reason, that 
It destroys counsel, and shatters the high and noble spirit of man,” 
said John of Salisbury, “and that it is next door to madness.” 

“His was a purely eclectic opinion,” objected Andrew 

“Well, you can’t say the same for the experience of Amadas, 
Orlando and Yvain,” remarked Ariosto 

"Amor deorum tnfernaltum tnsania cst" pronounced Arnaldus dc 
Villanova. 

“Ah, doctor, you are too sharp,” expostulated Boccaccio; “rather 
IS love a sweet evil — venom and honeycomb, as Marbodius said.” 

“That IS merely begging the question,” said Andrew. 
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“Perhaps you will tell us what love is,” suggested the Clerk of 
Oxenford 

“I cannot tell you what it is,” answered Andrew, “for it is different 
for every man and woman; but I can tell you what is necessary to 
Its existence Love means admiration and respect, confidence and 
sacrifice, service and selflessness, joy and passion and suffering Love 
enters through the eye and permeates the heart and brain and back- 
bone, but IS conditioned by what it finds there, so that it lives, or 
dies, or is transformed into something grotesque and ugly, or re- 
mains true kive Above all, love means giving, not getting Any lover 
who IS intent only upon getting, upsets the equilibrium of forces 
necessary to perfect love, and two would-be lovers who strive to outdo 
each other in the game of getting, kill love at the very outset Knowl- 
edge of these things is called Gai Saber, as Peire Vidal and Peire 
Cardenal yonder know Love once had a chance in Provence and 
Limousin, but Folquet of Marseilles, a bad lover, crushed it out, I 
am told ” 

“John of Salisbury and Arnaldus lay too much stress on the fleshly 
aspects of love, it seems to me,” said the Knight of La Tour Landry 
“A man — or a woman — should have greater regard for less evanescent 
virtues, such as health, good spirits, good manners, prudence . 

“And a good dowry,” interposed the Goodman of Pans 

“For these things last and ensure quiet in the house.” 

“Like Messer Boccaccio and his Marbodius, you also go to ex- 
tremes,” answered Andrew Fairness of face and form in a woman 
IS as imjxirtant a bio-psychological clement in a man’s love as are 
the broad shoulders, beetling brows, slim waist and hairy arms of a 
man in a woman’s But these things are not more important than in- 
telligence disciplined by breeding Physical beauty — or attraction — ^is 
for youth — Romeo and Juliet; spiritual beauty is for age — ^Philemon 
and Baucis When the two are combined in one pair you have love. 
He or she who responds only to the one and not to both, might 
as well bestow his affections on a statue, as did Pygmalion, or the 
besotted youth who proposed to marry the effigy of Venus in the 
island of Cnidus” 

“Alas!” exclaimed Gower, “if what you say is true, my youth was 
indeed wasted, for, though you might not believe it, I also made love 
ditties in my green age You must be right, for I had great difficulty 
in getting a second wife ” 

“Your argument,” said Etienne de Bourbon, “seems to me fan- 
tastic. In my view love is mostly from the devil, as I will show in 
a very moral tale.” 
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75. THE MIRACLE 

itienne de Bourbon 

Once upon a time there was a convent of nuns who spent their 
time in the service of God and His mother — not a harsh life was 
that I shall not extol their house further than to say that they kept 
well the vows they had sworn to God, for He was their only protector 

In the convent of which 1 speak there was a lady very zealous in 
performing her religious devotions, excelling in humility, abstinence 
and obedience. She stood firm against all sms and was quite beyond 
their touch. 

This lady was the sacristan of the convent Now it was a noble 
custom of hers that on entering the church to ring for matins she 
would perform a service such as tames and subdues the Old Enemy: 
before proceeding with her duties she would kneel before the altar 
of Our Lady and salute her reverently Never once did she omit to 
voice the greeting whereby all of us expect to obtain salvation, though 
she pas.sed the altar a hundred times. Thus for seven years Margeric, 
for that was her name, never failed to pray before the image, whether 
at prime, tierce, midday, nones, matins, vespers or compline 

But the Old Enemy, who constantly contrives our hurt, sought a 
means whereby he might destroy her; envious of good, he wanted to 
ruin her holy life Accordingly the felon began to tempt her, and 
put evil in her heart to such a degree that she suffered great torment 
and perturbation of spirit The devil in her spoke something as fol- 
lows “Fool, what are you doing locked up here in this way? It will 
not be long till you begin to sicken with the confinement Rather 
should you go out into the world and seek your pleasure there The 
wretched, the lazy and the pusillanimous enter religious houses when 
they fear a scarcity of victuals, it is true, but why should you act like 
them? Come out into the wtxids and meadows and listen to the 
song of birds. Return to the world and amuse yourself Later, if you 
come back to the door of your convent, you will find it open for 
you Now your face is handsome and fresh, and you can live in the 
world a long time; but when your skin is blotched, and you arc 
an old woman with wrinkles, then it will be time enough to return 
to your house ” 

Thus did the devil incite the nun, and so did the Enemy inflame 
her mind that she fell in love with a false clerk The devil, who 
wanted to ruin them, inspired both one and the other with love. So 
eager was the clerk that he wished to have possession of Margerie 
whether by means of gold, stratagem or force; and since he did not 
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have convenient access to the convent, he sent an old woman to 
fetch Margene — one of those old women who deceive both man and 
maid and cause them to fall into mortal sin. 

Now when Margene felt herself m the toils of the E^emy, she 
was much dismayed. “Alas, holy Mary,” she said, “what can a weak 
creature like myself do against the devil who tempts and spurs me on ? 
Mercy, O Lord, for I have become too negligent in your service! How 
loath am I to part from you! but the devil has quite overcome me 
and plunged me into such turmoil that I must go, though it be to 
wander about the country from this out as a common prostitute” 
Thus we see that the idea of sm was attracuve to Margene but that 
she had not the courage to face it. 

The next morning when she went to the church at matins, she 
was like one out of her mind She had to pass before the altar, and 
in so doing she pronounced the salutation to Our Lady as she was 
accustomed to do, though hurnedly. The Old Enemy urged her to 
hasten to the false clerk who was waiting for her, thinking of noth- 
ing but sin So she hurried on to the door of the church; but there 
she saw standing the sweet mother of Christ, who said softly: “Where 
are you going, my friend? You shall not pass here. Not this time 
shall you go away, for I forbid it ” 

Her passage thus blocked, the frightened nun retreated and waited 
till the next night. The following morning when she rose for matins, 
she passed as usual before the image of Our Lady, adoring her with 
her whole heart. She greeted her, wringing her hands and tearing 
her hair. “Lady,” she said, “it breaks my heart, but I must leave you.” 
And then she saluted her Our Lady did not reject her greeting, but 
went to the door and prevented her from passing. The nun would 
have gone out, but Our Lady was the stronger. She said. “You shall 
not go, for this passage is sealed up. Would you leave me here within, 
and yourself go outside to rum yourself in sin? I see well that you 
cast me off” Margene was ashamed at this reproach and stood in 
great fear of Our Lady. But the devil in her allowed her to say no 
word of apology. She rang for mauns and then, weeping and sighing, 
retired to the dorter, where she got no rest. 

Now the false clerk was very much vexed that the nun did not 
come, and wondered what had happened. “Indeed,” said he, “I am 
tricked and deceived, anyone who believes a woman, wise or foolish, 
is a dolt and a numbskull A woman is of so many minds that what- 
ever a man says, she will agree and disagree, grant and contradict, 
approve and deny ten times over. First she loves, then she hates; first 
she sings, then she weeps; first she’s up, then she’s down. She is 
lighter than the thistle-down and more variable than the magpie.” So 
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the clerk sent the foul old deceiver— God damn her and her like— 
who knew the way well, and she gave Margerie the clerk’s message. 
“You are not acting right,” she said, “to make us cool our heels out 
there, and waste our time. It has been a great vexation waiting for 
you these two nights. The clerk is almost out of his wits. You are 
a jade to have lied to us twice.” 

“Good sister,” replied Margerie, “by my faith, it was impossible for 
me to go out, for Our Lady barred the door and kept me within 
by force.” When the cunning old trot heard this she sneered. “How? 
Does Our Lady regard you so highly^ I suppose you greeted her on 
your way out?” “AlasI What else should I do? Never have I failed to 
salute her in passing her image.” “Well,” said the old witch, “I want 
you to promise me that you will break your habit, and come forth 
tomorrow without greeting her. If you do as I say, you will not be 
hindered.” 

Margerie heard this advice with dismay. “O St Mary, sweet mother! 
what shall I do ? Sorrowful indeed is it that I should undo our com* 
pamonship. Alas, wretch that I ami the devil has certainly beaten 
me down if I must stoop to such deeds ” But the Old Enemy gave 
her no respite, and pushed her on so that she promised the old woman 
to do as she had bidden. 

The next day the nun rose betimes to ring for matins. She thought 
of the image of Our Lady, but turned her back and took another 
way, for the devil, who was leading her astray, had his noose about 
her neck so fast that he did not even let her look at the image. She 
found the door unbarred and there was no door-keeper, so she went 
out, leaving the door open behind her. Thus, while it was still night, 
Margerie joined her fool clerk, and he earned her out of the country 
without delay. 

Now did the salutations which the nun was wont to render to 
the Mother of God in the church stand her in good stead, for the 
sweet Virgin Mary performed a great marvel for her friend* she 
served in her office The Blessed Virgin took Margerie’s place both as 
regards face and form and habit, and performed her services in the 
church in every particular. She mingled with the other nuns in 
fastmg and waking, in singing and chanting, in the church, the re- 
fectory and the dorter so that it was never perceived that the nun 
had left her post. Thus did she serve for more than ten years, as I 
heard. 

When the years had passed and the lovers, who had been together 
too much, had become tired of sin and each other, they repented and 
resolved to part. They made a division of their property; the clerk 
went his way, and Margerie, who now inclined towards piety, went 
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hers. She took her way back to the convent. In her heart rose a foun- 
tain so great that it issued from her eyes; her sighs were not short, 
but so profound were they that her heart almost broke; and weeping 
and sobbing she wandered through the fields Gone were her laugh- 
ter and her song, only repentance and lamentation and weeping re- 
mained “O Christ,” said she, “Thou who dost pardon sin and reward 
good deeds, to Thee I bring my repentant heart that Thou mayst 
conduct It to a good refuge Sweet Lady, holy Mary, comfort thou this 
sorrowful one I would rather be beaten every day than denied the 
privilege of serving thee with all my might.” 

At last, one evening, Margerie arrived at the village She was 
not recognised, for she had become sadly changed She took lodging 
near the convent, and that night asked many questions concerning 
the abbess and the nuns, and what sacristan there was there now. 
The hostess told her everything she knew, saying that the convent 
was very holy, and the nuns of exemplary life; that the sacristan was 
good and sweet and clean and charitable above all others in the world, 
and had been these thirty years “You are mocking me,” said Mar- 
gene. “Someone told me that she went away with a clerk, and is 
now dead ” At these words the hostess flared up with ire and vexa- 
tion. “Are you mad to invent such a he about the best lady alive ^ 
But you shall die, wretch that you are, denying her who performs 
nothing but good; never in word or deed was there any folly in her. 
You talk foolishly Do not repeat such a sLander or you’ll get a good 
slap; somebody might hear you” 

For once Margerie dared not contradict She was as confused and 
embarrassed as a beast in a cage, and trembled like a leaf on a branch. 
All night she remained so frozen with terror that she could eat 
nothing; nor did she enter her bed, but remained all night on her 
knees beside it. Bewildered and dismayed she invoked holy Mary in 
her thought, imploring her that she would send her succour speed- 
dy. 

At matins, when she heard the first stroke of the bell, Margerie 
went as fast as she could to the convent. She was almost drunk 
with repentance and remorse; no woman ever entered a church with 
better reason Quickly she ran to the church and shook the door- 
ring desperately Our Lady came at once and opened the door and 
greeted ber. Margerie bowed mutely, for her heart was melting with 
tears of contrition. She looked at die image and saw it in the place 
where she had been accustomed to pray. She approached to render 
thanks for her welcome, but she could not have uttered a word 
for all the world, so did the hot unquenchable tears of repentance 
well up in her heart 
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Now hearken to the great miracle which Our Lady performed that 
night for her nun. Our Lady refashioned that one who had been un- 
done by sm Confession, true love, hope, fear and repentance created 
her anew There where she was kneeling Our Lady put off the habit 
she had worn and clothed the nun therewith, and restored to her the 
form in which she had been on the day she went away. Then she 
said “My dear friend, now you have had your folly while I have 
served here in your room For ten years I have earned your bread. 
1 am the mother of Our Lord, and for my sake He has reinstated 
you The devotion which you rendered me has not been amiss Now 
be as you were before, and serve God from now on, for He has 
guerdoned you with a rich gift — the remission of your sins. Be not 
faint of heart, but serve God hardily, for your misdeeds are so hid- 
den that they will never be revealed ” 

The nun prostrated herself on the ground. “Lady,” said she, “who 
hast kept me from perdition by thy service, it is good and proper 
that I should serve thee, and henceforth 1 will serve thee well, to de- 
serve thy love ” 

Our Lady raised her, blessed her and departed The sacristan re- 
sumed her old position and even became parson of the church, per- 
forming her duties devoutly. No one perceived the deception that 
bad been practised; well had she tricked the Old Enemy and arrived 
at a good port. Thereafter her hfe was so exemplary that she was 
considered a holy woman by all about her. 

But now you must learn how this miracle was made known, for 
It was a matter so well concealed that it would never have been 
divulged save through her who had had the experience. One time 
when the abbess and the nuns were assembled in chapter, she whose 
heart was stuffed with her secret, laid bare everything to them, point 
by point, begging forgiveness They, however, rendered thanks to 
God and made every effort to show her honour, and loved her more 
than before. 

Thus was the miracle made public, and the abbess had it written 
down by a certain man You who have listened to it, pray God for 
him who made it. 

“The view which you espouse,” said Andrew the Chaplain when 
£tienne had finished, “was responsible for the ruin of Abelard and 
Heloise, and will ruin many another so long as it prevails.” 

“Sir,” said the Clerk of Oxenford, “several times in the course of 
your narrative you referred to the ‘false clerk’ or the ‘fool clerk.’ 
I daresay you intended no opprobrium, for of course, in order to 
whiten your heroine you had to blacken her lover; so we will not 



3^ MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

arraign you on the charge o£ slander. However, if my information 
is correct, it was not a clerk at all with whom your nun eloped mto 
the world ” 

“The story is well known," growled Caesarius of Heisterbach. 

“It IS equally well known that she ran away with a knight,” re- 
turned the Clerk, “and since you seem somewhat illiberal, I would 
point out also that the convent to which she belonged was far from 
being the model of religious severity that Etienne portrays The truth 
IS that the abbess thereof was a lady of high rank who boarded 
and lodged a score of her indigent relatives, ladies and knights, 
with their maids and squires” 

“That IS true,” said Gautier de Coinci 

“And It was a nephew of this abbess,” went on the Clerk, “who 
was the hero of the piece. He was a smart young man, well born 
and of good appearance and manners. Daily association with the beau- 
tiful sacristan so inflamed his mind with love that he did not know 
what to do with himself. Night and day he besought her with 
prayers and promises till even a woman of stone would have yielded. 
The abbess was much to blame, for you cannot drop fire on tow 
without precipitating a conflagrauon. But when Margerie gave her 
consent, it was not with the expectation of leading a life of extra- 
marital fornication, for she exacted from the young man a solemn 
promise that he would marry her, and so he did When they left 
the convent together the youth took her home to his own country 
and married her in due form. In all the country-side there was no 
lady so beautiful, so adorned with all graces. And her lord loved 
her so well that they had many fine children Moreover, the lovers 
did not grow tired of love or of each other, as Etienne alleges; they 
separated for other reasons One night, after nearly thirty years of 
married life. Our Lady appeared to Margerie and said ‘Get up. You 
have lain too long Your lamp is extinguished, for it lacks oil Get 
up and take your veil again, and render me the service which you 
■owe me, or I will close the doors of heaven against you.’ Who 
would have disobeyed an exhortation couched in such terms and 
coming from such a person? When Margerie told her husband of 
this vision, he did not cast her off, as has been suggested On the 
contrary, he said: ‘Lady, sweet friend, 1 should not wish your soul 
to be damned on my account Since Our Lady requires your service, 
I am well pleased that it should be so, and will do whatever I can 
to assist you. And whereas you mtend to remain no more in the 
world, neither will I. I will take a monk’s habit and retire to a 
monastery. Whatever land or possessions 1 hold are not worth to me 
so much as a rotten egg without your sweet company, my dear lady.’ 
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And as he 'said, so he did. You can hardly find a better example, 
I think, of a man and a woman who served both worlds as well 
as these two.” 

“There may be something in what you say,” conceded fitienne, “but 
I only told the talc as I heard it.” 

“In that case,” said the Clerk, with a glance at Caesar, “perhaps I 
may be allowed to tell a story which I heard In my youth I attended 
the universities of Bologna and Padua where I listened to lectures 
on civil and canon law The English nation, then as now, was on 
friendly terms with the native Italian students, and sometimes, at 
the inn, over a glass of wine, the conversation turned to other than 
legal matters. Among our companions was a student from Dalmatia 
who, one day, when the talk happened to be about tragic themes, re- 
lated to us the tale of . . ." 

76. MALCHERITA SPOLATINA AND HER PARAMOUR 

The Cler\ of Oxenford 

Ragusa, as you know, is a celebrated city of Dalmatia, situated on 
the coast Not far distant is a small island which goes by the name 
of the Middle Island Thereon is a strong and well-built castle, with 
Its adiacent town Between Ragusa and the said island is a reef or 
high rock whereon there is nothing but a little chapel and a miserable 
little hut. On account of its barrenness and the bad air, no one lived 
on this rock save a hermit by the name of Teodoro, who devoutly 
served in the chapel for the remission of his sms Having no means 
of supporting life other than the alms of the pious, Teodoro betook 
himself now to Ragusa, now to the Middle Island to beg his bread. 

One day when Teodoro was soliciting alms m the Middle Island 
according to his wont, he found something that he had never ex- 
pected to find in all his life, and that was a lovely and graceful 
young woman by the name of Malgherita This maiden, who had 
observed Teodoro’s handsome and seemly person on more than one 
occasion, thought to herself that here was a man more fitted to par- 
take in love and human pleasures than bury himself in eternal soli- 
tude; wherefor, she fell so passionately in love with him that she 
could think of no one else night and day For his part, the hermit 
perceived nothing of the effect he had created in the girl’s mind, and 
continued his customary begging for alms, in the course of which he 
often visited Malgherita’s house 

Malgherita did not immediately discover her passion to the youth, 
but Love, who is the shield and buckler of all who march under his 
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banner, and who never fails to point out the means of arriving at the 
desired end, gave her courage. On a certain day she detained Teodoro, 
and in a low and faltering voice said “O Teodoro, brother and only 
refuge of my soul, the passion which afflicts me is so violent that 
unless you take pity on me, you shall soon see me bereft of that 
life which I endure only for your sake I am terribly in love with 
you, and can no longer offer any resistance to the cruel flames which 
consume me ” Her sobs and tears prevented her from saying more 
for the moment 

The hermit, who had never suspected that the maiden was in love 
with him, was astounded But collecting his wits somewhat, he began 
to comfort her, and their talk was such that at last they abandoned 
the discussion of heavenly things to consider amorous ones Finally 
they came to such an understanding that nothing was left to do but 
arrange the means whereby they might fulfil their eager desires. 
The young woman, who was very shrewd, said “Lover mine, take 
no thought for these matters, for I will show you what measures 
we must take, to wit At four o’clock tonight, place a light m the 
window of your hut and leave the rest to me, for when I see it, 
1 will come over to you at once” “Alas, my love,” replied Teodoro, 
“how can you manage to cross the sea? You know that neither of 
us possesses a boat of his own, and to place ourselves in others’ 
hands would imperil the lives and honour of us both” “Have no 
fear,” replied Malghenta, “but leave the affair to me, and I will find 
a way of coming to you without danger to honour or life When I 
see the light I will swim over, and no one shall know anything of 
our privity” “But you may perish in the sea,” answered Teodoro, 
“for you are young and not very strong, it is a long way, and you 
might become exhausted and drown.” “I do not doubt that I shall 
be able to keep afloat,” said the girl, “for I can swim like a fish ” 

The hermit, seeing that her mind was made up, agreed to her plan, 
and when it was fully dark he placed a light as directed, and in great 
happiness sat down to wait for the coming of his mistress 

When Malghenta saw the hght she rejoiced She took off her dress 
and stockings and walked to the strand in her shift; there she took 
off her chemise, and tying it about her head, launched into the 
water. To such good purpose did she bestir arms and legs that m 
a quarter of an hour she reached the hut where the hermit was 
waiting for her Teodoro led her mto his wretched cottage, and 
taking a clean white towel tenderly dried every part of her body. 
Then he led her to his little cell, and placing her upon his cot, lay 
down beside her; and there the lovers enjoyed the ultimate fruits of 
love. 
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Before daybreak on the morrow Malghenta, highly satisfied and 
content, made arrangements with Teodoro for return visits, and then 
took her leave. Thereafter the young woman became so addicted to 
the sweet entertainment which the hermit provided for her that she 
waited impatiently for the signal light But impious and blind For- 
tune, enemy of human felicity, would not suffer her to enjoy her 
dear lover any great length of time, like one envious of another’s 
well-being, she interposed, and destroyed their whole scheme 

One time when the air was filled with dark and shifting clouds 
Malghenta swam out in answer to the signal, and as it happened, 
was perceived by some fishermen. They thought the swimming crea- 
ture was a fish, and gave close attention; but finally they discerned 
that It was a woman who, on coming to land, entered the hermit’s 
hut This circumstance aroused their curiosity, so they rowed up to 
the hut and kept watch until Malghenta came out again and swam 
off in the direction of Middle Island Unfortunately, the girl took 
no care to hide herself, and was recognized After they had watched 
this procedure several times the fishermen debated among themselves 
whether or not to divulge it. Taking into account the scandal which 
might attach to a decent family, and the risk of death which the girl 
ran every time she ventured into the sea, they finally decided to dis- 
close the matter to Malgherita’s brothers 

When the brothers heard this bitter news, they were unable to 
believe it except by the evidence of their own eyes Obtaining ocular 
proof they decided to kill their sister, and having made a plan, they 
put It into execution. 

At dusk the youngest brother got into his boat and went quietly 
and alone to the hermit’s cottage, begging him for shelter during 
the night, since such and such a thing had happened whereby he 
stood in great peril of being seized and condemned to death Teodoro 
recognized him as Malgherita’s brother, received him kindly, and 
gave him his company all through the night, entertaining him with 
talk about worldly miseries and the grave sins which corrupt the 
soul to the service of the devil 

In the meantime the other brothers took a torch and a long pole, 
and rowed toward the hermit’s dwelling When they had come quite 
near, they erected the pole with the torch fixed to it, and waited 
for what might happen. No sooner did Malghenta see the light than 
she swam out toward it, as was her custom; and as soon as the 
brothers heard the sound of her movements m the water, they seized 
the oars and rowed silently away from the rock They went so quietly 
that Malghenta did not hear them, nor, on account of the darkness 
of the night, did she distinguish them either. On and on she went 
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in the direction of the hght. The brothers finally got far away from 
land, whereupon they took down the pole and extinguished the torch. 
The wretched girl, seeing the hght no longer, not knowing where 
she was, and already wearied by her long swim, took fright. Then, 
when It became clear to her that she was beyond human aid, she 
let herself go completely, and like a broken ship, was swallowed up 
by the sea 

When the brothers saw that there was now very little hkehhood 
of her escape, they left their miserable sister in the middle of the 
sea and returned home At daybreak the youngest brother gave the 
hermit due thanks for his shelter and entertainment, and also went 
his way 

Soon the sad news spread through the town that Malgherita Spola- 
tina could not be found. The brothers publicly gave every evidence of 
grief, but in their hearts they rejoiced exceedingly The third day 
had hardly dawned when the dead body of the most unhappy girl 
was washed up at the hermit’s shore by the waves. When Teodoro saw 
and recognized her, he almost took his life. However, he drew her 
out of the water and carried her to his hut, and throwing himself 
upon her dead body, wept uncontrollably, bedewing the white bosom 
with abundant tears, and often calling out her name. But when his 
first grief had been somewhat washed away with tears, he took 
thought about giving Malgherita decent burial, and aiding her soul 
with prayers and fasting With his garden spade he dug a grave m 
his little church. Weeping bitterly he closed her eyes and mouth 
and placed a garland of roses and violets on her head; then he kissed 
her and gave her a last benediction, put her into the grave, covered 
her with earth, and the earth with flowers 

In this wise was preserved the honour of the brothers and the 
lady; and not unul the last brother was labouring on his death-bed 
was It learned what had become of Malgherita Spolatina. 

“Thank you for your story,” said Peter Bell; “I have often been 
curious to know what kind of life a hermit leads ” 

“You must not take Teodoro as a representative example,” cautioned 
Blaise. 

“If you would like to enter upon that kind of hfe,” suggested John 
Colgan, “1 can instruct you further from the lives of many Irish 
saints and ascetics. I can recommend, too, some islands off the coast 
of £riu eminently adapted for the purpose. Take Inis Tuiscert, now, 
or Great Skelhg. Then there are the Skerries, or Rathhn.” 

“He would never make it,” interposed Adamnan, “without the aid 
of Columcille, for Brecan’s Cauldron, vulgarly called Corric Vrekan, 
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lies between, and would swallow him down as it did Brecan the 
son of Marne the son of Niall of the Nine Hostages ” 

“Coire Brecain has shifted its location since your day,” said Cam- 
den; “it now lies between Scarba and Jura off the Scottish coast; 
John of Fordun put it there.” 

“But It IS none the less treacherous and violent for being Scotch,” 
said Sir Thomas Gray. 

“You might do worse than choose a Scotch island,” said Hector 
Boece; “there are plenty from which to make a selection.” 

“I visited forty myself,” said Fynes Moryson 

“And none of them are very attractive,” added Fulk Fitzwarin. 

“Well, then,” continued Hector, “north of the Scots islands are the 
Faroes, not all of which arc inhabited, and so are splendidly adapted 
for eremitical purposes.” 

“The seas in that quarter are just as heavy,” put in Sigmund 
Brestison, “as I have good reason to know, and afford an excellent 
test of swimming skill I recommend particularly the passage between 
Scufey and Southrey ” 

“I think,” said Richard de Haldingham judicially, “that the best 
place for him would be Hy Brasil He could take Umbos, Martin 
Scabby, Jean d’Outremeuse and Giraldus Cambrensis with him.” 

“ ’Tis not to any Irish island that the detractor of Ireland shall go,” 
cried Keating with heat 

“But I don’t want to go to any island,” objected Peter Bell plain- 
uvely; “nor do I want to be a hermit.” 

“I admire a man who knows his own mind,” said Richard of 
Devizes. 

“I remember Coire Brecain,” said Carmac of Cashel musingly. 
“The waters of the land and of the sea have played no inconsiderable 
role in the legends of my country Very early in the history of Ire- 
land we read how Rudraige, Partholon’s son, was overwhelmed by 
the rising of Loch Rury The waters were also the cause of Tuag’s 
death at the mouth of the Bann, Tuag, on whom Manannan mac 
Lir had set his love Ruad, too, the taper-fingered maiden, perished 
at the mouth of the river Erne while on her way to seek her lover 
Aed. Not less tragic was the fate of Clidna in the Bay of Glandore. 
I will tell you the story, if you like.” 

77. clidna’s wave 

Cormac of Cashel 

With Finn of the Fianna there was an oglaech of trust, Ciabhan, 
son of Eochaid Imdhcrg, king of Ulidia in the north. The youth 



374 MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

was so that, as the moon in her twelve provinces exceeds m bril- 
liance all stars of heaven, even such was the measure in which for 
form and feature Ciabhan outshone all kings’ sons in the world With 
him the Fianna grew to be discontented, however, the cause of their 
discontent being this among them was no woman, mated or un- 
mated, who was not in love with him Finn renounced him there- 
fore, yet he was loath to have him go, only that for the greatness 
of their jealousy he feared the Funna of all Ireland 
Ciabhan accordingly went his way until he came to Tragh an 
Chairn in the province of Ulidia, between Dunseverick in Antrim, 
and the sea, and his men with him There he saw a high-prowed cur- 
rach having a narrow stern of copper, and in it two young men, 
each one of whom wore a robe wrapping him to his shoulders. 
Ciabhan saluted them, and they returned his greeting “Whence are 
ye, O youths?” he asked them “I am Lodan, the king of India’s 
son,” replied one of them, “and yonder other is Eolus, son of the 
king of Greece The sea has drifted and the wind driven us, nor 
do we know what land or what race of the world at large is that 
in and among which we are.” “He who should fancy to sail the sea 
with you,” said Ciabhan, “would ye give him a berth in the cur- 
rach?” “Wert thou all alone, we would do so,” they answered Then 
Ciabhan stepped into the currach and bade farewell to his men, 
who were gloomy and discouraged, for to part from him they felt 
to be divorcing soul and body Then Ciabhan ratified amity and 
friendship with the two young men in the boat 
Now rose at them white and bellowing waves, insomuch that 
each huge billow of them equalled a mountain, and that the beau- 
tiful variegated salmon wont to hug bottom sand and shingle touched 
the currach’s very sides; in presence of which phenomena horror and 
fear affected them, and Ciabhan said “By our word and verily, 
were it but on land we were, we could, whether on battle-field or 
in single combat, make a good fight for ourselves ” In this great ex- 
tremity they continued nil they saw bear down on them an oglaech 
having under him a dark grey horse reined with a golden bridle; for 
the space of nine waves he would be submerged in the sea, but 
would rise on the crest of the tenth, and that without his chest or 
breast wetted He inquired of them “What fee would ye give him 
who should rescue you out of this great strait?” “Is there in our hand 
the price that is demanded of us?” they answered “There is so,” 
said the warrior, “namely, that yourselves be by conditions of serv- 
ice and of fealty bound to him who should so succour you” They 
consented, and struck their hands into the oglaech's. 

This done the warrior drew all three to him out of the currach 
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onto the horse, abreast and alongside of which the boat swam on 
Its beam ends till they came into jxirt and took the beach in Tir 
Tarrngaire, that is, the Land of Promise There they dismounted and 
went on to Mannnnan mac Lir's stone fort, wherein an end was 
just made of ordering a banquetmg-hall before them All four of 
them were served then their horns, their cuachs, their cups were 
raised; comely dark-browed gillas went round with smooth-polished 
horns; sweet-stringed timpans were played by them, and most melodi- 
ous dulcet<horded harps, until the whole house was flooded with 
music 

Now in the Land of Promise Manannan possessed an arch-ollave 
who had three daughters, Aeife, Edaein and Chdna Fair-hair Three 
treasures of womanhood were they The daughters of thrice fifty 
kings used to come to tend the tresses of Clidna’s hair Now upon 
our three warriors these at one instant cast their affections and ap- 
pointed to elope with them the next day At the landing place Aeife 
and Edaein got into one currach with Lodan and Eolus Ciabhan 
and Chdna entered another They hoisted sail in their frail craft; the 
wind roared, and the surge of the sea bore them to Tr%h Teite in 
the south of Ireland. 

Ciabhan landed on the shore, and while he passed in under the 
forest’s tangled tresses in search of game, he left Chdna afloat there. 
After he had gone, the outer swell rolled in on Chdna, whereby she 
was drowned Not a lucky sound had that wave for Ciabhan 

To the north on this shore is the grave of Ttite; to the south lies 
Clidna’s tomb, close beside the sidh of Dorn Buidhe Even today 
Dornbuie’s locks arc drenched by the rollers of the mighty deluge 
which overwhelmed Chdna Cendfind, Genann’s daughter 

“As for Coire Brecain,” added Cashel’s king and bishop, “I am 
not aware that it was responsible for the death of any lovers, though 
the death of Cred, beloved of Cano mac Gartnain occurred at a spot 
not far distant.” 

“What IS this Coire Brecain^” inquired Peter Bell 

“It is a whirlpool or maelstrom between Rathlin and Antrim,” 
said Giraldus Cambrensis before Cormac could answer, “towards 
which there is a set current of waves from all quarters until, pour- 
ing themselves into Nature’s secret recesses, they are swallowed up, 
as It were, in the abyss. Should a vessel chance to pass in that di- 
rection, It is caught and drawn along by the force oP the waves, and 
sucked in by the vortex without chance of escape. But Ireland is not 
the only country which can boast of such a whirlpool,” he added, 
somewhat sourly. “There are three others ” 
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“Where are they?” asked Alexander Neckam. 

“One is in Norway, between Wero and Lofloden; another is be- 
tween Scylla and Charybdis, and . . 

“The fourth,” interposed Roger of Hoveden, as Giraldus hesi- 
tated, “is in the Gulf of Adalia, which Chaucer called Satalye.” 

“Would you tell us about it?” asked Bartholomew. 

“Willingly,” replied Roger; “but you had better have it from my 
friend Walter Map, who has embroidered the account of its origm 
with details more attractive to the romantic taste ” 

“Well,” said Map, “I did not suppose that anyone would ever 
praise or even remember my trifles; but since I am not busy ]ust 
now, there seems to be no reasonable excuse for refusing,” 

78, THE COBBLER OF CONSTANTINOPLE 

Walter Map 

As Philippe of France, surnamed the Auguste, was sailing home 
from Acre, he touched, among other places, at the islands of Yse. 
In former times there lived in one of them a maid called Yse, from 
whom the islands got their name The inhabitants say that this lady 
was loved by a certain young man, but that she rejected his suit 
while she lived This she did with good reason, for she was of high 
degree and he was nothing but a shoe-maker 

This young man, whose name 1 do not know, plied his trade 
in Constantinople He was not only a master craftsman, but had a 
genuine artistic feeling for his work. He required no more than 
the mere sight of a foot, whether large or small, fair or foul, to 
enable him to fit it easily and neatly, and that in the briefest space 
of time The fame of his art and skill spread so wide that it became 
the fashion to be shod by him, and at last he had so much work 
that he found no time to attend to any but the noble and wealthy. 

Now the fame of the cobbler of Constantinople had also reached 
the lovely Yse in her island home, and one day when she was on a 
shopping tour in the city she paused beside the shoe-maker’s booth, 
and stretching forth her bare foot, ordered him to make her the 
best pair of shoes he knew how The young cobbler gaped for a 
while in astonishment, for in all his experience he had never beheld 
a woman’s foot so small, so white, so well shaped, so altogether 
lovely. With such mspiration it may be said that he produced his 
chef-d'oeuvre. 

That was the end of the matter so far as Yse was concerned, 
but It was far otherwise with the poor young shoe-maker. The girl 
entered his life and his heart foot first, and he felt, as had Anacreon 
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before him, that it would be happiness to be walked on by such a 
foot. But It IS one thing to be in love, and quite another to be able 
to win your lady. Disparity in rank, though a high, is not an in- 
superable obstacle, and the cobbler determined to surmount it. He 
sold his business and his patrimony, and entered the military profes- 
sion, hoping by valiant deeds to raise himself to a position where 
he might command the lady’s favourable notice. Fortune smiled on 
him for a while, and when his exploits had brought him the de- 
sired renown, he went to the islands and sued for the lady’s hand. 
But Yse’s father was nowise disposed to bestow his daughter upon 
a low-born and impecunious churl The refusal was bitter to the 
shoemaker-knight, the more so since Yse, who witnessed it, favoured 
his presumption with a smile of contempt. 

Like many another lover in similar circumstances, our hero re- 
solved to return to the island with sufficient men-at-arms to enable 
him to carry the lady away by force But again Fortune gave a twist 
to her wheel before he could put his design into effect, sure news 
reached him that Yse had died Jealous of her in death as in life, 
the cobbler proceeded by night to her grave and broke it open. — 
Now over this scene I must draw a veil, or else speak in Latin, 
which IS always decent. Perhaps it will suffice to say that he found 
the lady more yielding in death than in life— quod cum viva facere 
non potuit, cum mortua perfecit After nine months the devil ap- 
peared to him and said Here 1$ your son; cut off his head and keep 
It by you, and whenever you wish to overcome your enemies or waste 
their lands, uncover the face of the severed head, and your enemy 
and his country will forthwith perish on beholding it. When you 
cover the face again the trouble will cease. 

As the voice bade, thus the soldier did, to the terror and despair 
of many peoples Some declared him to be a wizard, others a god. 
But true it is that no one dared refuse him aught. 

Now It happened that in the course of time the shoemaker-soldier 
married — some say the daughter of the emperor of Constantinople. 
Howbeit, his wife, after the way of women, was curious, and many 
times she asked him by what art or skill he was able to destroy his 
enemies The soldier refused to explain, and told her angrily to 
hold her tongue. That, of course, has never been a good way to 
handle women, and you can readily imagine what happened. One 
day when her lord was absent the lady went to his chest, expect- 
ing to find therein the explanation of her husband's secret; and in 
the chest she did indeed find the detestable head, and rushing from 
the house she hurled it into the gulf of Adalia 
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Sailors say that when the head rises to the surface, as though the 
bowels of the sea refused to harbour so loathsome an object, the gulf 
IS so agitated that no ship can venture upon it; but when the head 
sinks again, the sea becomes calm enough for navigation Others 
say that the lady had the shoe-maker thrown into the sea with the 
head, and that the constant effort of the sea to eject these two abomina- 
tions caused a whirlpool of sucking waters which ever since has swal- 
lowed up both man and ship Credat hoc Judaeus Apella, as Horace 
says, non ego. 

“Cobblers,” said Marco Polo, “are notoriously libidinous When I 
was in the East I heard of a certain shoe-maker of Baghdad who 
had been similarly tempted by a fair customer, but since his eye had 
offended the law, he took an awl and put it out Subsequently he 
moved a mountain, to the great awe and consternation of the Calif 
of the Saracens” 

“As a love story your tale leaves a great deal to be desired,” said 
Sir Thomas Elyot, “so docs Cormac’s, if I may say so It has been 
abundantly shown how Tragedy dogs the steps of lovers Sometimes 
It turns their very affection against them when no other means will 
serve. Unlike the Reeve, I do not scoff at death from love Such oc- 
currences are no doubt the result of a pathological state. A still deeper- 
lying cause of tragic love is probably the fact that, except in mo- 
ments of passion, man and woman are really alien to one another. 
More admirable, m my opinion, are the examples of enduring affec- 
tion between man and man, wherein circumstances arc not compli- 
cated by the intrusion of sex. Ancient writers frequently allude to 
friends whose devotion to each other was noble and often heroic. 
When men are really friends, there is between them neither mis- 
trust nor suspicion, nor can any surmise of evil report withdraw them 
from their affection.” 

“That IS true,” said Walter Map, “as I pointed out in my story of 
Sadius and Galo ” 

“Your position is also well illustrated by the late romance of Sir 
Eger and Sir Grime,” said Sir John Bourchier 

“If the company will listen,” said the Lochmaben Harper, “I will 
give an account of masculine loyalty on a still broader stage.” 



KINMONT WILLIE 


379 


79. KINMONT WILLIE 


Lochmaben Harper 


O have ye na heard o’ the fause Sakelde? 

O have ye na heard o’ the keen Lord Scroop i* 
How they hae ta’cn bauld Kinmont Wilhe, 
On Hairihee to hang him up^ 


Had Willie had but twenty men, 

But twenty men as stout as he, 

Fause Sakelde had never the Kinmont ta’en, 
Wi’ eight score in his cumpanie. 

They band his legs beneath the steed, 

They tied his hands behind his back; 

They guarded him, fivesomc on each side. 

And they brought him ower the Liddel-rack. 


They led him thro’ the Liddel-rack, 

And also thro’ the Carlisle sands; 

They brought him to Carlisle castell. 

To be at my Lord Scroop’s commands. 

“My hands are tied, by my tongue is free, 
And whae will dare this deed avow? 

Or answer by the border law? 

Or answer to the bauld Buccleuch?” 


“Now baud thy tongue, thou rank reiver! 

There’s never a Scot shall set ye free; 

Before ye cross my castle yate, 

I trow ye shall take farewell o’ me.” 

“Fear na ye that, my lord,” quo Willie, 

“By the faith o my bodic. Lord Scroop,” he said, 

“I never yet lodged in a hostclrie 
But I paid my lawmg before I gaed.” 

Now word IS gane to the bauld Keeper, 

In Branksome Ha’ wheic that he lay, 

That Lord Scroop has ta’en the Kinmont Willie, 
Between the hours of night and day 

He has ta’en the table wi’ his hand. 

He garr’d the red wine spring on hie: 
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“Now Christ’s curse on my head,” he said, 
“But avenged of Lord Scroop I’ll be! 

“O is my basnet a widow’s church? 

Or my lance a wand of the willow-tree? 

Or my arm a ladye’s lilyc hand? 

That an English lord should lightly me? 

“And have they ta’en Kinmont WiUic, 
Against the truce of border tide, 

And forgotten that the bauld Buccleucb 
Is keeper here on the Scottish side? 

“And have they e’en ta’en him, Kinmont Willie, 
Withouten either dread or fear, 

And forgotten that the bauld Buccleuch 
Can back a steed, or shake a spear? 

“O were there war between the lands. 

As well I wot that there is none, 

I would slight Carlisle castell high, 

Tho’ It were budded of marble-stone. 

“1 would set that castell in a low. 

And sloken it with English blood; 

There’s nevir a man in Cumberland 
Should ken where Carlisle castell stood. 

“But since nae war’s between the lands, 

And there is peace, and peace should be. 

I’ll neither harm Enghsh lad or lass, 

And yet the Kinmont freed shall be I” 

He has call’d him forty marchmen bauld, 

I trow they were of his am name. 

Except Sir Gilbert Elliot call'd, 

The laird of Stobs, I mean the same. 

He has call’d him forty marchmen bauld. 

Were kinsmen to the bauld Buccleuch; 

With spur on heel, and splent on spauld. 

And gleuves of green, and feathers blue. 

There were five and five before them a’, 

Wi’ hunting-horns and bugles bright; 
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And five and five came wi’ Buccleuch, 

Like warden’s men, arrayed for fight. 

And five and five, like a mason-gang. 

That carried the ladders lang and hic; 

And five and five, like broken men: 

And so they reached the Woodhouselee. 

And as we cross’d the Bateable Land, 

When to the English side we held. 

The first o’ men that we met wi’, 

Whae sould it be but fause Sakclde? 

“Where be ye gaun, ye hunters keen?” 

Quo’ fause Sakelde; “come tell to me!” 
“We go to hunt an English stag. 

Has trespassd on the Scots countrie” 

“Where be ye gaun, ye marshal-men?” 

Quo’ fause Sakelde, “Come tell me true!” 
“We go to catch a rank reiver. 

Has broken faith wi’ the bauld Buccleuch.” 

“Where are ye gaun, ye mason-!ads, 

Wi’ a’ your ladders lang and hie?” 

“We gang to herry a corbie’s nest, 

That wons not far frae Woodhouselee.” 

“Where be ye gaun, ye broken men?” 

Quo’ fause Sakelde, “come tell to me ” 

Now Dickie of Dryhope led that band, 

And the never a word o’ lear had he. 

“Why trespass ye on the English side? 

Row-footed outlaws, standi” quo he 
Then never a word had Dickie to say, 

Sae he thrust the lance thro his fause bodie. 

Then on we held for Carhsle toun, 

And at Staneshaw-bank the Eden we cross’d; 
The water was great, and mtikle of spait, 

But the nevir a horse nor man we lost 

And when we reachd the Staneshaw-bank, 
The wind was rising loud and hie; 
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And there the laird garr’d leave our steeds, 

For fear that they should stamp and me. 

And when we left the Staneshaw-bank, 

The wind began full loud to blaw; 

But ’twas wind and weet, and fire and sleet. 
When we came beneath the castel-wa’. 

We crept on knees, and held our breath, 

Till we placed the ladders against the wa’; 

And sae ready was Buccleuch himsell 
To mount the first before us a’. 

He has ta’en the watchman by the throat. 

He flung him down upon the lead 

“Had there not been peace between our lands. 
Upon the other side thou hadst gaedi 

“Now sound out, trumpets!” quo’ Buccleuch; 
“Let’s waken Lord Scroop right mcrrilie!” 

Then loud the warden’s trumpets blew 
"O whae dare meddle wt' me?” 

Then speedilie to work we gaed. 

And raised the slogan ane and a’. 

And cut a hole thro’ a sheet of lead. 

And so we wan to the castel-ha’ 

They thought King James and a’ his men 
Had won the house wi’ bow and spiear: 

It was but twenty Scots and ten 
That put a thousand in sic a stear. 

Wi’ coulters and wi’ fore-hammers. 

We garr’d the bars bang mernlie. 

Until! we came to the inner prison. 

Where Willie o’ Kinmont he did lie. 

And when we cam to the lower prison. 

Where Willie o’ Kinmont he did lie — 

“O sleep ye, wake ye, Kinmont Willie, 

Upon the morn that thou’s to die?” 

“O I sleep saft, and 1 wake aft; 

It’s lang since sleeping was fleyd frae me; 
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Gie my service back to my wife and bairns, 
And a’ gude fellows that speir for me.” 

Then Red Rowan has hente him up. 

The starkest men in Teviotdale 

“Abide, abide now. Red Rowan, 

Till of my Lord Scroop I take farewell. 

“Farewell, farewell, my gude Lord Scroop' 
My gude Lord Scroop, farewell'” he cried; 

“I’ll pay you for my lodging-maill 
When first we meet on the borderside ” 

Then shoulder high, with shout and cry. 

We bore him down the ladder lang; 

At every stride Red Rowan made, 

I wot the Kinmont’s aims playd clang 

“O mony a time,” quo’ Kmmont Willie, 

“I have ridden horse baith wild and wood; 

But a rougher beast than Red Rowan 
1 ween my legs h.ave ne’er bestrode 

“And mony a time,” quo’ Kinmoni Willie, 
“I’ve pricked a horse out cure the furs; 

But since the day 1 backed a steed 
1 never wore sic cumbrous spurs ” 

We scarce had won the Staneshaw-bank, 
When a’ the Carlisle bells were rung. 

And a thousand men, in horse and foot, 
Cam wi’ the keen Lord Scroop along. 

Buccleuch has turned to Eden Water, 

Even where it flod frae bank to brim. 

And he has plunged in wi’ a’ his band. 

And safely swam them thro’ the stream. 

He turned him on the other side. 

And at Lord Scroop his glove flung he: 

“If ye like na my visit in merry England, 

In fair Scotland come visit me'” 

All sore astonished stood Lord Scroop, 

He stood as still as rocke of stane; 
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He scarcely dared to trew his eyes 
When thro' the water they had gane. 

“He is either himsell a devil frae hell, 

Or else his mother a witch maun be; 

I wad na have ridden that wan water 
For a’ the gowd in Christcntie.” 

“That was a splendid ballet,” said Sir James Douglas, “and you 
shall have a coat and hood for it.” 

“Thank you, my lord,” said the harper, “it is a long time since 
1 had either, for since the spread of a new invention called printing, 
minstrels have decayed, and gentlemen with them ” 

“Sir Thomas," said Marco Polo, “the thesis which you support 
IS an interesting one. I take no sides, yet I should like to set before 
the company some evidence of a slightly different nature It concerns 
a man who was the friend not of one man, or of a few, but of all 
mankind.” 

80. SAGAMONI BORCAN, THE VIRTUOUS PRINCE 

Marco Polo 

Ceylon, as you know, is an island, and in the midst thereof rises 
a lofty mountain, which is so steep and precipitous that it cannot be 
ascended save by means of the iron chains which men have fixed to 
the rock The Saracens say that the tomb of our first parent Adam 
IS on this mountain, but the idolators deny this, asserting that it 
IS the tomb of Sergamo Borgani or Sagamoni Borcan, or Sakyamuni 
Burkhan, as he is variously called Him they consider to have been 
a saint, and the best man who ever lived, and it was only after his 
time that idols were made among them. 

The story goes that this Borcan was the son of a very wealthy 
and powerful king From his earliest age his mind was turned 
wholly away from worldly things; he would not listen to any talk 
about them, and what was worse, he refused to have any part in 
the administration of the kingdom This attitude of Borcan’s inspired 
his father with mingled feelings of rage and grief He tried all the 
wiles at his command in the effort to interest his son in his worldly 
obhgauons, even offering to abdicate and allow him to be crowned 
at once in his place. All was of no avail, and the good king was 
almost at his wits’ end with wrath and despair, especially as Borcan 
was his only son, and there was no one else to whom he might leave 
the kingdom at his death. 
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After meditating on his problem for considerable time the old king 
resolved to try one more expedient He caused a large and handsome 
palace to be built for his son’s exclusive use. Therein he placed 
all manner of delights, but took particular care to choose three hun- 
dred of the most beautiful maidens that could anywhere be found 
as the sole servitors and entertainers of Borcan’s leisure. To them 
he gave categorical orders that they were to amuse themselves with 
the prince night and day — that they should dance before him, sing 
and recite verses, or use any other means of their own invention 
whereby they might draw his heart to worldly enjoyments But all 
was in vain, for Borcan looked on with bored or apathetic eye at 
those rare times when he was not, as it seemed, contemplating the 
vistas of some private world. One by one the girls, with chagrin and 
amazement, were forced to admit to the old king their failure to 
arouse the least inclination toward wantonness in the young man’s 
breast 

Towards the end of the year Borcan began to feel the need of 
fresh air and exercise, and went for a ride Not far from the palace 
he saw a corpse lying by the roadside. Now he had never seen a dead 
man before, and inquired what that object might be. “That,” said 
his master, “is a dead man, he seems to have starved to death.” 
“What'” exclaimed the prince; “do men die, then?” “Oh, yes,” said 
his master; “all men in their time.” Borcan said nothing, and they 
rode farther After a while they came up to an old fellow sitting 
beside the road; he was so aged that he could no longer walk, and 
he had not a tooth in his mouth nor a hair on his head “What 
IS the meaning of this?” asked the prince. Then the master ex- 
plained that the man was suffering from extreme old age. "Whatl” 
cried the young man, “do all men lose their hair and teeth?” “Oh, 
yes,” answered his master, "sooner or later.” Thereupon Borcan would 
ride no farther, and turning back toward the palace, declared he 
would abide no longer in this evil world 

That night he stole secretly from the palace and somehow climbed 
the mountain of which I have spoken There he lived a life of great 
hardship and sanctity, so that he became very holy. When he died 
his father caused an image to be made of his beloved son, and ordered 
the people to adore it This they did readily enough, for they thought 
Borcan a god who had condescended to dwell among them for a 
time as a man. 

“As I see it,” said Ulrich von Lichtenstein, “your hero had a grievous 
fault m that he appeared to be the enemy of women. There are 
plenty of philosophers present who will prove to you — and to him 
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—the folly of extremes. I know that folly myself, for I loved women 
too well ” 

“Your Sagamoni,” said Dafydd ah Gwilym, “would have found a 
match m one of my countrywomen. It seems to me interesting to 
speculate on the results of their encounter, could they have met.’’ 
“To whom do you allude?” asked lolo Goch. 

“I will tell you,” answered Dafydd. 

“Tell It in prose,” said Andrew Boordc 

“For the benefit of prosaic minds, 1 will,” answered the Welsh- 
man. 

8l. DWYNWEN VERCH BRYCHAN AND MAELON DAFODRILL 

Dafydd ab Gunlym 

Maelon Dafodrill, and Dwynwen, the daughter of Saint Brychan, 
mutually loved each other. Maelon sought her in inappropriate union, 
and was rejected For this reason he left her in animosity, and aspersed 
her, which caused her extreme sorrow and anguish One night when 
she was alone in a wood, she prayed that God would cure her of 
her love, and the Almighty appearing to her while she was asleep, 
gave her a delicious liquor, which quite fulfilled her desire. And 
she saw the same draught administered to Maelon, who thereupon 
became a frozen lump of ice The Almighty also deigned to give 
her three choices First she desired that Maelon should be unfrozen; 
next, that her supplications in favour of all true-hearted lovers should 
be granted, so that they should either obtain the objects of their 
affection or be cured of their passion; thirdly that thenceforth she 
should never wish to be married. The three requests were conceded 
to her, whereupon she took the veil and became a saint Subsequently, 
every faithful lover who invoked her was cither relieved from his 
passion, or obtained the object of his affection. 

“I can imagine no good resulting from the meeting of two such 
people,” objected Andrew the Chaplain; “it would have been nugatory 
in the highest degree.” 

“The question has often intrigued me,” said John Skelton, “whether 
or not a love affair between Jeanne Dare and Savonarola might not 
have saved both their lives.” 

“Such of m&alliance was fortunately prevented by Father Tune,” 
put in Guicciardim 

“Speaking of mesalliances," said Roger of Wendover, “I recall what 
in my opinion is a classic illustration.” 
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82. THE YOUNG MAN MARRIED TO A STATUE 

Roger of Wendover 

Pope Stephen IX was succeeded, as you know, by Benedict X. 
At that time a certain youth, a citizen of Rome, and of senatorial 
dignity, married a noble virgin, and m honour of the occasion made 
a feast to his companions for many days. One day, being satiated 
with delicacies, they went out into the plain to strengthen their 
stomachs with exercise, and spent a great part of the day in play- 
ing at ball. In order not to lose his nuptial ring, the youth, unob- 
served by his companions, put it on the extended finger of a cer- 
tain brazen statue; after which he joined in the game. But becom- 
ing heated with violent running, he was the first to give up the 
play, and on coming to the statue he found the finger on which he 
had placed the ring bent against the palm, and the ring firmly held 
on It After many vain attempts to break the finger, or get off the 
ring by any means, finding that all was of no avail, he retired in 
great confusion, concealing what had happened from his companions 
lest they should laugh at him Returning at night to the statue with 
his servants, he was amazed at finding the finger extended and the 
ring taken off He said nothing about his loss and returned home. 

The following night, as he lay down by the side of his bride, 
he was sensible of the presence of some misty though dense sub- 
stance interposed between him and her, which might be felt, though 
not seen Prevented by this obstacle from embracing his wife, he 
heard a voice addressing him’ “Embrace me, for you wedded me to- 
day. I am Venus, on whose finger you placed the ring; 1 have it, and 
I will not give It up.” Terrified at such a prodigy, the young man had 
neither the courage nor the ability to reply, and passed a sleepless 
night in silent reflection on the matter. 

A considerable space of time elapsed in this way, so that as often 
as he sought the embraces of his wife, the same circumstance oc- 
curred. In other respects, however, he was strong and daring, as well 
in the forum as in military exercise. At length, urged by the com- 
plaints of his bride, he revealed the matter to her parents, and they, 
after holding council, communicated the matter to a priest named 
Palumbas hvmg near the city. This man was skilled in necromancy, 
could raise magical apparitions, call up devils and compel them to 
do any work he pleased Making an agreement that he should fill 
his purse most plentifully provided he succeeded in recovering the 
ring and making the lovers happy, he called up all the power of his 
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art. Then he gave the young man a letter which he had prepared 
and said: “Go to the cross-roads at such an hour of the night, and 
stand there awaiting in silence what will happen. There will pass 
by figures of both sexes, of every rank, age and condition; some on 
horseback, some on foot, some with downcast looks, others with heads 
erect and haughty mien If they address you, make no reply. This 
company will be followed by a person more handsome and larger 
than the rest, sitting in a chariot Speak not, but give him the letter 
to read, and if only you have courage, your desire will be immediately 
accomplished ” 

The young man eagerly set about the enterprise and boldly took 
his stand at the cross-ways to test the truth of the priest’s words. 
He saw the company, as the priest had said Among the other pass- 
ing figures he beheld a woman in the attire of a harlot, riding on 
a mule, her hair flowing loosely over her shoulders, in her hand 
she held a golden rod, with which she managed her steed, and as 
she went she exhibited wanton gestures, her garments being so thin 
that she was all but naked. At last came he who seemed to be the 
chief, riding in a chariot adorned with emeralds and pearls He 
fixed his eyes sternly on the young man and demanded the cause 
of his presence The youth made no reply, but stretching out his 
hand gave him the letter. The demon, who did not dare to slight 
the well-known seal, read it, and then extending his arms to heaven 
exclaimed. “O God, in whose sight every transgression is a noisome 
smell, how long wilt thou endure the wickedness of the priest Palum- 
bas?” He then dispatched his servants to take the ring from Venus, 
and after much evasion she was at length compelled to relinquish 

It. 

The happy youth then without any obstacle attamed the enjoy- 
ment of his bride for which she had so long sighed. But the priest 
Palumbas, on hearing the demon’s complaints of him unto the Lord, 
perceived that the end of his days was at hand; wherefor he cut 
off all his members with a knife, and died in this astonishing act of 
penance, after making public confession to the pope of unparallcUed 
acts of wickedness. 

“I have heard that story too,” said William of Malmesbury. 

“It IS well known,” said John of Fordun, “and portrays a situa- 
tion somewhat worse than merely being in love with a statue.” 

“Well,” remarked the Knight of La Tour Landry, “I am sure such 
an adventure is likely to happen to few, and will not be desired by 
any, for God knows, mortal wives are difficult enough to deal with. 
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Though I have written at length on the subject of wifely obedience— 
or rather my library hack has done so — 1 will illustrate by a single 
tale.” 

83. THREE MERCHANTS AND THEIR INOBEDIENT WIVES 

Knight of La Tour Landry 

It happened once that there were three merchants going homeward 
from a fair, and as they were nding along the way, they fell to 
talking, and one of them said “It is a splendid thing for a man to 
have a good wife who obeys and does his bidding at all times ” 
“By my troth,” said another, “my wife obeys me truly.” “By God,” 
said the third, “I think my wife obeys her husband best of all ” 
Then the first merchant said “Let us lay a wager of a dinner, and 
he whose wife obeys worst shall pay for it ” Thereupon they ar- 
ranged between them how they should test their wives, and the 
scheme was that each should bid his wife jump into a basin that 
he would place before her, and they took oath that none of them 
would let his wife know about the wager, but each should simply 
say “Look now, wife, let what I command be done” 

Afterwards, then, one of the merchants bade his wife jump into 
the basin which he had set on the ground before her She asked: 
“Why^” and he answered “Because it pleases me, and I will that 
you do It ” “By God,” said she, “first will I know the reason ” Nor 
would she do as she had been bidden on any other condition, so her 
husband up with his fist and gave her two or three good blows 
Now they went to the second merchant’s house. After a little he 
bade his wife jump into the basin that was before her on the floor. 
She asked; “What for-’” and said she would not do it. So her hus- 
band took a staff and beat her soundly 
Thereafter they went to the house of the third merchant, where 
they found food ready on the table, so the goodman whispered that 
he would put his wife to the test after dinner; and so they sat down. 
Thereupon the host said to his wife “Whatever I bid, look to it that 
It be done, no matter what” And the goodwife, who loved and 
feared her husband, hearkened and took heed of his words, though 
she knew not what he meant. 

Now It happened that they had soft-boiled eggs for their dinner 
and there was no salt. The goodman said: “Wife, seyle sus table" 
which in French means “jump on the table.” She, who was afraid 
to disobey, jumped up on the table, throwing down food and drink, 
breaking the dishes and spilling all there was there “How now I” 
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said the goodman, “don’t you know any games but this?” “Be not 
wroth,” said she, “for I have done your bidding in so far as I could, 
as you bade me, though it is to your harm and mine. But I should 
rather both of us suffered damage than disobey your command. What 
else should happen when you said. SeyU sus table?" “Nay,” said 
the husband, “1 said sele sus table, that is, put some salt on the table 
so that we might season our eggs” “By my troth,” said the wife, “I 
understood you to bid me jump on the table ” Then there was much 
mirth and laughter. 

The other two merchants now said there was no need to bid her 
leap into the basin, for she had obeyed readily enough; and they 
agreed that they had lost the wager, and that their companion had 
won Thereupon the wife was greatly praised for her obedience, and 
was not beaten as were the other two wives who refused to obey 
their husbands’ orders 

Thus men of low station can teach their wives with fear and blows, 
but a gentlewoman should teach herself with fairness, for no other- 
wise can she be taught. And the more fairly a gentlewoman is dealt 
with, the more fearful should she be to displease or disobey her hus- 
band For the good wife trusts and loves her husband, and every 
good woman ought to obey her man, be it m good or ill, for if he 
bid her do a thing which she ought not to do, then the disgrace is 
his. 

“What a shameful story cried Christine de Pisan 

“In my opinion,” said Jean Charlier Gerson, “it is a silly one There 
are sufficient number of difficult things in life which it is necessary 
to do What good purpose is served by forcing a woman to do 
folly?" 

“You miss the point,” said the Clerk of Oxenford. “Jumping into 
a basin is in itself of no value whatsoever to anyone, but the willmg- 
ncss and ability to obey orders is a virtue of the highest possible 
consequence That he who is bidden should always understand the 
reason of the bidder does not enter into the problem at all. In any 
given instance, or moment, there must be one who commands and 
one who obeys, as Aristotle says The beauty of this exemplum lies 
in this that the merchants agreed to demand some apparently foolish 
thmg, if they had bidden some simple and consuetudinary task, 
the wives would have obeyed without question, and there would 
have been no test As it was, the wives of the first two were guilty 
of contumacy. I think Robert Mannyng will bear me out ” 

“Unbuxomness and disobedience,” said Mannyng, “are.the offspring 
of Pride The good Chancellor knows that as well as I do. Did the 
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angel provide Adam and Eve with explanations why they should not 
eat the fruit of a certain tree in Paradise?” 

“As the Clerk says,” spoke up Colin Clout, “there must be one 
who gives orders and one who executes them. Did you ever see 
a horse riding in his own saddle? Perhaps some of you recall the 
story of the lazy servant One night his master said ‘Go and shut the 
door.’ The servant replied that the door was shut Later the master 
told him to get up and see if it was raining. The man was loath to 
leave his bed, though he pretended to do so; instead, he called the 
dog that was ranging about outside the house, and finding that its 
hair was damp answered ‘Master, it is raining’ Another time the 
master said* ‘Rise and sec if the fire is still burning’ This time the 
man called the cat who customarily slept on the hearth, and feeling 
that her fur was warm, he said ‘Master, there is plenty of fire ’ On 
the morrow when the goodman rose, he found that the house-door 
had been open all night, whereupon he asked his servant why he 
had not closed it. ‘Why should I close it,’ replied the man, ‘when I 
should only have to open it again in the morning?”’ 

“A man with such servants in his employ,” said Camden, “would 
never build up an empire, as did Cyrus the Great” 

“Discipline,” said Cormac of Cashel, “is good for everybody, and 
particularly for women, who, of all animals are the most indocile 
It IS better to beat them than to coddle them, better to beware of 
them than to trust them A wise man of my nation once said Do 
not give your wife authority over you, for if she stamp on your foot 
today she will stamp on your head tomorrow.” 

“There may be something in what you say,” conceded the Kmght, 
“but must we go to extremes? I would call attention to what I said 
at the end of my story — that if it is shameful for a woman to disobey 
her husband, it is no less shameful for him to bid her do an un- 
worthy thing— as I will illustrate by an anecdote A young man 
who was newly married thought it would be good policy to get the 
maistrie of his wife at the very beginning So when the pot was 
boiling on the fire he went to her, and though the meat had not 
yet boded enough, he said she should take it off His wife replied 
that the pottage was not yet ready to eat But he said- ‘I will have 
the pot taken off because it is my pleasure’ So the goodwife, loath 
to offend him so early in their marriage, set the pot beside the 
fire. When she had done this he ordered her to set the pot behind 
the door ‘You are not wise therein,’ said she But he replied severely 
that It should be as he bade, so the wife again did his bidding with 
good humour But the young man was not yet satisfied, and com- 
manded her to set the pot high up on the hen-roost ‘What I’ said 
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the good wife, ‘I think you must be mad.* Then the husband fiercely 
ordered her to place the pot where he had said, otherwise she should 
repent. The wife was somewhat afraid to try his patience now, so 
she took a ladder and set it against the roost, and went up with the 
pot in her hand, praying her husband to hold the ladder lest it slip; 
and so he did. At last, when the young man looked up and saw 
the pot standing on the hen-roost, he said ‘Lo, now the pot stands 
where I would have it’ But at that moment the ladder shook, the 
pot was upset, and the hot pottage lodged on the young man’s head. 
‘And now,’ said the goodwife, ‘the pottage is where I would have 
it.’ ” 

“If I may be so bold as to disagree with the king and bishop 
of Cashel,” said Dr Boorde, “I would give it as my opinion that 
every man ought to please his wife in all matters and not displease 
her; he should let her have her own will, for that she will have, 
whosoever say nay. And this arises from an evil education and bring- 
ing up, and a perverse mind, not fearing God nor worldly shame. 
Nowadays women are so that they think themselves greatly abused 
unless they can both hunt with the hounds and run with the hare ’’ 

“There is much truth in that remark,” said Polydorc Vergil, “for 
properly educated people understand that they ought to obey him 
who takes wiser thought for their interests than they themselves are 
able to do ” 

“It IS a matter of common knowledge,” said Barbour, “that thral- 
dom IS hard, but that marriage constitutes the hardest bonds that a 
man can assume ” 

“How true are your words, O learned Scot,” cried the Goodman of 
Bath, “and what a heavy penalty we men pay for the dubious honour 
of being husbands One time when I was in France I saw a hand- 
some tapestry The verses which accompanied the figures were so 
appmsite that I made a copy of them. They are not inappropriate to 
this present discussion.” 

84. BYCORNE AND CHICHEVACHE 

The Goodman of Bath 

First there is represented the figure of a man dressed like a poet, 
who says “O good people, give ear and remember the following tale 
of husbands and their wives as long as you live; call to mind how 
they agreed and how they quarrelled m life, and how death came to 
them through these two beasts One of them, Bycorne, is of such a 
nature that he feeds only on subservient husbands, and the only food 
which Chichevache can eat is patient wives. One is as fat as can be, 
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the other scrawny, for one finds great abundance of his natural food, 
and the other hardly any.” 

Now arc portrayed two beasts, the one fat and flourishing, the 
other weak and thin And the legend says: “These fearful beasts, 
Bycorne and Chichevache, according to their nature, can eat only 
patient husbands or sweet-tempered wives.” 

After this is pictured a great beast called Bycorne of Bicorny, who 
says: “I am Bycorne of Bycorny, fat and sleek, and 1 am bound to 
chichevache by the bonds and sacraments of marriage — Chichevache 
who on land or sea eats no food save wives who are mild and gentle 
and who never vex their husbands But her fare is very meagre, for 
she finds very few patient wives The tongues of most clack all day 
m strife and jangling. For my part, I curse those wives who arc un- 
able, whether at bed or board, to keep their husbands from saying 
a word, because my proper food and my great delight consists, m a 
word. 111 those dolts who dare not gainsay their wives, who dare 
not stand upon their rights, who never venture to raise their voices. 
I swallow down all such ” 

Then there is shown a picture of a goodman kneeling before 
Bycorne to whom he says “O sweet lord, 1 cry you mercy! I would 
have you know that I have come here to ask for your compassion, 
for 1 have a very devil of a wife, who disputes with me constantly, 
beats and slanders me, and never gives me a moment’s peace. On 
the contrary, as though I were tied to a lead rope, she makes me 
carry out her every whim. In great dis-case do patient husbands live.” 

Bycorne- Just a moment, my good fellow, while I finish swallow- 
ing this bit here — it is a savoury one, I assure you — and then I will 
give you my undivided attention and replv willingly to your suit 1 
must say that you have come at the right moment, a man who weep; 
and wails as furiously as you do cannot be very happy, and much 
weeping is bad for the eyes 

Goodman: And well may I tremble and sigh, for nowhere in the 
world would it be possible to find a wife worse than the one I have. 
If I say “Nuf,” she says “Naf”, if I say “Buf,” she says “Baf.” She 
lacks no kind of malice in abundance, and so adept is she in every 
kind of evil that she docs nothing day or night but scold. Nothing 
IS more vexatious to a patient man. 

Bycorne Now really you are a silly fellow to suppose that you 
alone could get a good wife All women are of one and the same 
consistency, and since they are so bad-tempered and contentious, my 
wife Chichevache is like to die of hunger Still, it is not my fault 
if I am constrained to act in accordance with their behaviour No 
long-suffering husband can escape me 



394 MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

Now there is pictured a group of men approaching Bycorne, and 
underneath is this legend- "My friends, if you will pay attention, 
you can see how Bycorne devours all patient husbands — you and 
me both — for nothing can save us. A curse on all those husbands 
everywhere who allow their wives to be mistress over them I Bycorne 
here, according to law, will rend and devour him who leaves the 
sovereignty to his wife That is the fearful fate of all patient ones, 
and of us, for we also have allowed our wives to become our masters. 
Well indeed may we admit that we have conceded the sovereignty 
to them, for we are slaves and they are free. Consequently this cruel 
beast Bycorne will eat us right down, to the last one However, who 
or where is he who is master enough to teach and chasten his wife 
in such wise that she shall neither jangle nor disobey in some way^ 
If such a man exists, I assure you he is safe from Bycorne ” 

Here, now, is represented a great beast with horns and long teeth, 
scrawny and lean, wasted away to skin and bones, who says- “My 
name is Chichevache, so wasted away by hunger, as you can sec, that 
I am ashamed to show myself How I suffer with hunger I There is 
not a bit of fat on me, for I can find nothing to eat; that is why 
I am nothing but skin and bones For, you see, I am allowed to 
eat only sweet-natured wives who resemble Gnselda in patience, or 
even surpass her in gcxidness I have to look long before I can find 
anything on which to break my fast It seems to me that patient 
wives are scarce this year It must be that wives who are admonished 
by their husbands know too well how to defend themselves from 
such verbal attacks, for in searching from country to country, I have 
not found a single Gnselda in the last thirty months In fact, I 
never found but one in all my life, and she has been gone this long 
time. My supply of sustenance seems to be exhausted.” 

Then is portrayed Chichevache in the act of swallowing a wife, 
who cries out to all the women “O noble ladies, be prudent and 
take example of me, otherwise you will not be able to escape death, 

I promise you Take good care not to be meek and submissive, for 
if you are, Chichevache will not fail to swallow you down ” 

After Chichevache there is pictured an old man with a club who 
menaces her for having devoured his wife, and says- “Alas! my wife 
has been cateni So patient was she and so humble! She never talked 
back to me, and this horrible beast has eaten her. Consequently, since 
It IS impossible to find another woman like her, I am doomed to 
live alone all my life. Nowadays women have agreed among them- 
selves to banish patience forever, and thus prevent Chichevache from 
finding anything to eat Chichevache will have to fast for a long time 
now, and eventually die as the reward of her cruelty, for women in 
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these days have grown so strong as to be able to tread humility under 
foot, and you will be pretty unhappy, you who have not sufficient 
patience to endure your wives’ violence And if you endure it, you 
are dead men, for this ferocious Bycorne is lying in wait for you. 
You tremble with fear to reply a single word to your wives, and 
thus, bound with a double chain, you hang between life and death.” 

The company laughed heartily at the Goodman’s tale. 

“I am glad to observe,” said he, “that you have a sense of humour; 
my wife had not When I read these verses to her she snatched them 
out of my hand and threw them into the fire Fortunately, I was 
able to re-write them from memory And though for once she said 
nothing, she sulked for a week Probably she talked enough with 
her gossips, however; women do; and the devil himself knows what 
they are saying when no man is within ear-shot ” 

“Though I am no devil,” said Dunbar, “I could tell you that. Once 
I stumbled by chance upon some direct evidence of the esteem in 
which men are held by the opposite sex . . ” 

85. THE TWO MARRIED WOMEN AND THE WIDOW 

William Dunbar 

On Midsummer evening, merriest of nights, I walked forth alone 
lUst after midnight beside a goodly green garth full of gay flowers 
hedged high with hawthorn trees A bird burst forth with song such 
that no blither bird was ever heard on bough Induced by the sugared 
sound of her glad song and by the sanative savour of the sweet flow- 
ers, 1 drew quietly to the dyke to wait for ar.y amusement that might 
occur. 

The dew dampened the dale and hushed the songsters. Near at 
hand, under a splendid green holly tree I heard high speech and 
haughty words, thereupon I thrust myself into the hedge so deeply 
that I was concealed by the hawthorn and sheltering leaves. Pres- 
ently I looked through the prickles of the tangled thorn to see if 
anyone were approaching that pleasant garden; and as I looked I 
saw three gay ladies sitting in a green arbor, all adorned with gar- 
lands of goodly fresh flowers, their glorious yellow tresses glittered 
like gold, so that the very grasses gleamed with the reflection thereof. 
Their hair was combed and neatly parted, falling right down to their 
shoulders; above, they wore kerchiefs of fine clear lawn; their mantles 
were as green as the grass of May, gathered to their fair sides with 
their white fingers. Of wondrous fine favour were their gentle faces, 
as abundant in blooming fairness as the flowers of June, white, seemly 
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and tender as the sweet lihes and like the rose new-blown upon the 
branch. 

Before those three ladies was a marble table on which stood royal 
cups full of rich wines. And of those fair ladies two were wedded to 
lords, and one was a widow, wanton of late As they talked at the 
table, turning over many bits of gossip, they drank the strong wine 
and overflowed with words, becoming so effusive that they avoided 
no subject at all 

Said the widow: “Come now, you wedded women, show what 
mirth you have found in marriage since you were men’s wives. If 
you rue that unreasonable state, reveal it Have you, perhaps, loved 
any man more than him to whom you have fastened your faith for- 
ever'* Do you think, if you had your choice now, that you could 
choose better? Do you not think it a blessed bond that binds you 
so tightly that none may say adieu to it except through death?” 

Then a lusty young woman with sprightly manners spoke up 
quickly “That which you call the blessed bond which binds us so 
fast IS baleful and bare of bliss, and causes great vexation You ask, 
had I free choice, would I choose a better? Chains are ever to be 
avoided, and change is sweet If I once had my choice to avoid such 
a cursed chance, I would escape forever out of the chains of a churl. 
Would to God that matrimony were only intercourse for a year I It is 
monstrous to be more, unless our nunds agree thereto It is against 
the law of love, of man and of nature, to strain together hearts that 
strive one with the other Birds have a much better law than men, 
for every year they enter upon new joy with a new mate; they take 
a fresh lover, constant and still vigorous, and let their exhausted 
companions fly where they please Would to Christ that such a cus- 
tom were in effect among meni Then it would be well with us 
wornenl In that case we should be able to give every workman his 
leave to go when worn out As for myself — 1 should be seemly arrayed 
in silk, neat, jolly, pretty, joyous, genteel, and I should be found at 
fairs, on the watch for new faces And I should be found at plays, 
at preachings, and on great pilgrimages, to show my style royally 
wherever there was great press of folk I would manifest my come- 
liness to a multitude of people, and blow my beauty abroad where 
men were many, so that 1 might choose and be chosen, and change 
when It pleased me. Then should I be very well able to select from 
among those of the realm one who would enjoy my femimne charms 
throughout the long winter night. And when 1 had got a handsome 
young man, eager to draw in the yoke for a year, and when I had 
proved his pith for the first pleasant month, then I would take pains 
to look about quietly in church and market, at the king’s court and 
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in all the country round about, in order to discover a gallant for 
the next year to keep up the good work when the other failed. I 
would look for an able-bodied man, enterprising, energetic in the 
traces, neither feeble nor faint nor exhausted, but fresh as May; and 
I would take all the fruit of his dower. 

“As It IS, I have a sloven, a worm, a feeble old churl, a wasted 
blackguard, a good-for-nothing able only to chatter words, a driveller, 
a drone, a bag of phlegm, a scabby cormorant, a scorpion, a scuttard. 
It fills me with loathing to see him scratch himself When that wretch 
kisses me my sorrow begins his beard is as stiff as the bristles of 
a fierce bear, but he is supple as silk otherwise His two grim eyes 
are bloodshot and besmeared all round, and gorged like two puddles 
stopped up with slime When that stark-staring ghost grips me, then 
1 think hideous Mahound has me in his arms, no blessing can then 
save me from that old Satan, for though I cross me clean from the 
crown down, he will embrace my whole body and clasp me to his 
breast. When the old knave has shaved with a sharp razor, be pushes 
his wry mouth at me and splits my bps, and so hackles my cheeks 
with his hard hedgehog skin that my chaps glow like a gleaming 
coal. I shrink from the sharp pain, but dare not cry out by reason 
of the old shrew’s threats, may shame betide himl The love-looks 
which that goblin casts at me from his bleary eyes abase my spirit 
as though Beelzebub had glanced at me; and when the sneak comes 
smirking at me with his feeble smolet he blubbers with his lips like 
a mangy old horse that has got the wind of a young filly When the 
sound of his voice sinks into my cars, then is my annoy renewed, 
even before he approaches. When I hear his name mentioned I make 
nine crosses to ward off distress from that silly churl full of anger 
and jealousy and evil customs 

“Not a single look can I give to my lover on account of that lean 
cat, so full of jealousy and false deceit is he. Always is he imagining 
evil things m his mind, devising a thousand methods of catching me 
in a tryst with another man I dare not glance at the boy who fills 
the cup because of the suspicions of that old shrew. And yet he him- 
self IS not worth a bean He thinks that I yearn for young folk to 
pay me when he is gone As for him, never yet have I allowed that 
lubber to defoul my flesh save for a great fee; and though his pen 
pays me poorly, his purse makes me rich reward afterwards. Before 
that useless old carcass climbs on my body I set up as a condition 
a new kerchief of the finest lawn, or a gown of cloth of grain gaily 
furred, or a ring with royal stone, or some other rich jewel; otherwise 
he may keep quiet, though he should go mad with frustration Even 
so It seems to me that my favour is sold too cheap Thus I sell him 
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solace, though it seems sour to me. From such a lord God keep you 
safe, dear sisters!” 

When the lovely lady had said her say to the end, then they all 
laughed loud and merrily, and reached round the cup full of rich 
wine, and jested long with riotous words before they ceased. After- 
wards the widow addressed the other matron: “Now, fair sister, it 
falls to you to tell how you have fared since you were married in 
church Tell us truly — which do you think most fitting, to bless or 
to curse that bond? How do you like the life of faithful wifehood? 
Afterwards you may examine me in the same wise, and I will tell 
the truth without dissimulation ” 

Said that gay lady "I protest that if I reveal the truth you must 
be true of tongue ” The other two promised, and therewith her spirit 
was greatly cheered “I will not spare in what I have to say,” she 
said, “for there is no spy near. I will pronounce a discourse from 
the bottom of my heart, and give voice to feelings so rank that they 
make me belch, now all the bile that has been so long gathering will 
burst out It has been a heavy burden to bear it in my breast, but 
I shall void the venom with a large vent, and get some relief from 
the tumour that has swollen so large. 

“My husband,” said that lady, “was a wencher, the worst m the 
world, wherefor I hate him in my heart, so help me God* He is a 
young man and right eager, but not in the flower of youth, for he 
has faded much and become enfeebled in the last few years He had 
been a lecher so long that he has lost his manhood He was wasted 
by women before he chose me for his wife, and even in my time 1 
have often taken him in adultery. And yet he is as showy with his 
bonnet on the side of his head, making eyes at the brightest m the 
burg, courtly in his clothes and in the dressing of his hair as is any- 
one who is really valiant in Venus’ room Though he is a cipher in 
bower, he gives the appearance of being really worth something, and 
looks as though he might merit loving. But he has form without 
force, and fashion without virtue, and he can give no effect to his 
fair words For ladies in love he is as lusty as a shadow She who 
has an old man as her mate is not ill used in comparison with me, 
for such a one is no worse at Venus’ sport than he seems But I 
thought I was going to enjoy a gem, and 1 got only a piece of jet; 
he shone like gold, but proved to be only glass. It seems to me that 
when men have lost their vigour there remains nothing but anger 
and jealousy in their hearts 

“You speak of birds on a bough- They may indeed sing of bliss 
who every year on St Valentine’s day are searching for a mate Had 
I that pleasant privilege, to part when I liked, to change and ever 
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to choose again — then chastity adieu! Then I should always have a 
fresh lover to hold in my arms, but holding a man till he faint may 
be called folly. Many a time I muse on such matters at midnight, 
and mourn so in my mind that I murder myself I lie awake for 
woe, and toss about cursing my wicked km who cast me away on 
such a craven without courage — ^joined him to my beauty when there 
are so many keen knights in the kingdom And often I dream of a 
seemlier man who is worth seven of my lord, and therewith I sigh. 
Thereupon he turns his empty carcass to me and clasps me in his 
arms ‘My darling, my sweeting,’ says he, ‘why do you not sleep bet- 
ter? It seems that you have a fever, as though you were distressed 
by sorrow or care ’ Then I reply ‘My honey boy, restrain yourself 
and do not handle me so roughly, a pain has seized me at the root 
of my heart.’ Then I seem to swoon, as though overcome Thus do 
1 deceive that swain with sweet words and gain some respite When 
day has come, I look at him crabbedly, but pretend it is a love-look 
when he glances at me, I turn it into a tender look and regard him 
homely and smilingly, though in my heart I curse in secret rage. I 
wish a timorous young girl might have my goodman for her guest; 
she would not need to fear any fleshly hurt, nor budge the breadth 
of a straw for his stroke, and then I wish that that bond which you 
call blessed might bind them together” 

When that amiable lady had ended her spieech, the others, loudly 
laughing, allowed that she had much right on her side Then those 
gay wives sported among the green leaves and put away care under 
the shadowy boughs They drank heartily of the sweet wine, those 
fair-faced ladies, so that they spoke all the more briskly 

Then said the widow. ‘‘Now I cannot get out of it; I shall have 
to speak, for my tale is next. God inspire me and quicken my speech 
so that my preaching may pierce your hearts and make you meeker 
in manners to men 

“Sisters, 1 show you in shrift that I was ever a shrew, though I 
was beautiful in my clothes, and put on an innocent appearance. 1 
was haughty and despiteful and bold, yet I dissembled subtly in the 
likeness of a saint. I seemed sober and sweet and simple, and without 
guile, but I could get the better of sixty who were considered cleverer. 
Listen to my lesson and learn wit from me if you do not wish to 
be deserted by faithless deceivers Counterfeit good manners and be 
constant in your behaviour, even though you be keen, inconstant and 
cruel of mind in very truth Though you be as fierce as beasts, be 
tractable in love. Be like doves in your talk, though you have tem- 
peraments easily yielding to temptation Be dragon and dove both, 
and note the strength of both, and make use of one or the other 
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as need arises. Put on a meek face like an angel, and be amiable, but 
sung like an adder with your tail. And take care to be expensively 
clothed in courtly dress- your husband will meet the bill. 

"As for me, I have had two husbands, both of whom loved me. 
Though I, for my part, was despiteful towards them, they perceived 
it not One was a hoary fellow who coughed up phlegm. I hated him 
like a hound, but kept my aversion well concealed. By kissing and 
chpping I made the old man dote on me I knew well how to scratch 
his crooked back and comb his bald pate, and behind his back make 
fun of him with my tongue in my cheek; I knew how to kiss his 
shrunken chaps with a pleasant countenance, in my mind making 
mock of that old grandad who thought I was treating him so nicely 
because of true love. I was able to do this without trouble or dis- 
tress, and yet be merry in mind and mirthful of cheer, for I had a 
more lovesome lad for the slaking of my thirst — one who could be 
secret and sure and save my honour, and who made his demands 
only at certain times and in sure places. When my old man angered 
me with awkward words, I got back my good temper by looking 
at a gallant My wit was such that I wept but little for any vexation, 
and let the sweet temper the sour If the old simpleton were to chide 
me with gaping ]aws, then 1 would chuck him under the chin and 
coddle him so much that he assigned his chief mansion to my son, 
though not by him I always behaved like a prudent woman and 
not like a mad fool, so that I won more by wiles than with strength 
of hands. 

“Afterwards I married a merchant rich in goods, a man of middle 
age and medium stature. But we were not equals in friendship nor 
in blood, in largesse nor in outward appearance, nor in fairness of 
person So often did I recall to his mind the disparity between us 
that his heart was angered At other times I raised my voice and called 
him a ‘pedl.ir ’ I could be right smart in talk, for I had been married 
before my innocence ended with my old husband I made the mer- 
chant obey — ^therc was no way out of it for him When he under- 
stood my rights — for there was great difference between his bastard 
blood and my noble birth — he made me very good reverence The 
fellow never once presumed to be my peer. But pity made him some 
concession, for gentle hearts are moved to compassion, and mercy is 
a great virtue in a woman. I kept it fresh in his mind that I had ac- 
cepted him as a favour I courteously taught him to know himself. 
If I summoned him, he dared not remain sitting, and was ready to 
run before the second charge, so afraid was he of blame. But, woman- 
like, my will was always the worse; the more he looted for my love, 
the less I esteemed him It is an extraordinary thing that before I mar- 
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ried that fellow I liked him, but have had nothmg but ill will for 
him ever since 

“When I had got the full power, and had fully overcome him, I 
crew over that craven like a victorious cock When I saw him sub- 
ject and compliant to my bidding, 1 despised him as a loon and loathed 
him. Then I became so unmerciful that 1 schemed to martyr him I 
made him do boy’s work, like a beast. I would have ridden him 
to Rome with a rope on his head had it not been for the people’s 
talk and the spoiling of my good name. I hid my hatred in my heart 
and never unstoppered my wide throat completely so long as I lacked 
something. But when I had taken his worldly property from that 
man, and got his houses and burg-lands for my child, then the stop- 
per started out of my throat with a bang, and he was as astounded 
from the shock as from a steel weapon Then I became as fierce 
as a dragon in my scolding When the documents securing the 
heritages to my son were sealed, then I would no longer obey the 
bridle, but tossed up my bead; no bit could make me quiet or hold 
my mouth in. Also, I made that effeminate zany do all sorts of 
women’s work, and utterly abased whatever manhood he had Where- 
upon I said to my gossips See how 1 reined in yon colt with a keen 
bridle; the cappul that used to overthrow the panniers on the dung- 
heap for skittishness, now draws the cart gently without bucking or 
baulking Thus he escaped neither the harm nor the scorn of it. 

“I must say too that he was no gladsome guest for a gay lady, 
though he tried to gam my favour by his many gifts He decked me 
in gay silk and goodly array, m gowns of engramed cloth and great 
golden chains, with rings royally set with rich rubies, till my renown 
among the rude people rose high But I gave him no quid pro quo, 
and cunningly kept those courtly adornments till after the death of 
that droop. He had the expense of buying me clothes, but the mart 
who enjoys me after him shall have the worship thereof I used to 
prank myself out gaily in rich attire so that lovers and lusty young 
gallants might look at me I plundered him out of h.md and then 
snubbed him, for he was stupid in the head I scorned him and 
made him a cuckold, for I thought myself a papingo, and him a 
plucked heron. Thus did he fortify his fix; and make a stout staff 
wherewith to strike himself down In chamber I was loath to be 
leaped on by such a lubberly old horse, and reined him so tight that 
he nearly went mad, for a year at a time I so desjiiscd him that I 
spat when I saw that bankrupt evil sprite, for you ladies know well 
that he who lacks riches as well as vahance in Venus’ play is held 
to be vile. 

“When I had taken all from that man, both of goods and of na- 



402 MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

ture, It seemed to me that he was graceless to look at, so help me 
God. I decked out my children like barons’ sons, and made only 
fools of the children he had by his first wife I banished every one 
of his brothers from my presence, and held his friends in feud as my 
foes, nor did I like better any man who was blood-kin to him. 

“That bankrupt fellow is now dead and buried in the earth, and 
with him died all my dool and dreary thought, my sorrowful night 
IS now finished and my day has dawned Adieu, dolour, adieu I My 
delight now begins Now I am a widow and well at ease I weep as 
though I were sorry, but well is me forever 1 dress as though sad, 
but my heart is blithe My mouth makes mourning, but my mind 
laughs My cloaks may be sable-coloured to betoken care, but my 
body IS white and tender underneath When 1 go to the kirk clad 
in my weeds of care, I lay my book open on my knee and draw my 
cloak forward about my white face so that unespied I may spy out 
who IS near me Frequently I interrupt my devotion to look past 
my book and sec what man is best of brawn or forged best for fur- 
nishing a feast Like the new moon, all pale and oppressed with 
change, showing her white face through dark clouds, so do I peep 
through my cloak, and cast kind looks to knights and clerks and 
courtly persons When my husband’s friends see me from afar, then 
I take a sponge full of water which 1 have under my mantle, and 
wring It wilily and wet my cheeks, therewith my eyes water and the 
tears drop down. Then all who sit by say ‘Alas! behold how loyally 
yonder listless lady loved her husband It is a pity that such a pearl 
of pleasure should bear such pain ’ Then I sain myself as though I 
were a saint and assume angelic looks. 

“In order that people may not find out the truth, I put on man- 
ners befitting my dark clothes, for true it is that we women set 
ourselves to keep the facts concealed from men. We grieve for no 
evil deed, providing it is kept secret Wise women have wonderful 
devices wherewith to jape their husbands, and so quietly and craftily 
do we order our affairs that no creature under Christ knows of our 
doings Other women there are, however, who mis<ook a mess, and 
have no colours wherewith to cover their natural mistakes. Such are 
those damsels who take delight in worthless persons with doting love, 
and deal with them so long that all the country-side knows their 
kindness and loyalty Faith has a fair name, but falsehood fares bet- 
ter Fic on her who is unable to dissimulate in order to save her 
reputation* Though 1 turn a deaf car to language of lechery as though 
I were offended, I am wise m such matters, and have been so all 
my life. I may want wit m worldliness, but I have as clever wiles 
in love as any high-born dame. I have a privy servant and discreet 
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who supplies certain needs of mine when I give the sign. Though 
he be simple in appearance, he has a sure tongue; many a more seemly 
man does worse service. If I have care under my cloak all day, yet 
1 have solace under my smock till sunrise. 

“Nevertheless, the whole shire considers me a devout woman I 
am charitable to the poor more for the people’s praise than for any 
grace I may gain But it seems to me the best joke of all when barons 
and knights and other bachelors, blithe and blooming with youth, 
all my loyal lovers, frequent my lodging and wantonly fill me with 
wine, pleasure and )oy Some whisper, some ]est, some read ballads, 
some burst forth rudely with riotous speech, some complain, some 
beseech, some praise my beauty; some kiss and clip me, some offer 
to do me a kindness, some carve for me courteously; some hand me 
the cup, some hand me one thing, some another. Some who sit far 
away and cannot speed as they wish, nevertheless look towards the 
head of the room with meaning looks All of these I comfort with 
my pleasant manners. Him who sits next to me I nip on the finger, 
and serve him who sits on the other side in the same way I lean 
hard on the one who sits behind me, and press the foot of him who 
sits before, and to those who are farther off I cast sweet l(x>ks So 
wisely and so femininely do 1 speak special words to every man that 
the hearts of all are warmed 1 am so tender-hearted that no man, 
howsoever low his degree, shall love me unloved If it is merely my 
white body which lies between him and death, he shall not lose his 
life. I am so merciful to all men that my soul shall be safe on the 
day of judgment 

“Ladies, learn these lessons and do not make the mistake of acting 
like ingenuous lasses This is the legend of my life, though not in 
Latin” 

When this eloquent widow had finished her pretty speech, all the 
rest laughed loudly and made much of her. They said they would 
take example of her superior teaching and act according to the words 
of so prudent a woman Then they cooled their mouths with com- 
forting drinks, and chattered amicably with the cup going round. 
They put the night behind them with graceful dances till the day 
dawned and dew drenched the flowers The morrow was mild and 
soft; the mist disappeared and the mavis sang The gold-glittering 
gleam of the sunshine so gladdened the birds that they made glorious 
glee among the green boughs The soft breeze, the sound of the 
stream, the sweet odour of the sward and the singing of the birds 
might comfort any creature of Adam’s kin, and kindle his courage 
again though it were cold extinguished Then those royal roses in 
their rich dresses got to their feet and went home to their rest through 
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the hedge blooms. As for me, I passed privily into a pleasant arbor 
and wrote down a report of their merry pastime. 

Now, O most honourable auditors, who have given ear to this un- 
couth adventure that happened to me not long ago, tell me— which 
of these ladies would you choose for your wife if you were to wed 
one of them? 

“Happily that is a choice which we are not at present obliged to 
make,” replied the Goodman of Bath 

Sir John Harington roused himself with an effort “The bees have 
been booming in my ears,” he said. “What a command you have of 
coarse consonants! You have even spoiled my own speech with your 
drasty drone ” 

“It IS an art,” answered Dunbar, “called alliteration ” 

“An art it may be,” conceded John Stow, “yet if so, it seems to 
me an art elaborated to no fruitful end, since its creation must entail 
no less weariness in the mind of the poet than distress in the soul 
of the listener ” 

Dunbar shrugged and took a drmk. 

“Your widow,” said John Skelton, “appears to have been almost un- 
believably shameless; and yet I know little good of that class of 
women either.” 

“In my younger days,” remarked the Curtal Friar, “while I still 
used to travel about the country, I met widows of one sort and an- 
other Most of them were unexceptionable, but two have remained 
in my memory.” 

86. THE PROVIDENT MATRON 

Curtal Frtar 

There was once a woman who had had four husbands. The fourth 
husband died and was brought to church on his bier. After him fol- 
lowed the widow making such great moan for sorrow that her gos- 
sips thought she would die One of them approached and whispered 
in her ear that she should take comfort, for God’s sake, and restram 
her lamentation, else it would injure her greatly, and perhaps put 
her in jeopardy of her life To this exhortation the woman replied: 
“Indeed, good gossip, if you only knew the circumstances you would 
admit that I have good reason to mourn. Besides this man I have 
buried three husbands; but I have never been in such a case as at 
present, for heretofore, whenever I went to a burying, I was always 
sure of another husband before the corpse left the house. This time, 
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however, 1 am not sure o£ another husband, and so you see that I 
have good reason to be sad and heavy ” 

If this widow was in a bad plight, there was another of whom I 
heard who managed things better As she was kneeling at the mass 
of requiem while the corpse of her husband was lying on the bier 
in church, a young man came up to her and whispered in her car 
as though on a matter concerning the funeral Howbeit, he spoke of 
no such thing, hut ardently wooed her to be his wife The widow 
answered and said' “Sir, by my troth, I am sorry you come so late, 
for I am already bestowed I was made sure yesterday to another 
man” 

“A woman must look after her interests with all the wit at her 
disposal,” said Christine de Pisan somewhat shrilly, “otherwise she 
will find herself elbowed into the gutters of life ” 

“Everyone must look to liis own interest,” conceded Cohn Clout; 
“but in this matter it strikes me that few women act wisely. By fol- 
lowing the violent precepts of Dunbar’s widow, for example, a woman 
defeats her own ends Force is neither a weapon nor a tool which 
a woman can employ to her complete advantage Even ladies should 
know that no cock will tolerate a rival on his own dung-heap. A 
woman should employ ways and means proper to her own nature 
rather than try to usurp the manners of men Women who really un- 
derstand men advance their happiness by making themselves lovable 
and desirable. A man m love may not be able to pluck down the 
stars from heaven to adorn his lady’s hair, but he will try.” 

“Your position is well taken,” agreed Hallarstein the Skald “An 
apposite illustration comes to mind Snaefrith, the daughter of Svasi, 
was the fairest of women When, as hostess in her father’s house, 
she handed a cup of honey-mead to Harald Harfagr, he took bo'ih 
the cup and the hand that offered it With such passion did Harald 
love her afterwards that people seemed to think he neglected his 
realm and kingly honour for her sake And when she died, the king 
sat three winters by her bier m bmer grief.” 

“Witchcraft,” muttered Helinandus 

“Nay,” protested Hallarstein “You were born too late in a world 
too old if you cannot read the language of your own times The drink 
in this case, as in that of Ttistan and Iseult, was no more than a 
simulacrum of the love which sometimes exists between a man and 
a woman, and as such a literary device was so undei stood by all.” 

“The death of a woman’s husband,” remarked Snorri Sturlason, 
“seems to work some strange alchemy in her nature. My mother, 
Gudny Bodvar’s daughter, was steady enough while my father lived 
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to keep an eye on her; but after his death there was no limit to her 
carelessness, so that my inheritance, along with most of her own, was 
dissipated by her extravagance” 

“Of widows,” said Matheolus, “I know something, and in my 
opinion there are very few women whether rxh or poor, ugly or 
handsome, wanton or chaste, churl, bourgeoise or noble, damsel, dame 
or widow who love their men loyally ” 

“You remind me of a story,” said Ctilin Clout, “of a woman who 
certainly went the wrong way to work ” 

87. SIR NORBERT LOSES A CORPSE AND REFUSES A WIFE 

Cohn Clout 

There was a knight, a rich reeve of a shire He had a young and 
pretty wife whom he loved as the apple of his eye, and she loved 
him, so far as anyone could judge One day while the knight was 
whittling a stick with a new sharp knife, his lady got in the way and 
was accidentally wounded Though the hurt was a small one, the 
lady fainted at the sight of her own blood So great was the knight’s 
grief at this mishap that he died, and on the morrow was richly 
buried, as beseemed him For her part the young wife said that since 
her lord had died through love for her she would on no account 
survive him Her friends remonstrated with her, indeed, but when 
they found that their words were in vain, they built a booth by the 
knight’s grave, and left the widow mourning there alone 

Now that same day three thieves had been taken and hanged, ac- 
cording to the law, in a field near the churchyard. It was the duty 
of a knight of the country-side to guard such felons upon the gal- 
lows for a certain time, and he held his fief in return for this ser- 
vice. On this occasion when the knight rode up in his steel accoutre- 
ment the weather was sharp and cold, and he was chilled to the 
bone. As he looked about him, he perceived the light of the fire 
burning in the widow’s lodge in the cemetery, and went thither in 
the hope of warming himself 

“Who’s there?” asked Dame Alls when she heard Sir Norbert’s 
knock “Have you any idea how cold it is outside?” queried the 
knight “You seem to be cosy enough in there. For God’s sake, let 
me m! I will do you no harm, as I am a true knight.” 

When the widow learned that it was a gentle knight who implored 
her hospitality, she opened the door readily enough Sir Norbert tied 
his horse outside, and while he warmed himself at the fire, the widow 
returned to her weeping, to his great astonishment. When she had 
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told him her story, he said: “Lady, you’re a fool to mourn for the 
dead; you can’t bring him back nor do him any good; pluck up 
your spirits lest this excess of grief do you harm Instead of wailing 
here, you ought to love some good knight who could comfort you. 
You are young and handsome, and there is every reason to think 
that you may marry a lord richer than he who lies here dead ” “Nay,” 
replied the lady, “I can never love anyone else ” 

When Sir Norbert had warmed both his body and his wits, he 
bethought him of the gallows-birds He excused himself, and rode 
back to the field where they were strung up Alas I One of them had 
been stolen away in his absence Now he had something over which 
to lament, for unless he found a corpse to take the missing felon’s 
place, he would not only lose his fief, but hang in place of him Prob- 
ably he did not remember the old saw which says that women’s 
rede is evil to trust, for, thinking that the weeping widow might give 
him some advice, he rode back to her and explained that he must 
now become an exile in a strange land in order to avoid punishment 
for his neglect. 

“Sir,” said Dame Alls, “if you will marry me, I will help you ” “I 
agree to that,” said Sir Norbert Thereupon the widow bade farewell 
to her woe and said- “Darling,” said she, “come help me dig up my 
lord here; he was buried only yesterday and isn’t much spoiled yet 
We will hang him in the place of the other” So they dug up the 
dead man and bore him to the gallows on the knight’s horse 

“Now,” said Sir Norbert, “who is going to hang him up? Not I, 
for he was a knight like myself.” “Well,” answered the woman, “I’ll 
pull him up ” Therewith she put the rope round her husband’s neck 
and hoisted him onto the gibbet. 

“Does he hang to suit you?” queried the widow “Dame,” said, Sir 
Norbert, “the other had a wound in his head, everyone knew it, and 
he could be recognized by it; unless this one has a similar wound our 
trick will be for naught.” “Sir,” said the widow, “take your sword 
and give my husband a wound like the other’s ” “Nay,” answered 
Sir Norbert, “not for anything will I strike a dead knight” “Well, 
give me the sword, then,” said the woman, “and I’ll show him how 
God’s wrath came to town ” Therewith she gave her dead lord a 
mighty stroke right m the middle of the crown. 

By this time Sir Norbert began to understand that the lady was 
of light and fickle temper, and he said. “He isn’t quite right yet; 
the other man’s front teeth were broken out.” “Well,” said Dame 
Alls, “smite out my husband’s.” “Not I,” replied the knight. “Then 
I will,” said she, and taking up a stone she knocked out every one 
of her lord’s teeth with a single blow. 
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“Will he do now?” asked the widow. “Well,” said Sir Norbert, 
“the other corpse lacked an eye.” “Lai la'” said the woman; “that’s 
a matter soon mended”; and with her bodkin she gouged out one of 
her husband’s eyes. Sir Norbert shuddered. 

When the substitute corpse had finally been arranged m a satisfac- 
tory manner Dame Alls said “Now, sir, I have won your love.” “By 
God in heaven,” replied Sir Norbert, “I wouldn’t marry a false shrew 
like you for gold, silver, land or house. You would serve me as you 
did your first lord. You shall have no husband in me If you had 
your deserts it is a fire you would get. I advise you to clear out; and 
take good care that 1 never set eyes on you again.” 

And therewith, to the wrath and astonishment of the lady. Sir 
Norbert rode away. 

“That tale,” said John of Sahsbury, “has a very familiar sound I 
recall having read something like it m Petronius Arbiter ” 

"I know that story too,” said Matheolus, “but I was afraid to tell it.” 

“I heard of a widow who did not escape the fire so easily,” re- 
marked Roger of Hoveden. “Perhaps you know the report about Rob- 
ert Guiscard’s wife?” 

“No,” said Matheolus; “what about her?” 

“I will tell you,” answered Roger. 

88. ROBERT guiscard’s VENOMOUS WIFE 

Roger of Hoveden 

You must know that Robert Guiscard was born in Normandy. 
After he had become a knight he served the king of England for a 
long time; but though he was an excellent soldier in arms, still he 
advanced his fortunes very little m that monarch’s service. For this 
reason he left Normandy with his wife and sons, and in company 
with his brother took his way to Rome. There, when the pontiff had 
granted him permission to attempt the conquest of barbarous peo- 
ples, a great number of knights and men-at-arms flocked to his stand- 
ard First he entered Apulia, and noting that it was a fertile coun- 
try, and that the inhabitants were unskilled in the use of arms, he 
attacked them vigorously, conquered them, and made himself master 
over all the land. Indeed, he sub|ected all Apulia, Calabria, and the 
principality of Capua to his sway, and gave these lands to his son 
Roger. 

After this Robert collected a great number of ships, proposing to 
attack the empire of Constantinople itself, and subject it to his rule. 
During the time that his ships were assembling he, together with 



ROBERT GUISCARd’s VENOMOUS WIFE 409 

Tancred and Bohemund, his sons, attacked the domains of the pope, 
the emperor of Rome and the emperor of Qmstantinople in one and 
the same day, and got the victory over them. 

When all was ready, Robert set out with his navy, his wife accom- 
panying him He conquered the islands of Corfu, Crete and Rhodes, 
as well as many other islands, wresting them from the grasp of the 
Eastern emperor. After these exploits he made port at a place which 
ever since htis been known as Portus Wiscardi 
However, when Robert was about to proceed farther into Roman 
territory, the emperor of Constantinople, who feared him greatly, sent 
a message to Robert’s wife to this effect If she would bring about 
the death of the said Robert, and thus free his land from the invader, 
he, the emperor, would marry her and raise her to the rank of em- 
press of Constantinople 

The woman agreed to the monarch’s proposal, and seizing oppor- 
tunity of time and place, gave her husband poison in his drink, so 
that he died He is buried there m the island Hereupon his army 
and navy melted away. His wife, however, fled to the emperor of 
Constantinople, who straightway fulfilled all his covenants, married 
her and crowned her empress 

When all due ceremonies of betrothal, marriage and coronation had 
been solemnized, the woman said to the emperor. “My lord, you 
have well and truly fulfilled all the articles of our agreement.’’ Here- 
upon the emperor imposed silence on his court, and revealed to all 
the compact which he had made with her, and how she had com- 
passed the death of her former husband Then he asked the barons 
of his household to pass ludgment on her action, and their doom 
was that she deserved death So, from the scene of marriage and fes- 
tivity she was borne to the place of execution, thrown into the blazing 
fire and reduced to ashes. 

“If your account is a true one,” said Arnaldus of Villanova, “Rob- 
ert was indeed unfortunate in his wife But then, poison and women 
go together, as I have indicated in a book of mine ” 

“As has already been remarked,” said Bartholomew Anglicus, “poi- 
son IS a dubious expedient, and those who have recourse to it should 
know how to handle it Constantine of Africa tells of a blind man’s 
wife who wished to kill her husband, and to that end gave him, not 
an eel, but an adder boiled with garlic The husband ate it, and 
after he had sweat copiously, recovered his sight ” 

“There tnay really be some hope for us,” said Blind Harry to 
Ossian. “My eyesight, too, has been failing of late ” 

“That remedy never did me any good, in spue of the authority 
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of Constantine,” said the Lochmaben Harper; “nor John of Gaddes- 
den’s simples, either” 

“Widows or maids,” said Jean de Meung, returning to the topic, 
“there is little to choose between them, in my opinion ” 

“Have you ever heard,” asked Machiavelli, “how the devil took a 
wife?” 

“Pray tell us,” invited Jean de Montreuil. 

89. belfagor’s bargain 

Ntccolo Machiavellt 

In the ancient memorials of the city of Florence we read that a 
certain very holy man, while saying his orisons one day, had a vision. 
He seemed to see an infinite number of miserable mortals who, dying 
denied of God’s grace, dwelt in Inferno, and who raised their voices 
in lamentation over nothing except that they had been reduced to 
such unhappiness through having taken a wife. Radamanthus and 
Minos, and other infernal judges, were greatly astonished by this, 
and being unable to credit the calumnies wherewith the souls loaded 
the female sex, and the recriminations growing in volume day by 
day, made due report of everything to Pluto Wherefor it was de- 
cided that this matter should be gravely weighed by all the infernal 
princes $0 that they might take whatever action should be considered 
best, either to uncover the fallacy, or to learn the whole truth of the 
matter. 

A council was accordingly summoned and Pluto spoke to this effect 
“O well beloved, though it is true that I, by heavenly disposition 
and irrevocable fate, possess all this kingdom, wherefor I cannot be 
constrained to take notice of any opinion, whether mundane or celes- 
tial, nevertheless, I have taken thought that I will be counselled by 
you as to how 1 should act regarding a certain matter which might 
have the gravest consequences for our empire, for since all the souls 
who come to our kingdom declare that the cause of their coming is 
the wife, and since this seems impossible to us, we fear lest, in pass- 
ing judgment on this relationship we might be calumniated as too 
cruel, and in not doing so as lacking in both severity and justice. And 
inasmuch as one fault is that of hght-mindcd men, and the other 
that of unjust ones, and wishing to avoid the consequences which 
might inhere in either indictment, but not finding the means thereto, 
we have summoned you so that you may aid us with counsel, and 
so ensure that this kingdom may continue to exist with unspotted 
fame in the future as it has in the past." 

All those assembled princes deemed the matter to be of the highest 
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importance, and worthy of the gravest consideration; all concurred 
that It was necessary to discover the truth, though there was dis- 
sidence as to the means. Some suggested that one, some that more, 
be sent in man’s guise to the world to learn the truth by personal 
experience Others thought the business could be handled without so 
much inconvenience by constraining several souls with varied tor- 
ments to confess the true circumstances But since the majority thought 
that a representation should be sent to the world, they adopted that 
measure And when they found that no one would volunteer for 
this errand, they chose one of their number by lot 

The choice fell upon Belfagor, the arch-dcvil, who, before he had 
fallen from heaven, had been an archangel Even though he under- 
took the commission unwillingly, he dared not oppose the imperial 
will of Pluto, and made ready to comply with the resolutions of the 
council 

These resolutions were that to him who undertook the errand 
should be given a sum of 100,000 ducats, with this money he should 
return to earth, and under man’s form take a wife and live with her 
ten years Afterwards, feigning death, he should return to hell, and 
from his own experience give to his superiors a faithful account of 
the burdens and inconveniences of matrimony It was further pro- 
vided that during that period he should be subject to all the ills and 
tribulations to which mortal men are subject, involving poverty, prison 
and disease, and every other misfortune which men suffer, and that 
he was not to evade these conditions by craft or guile 

So Belfagor acknowledged the conditions and accepted the money, 
and providing horses and companions from his household, made a 
splendid entry into Florence This city he selected as being the one 
most fitted above all others to mamuin such as exercised their money 
in the art of usury, so that if funds became necessary he -night 
borrow. He assumed the name Rodengo di Castiglia, and took a 
house in the Borgo Ognissanti. In accordance with the conditions 
imposed upon him he gave out that he had left Spain not long since, 
had travelled to Syria and made his money at Aleppo; thence he 
had come to Italy to seek for a wife in quarters more civilized and 
agreeable both to cultured life and his own taste Rodengo took the 
form of a very handsome gentleman about thirty years old. 

In a few days he had made it clear that he was not only a rich 
man, but a liberal one, so that many noble citizens, with few pence 
and many marriageable daughters, soon offered him a plentiful mar- 
ket. From among these Rodengo chose a very beautiful girl called 
Onesta, the daughter of Amerigo Donati, who, though noble and 
highly esteemed in Florence, was, by reason of his large family, very 
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poor, for he had also three other daughters and three full-grown sons. 

Roderigo ordered a splendid wedding, omitting nothmg which per- 
tains to such an occasion, since, by the infernal edict, he had become 
subject to all human passions Forthwith he began to take pleasure 
in the pomp and show of the world, and to lay value on the praise 
and flattery of men — ^which cost him considerable outlay of money. 

Now Roderigo had not lived long with Monna Onesta till he fell 
so violendy in love with her that he thought he would die whenever 
he saw her sad or out of humour. Onesta, for her part, together 
with her noble blood and beauty, had brought to Roderigo’s house 
more pride than ever Lucifer had had. Roderigo, who had sampled 
both, considered that of his wife to be far superior. But Onesta’s 
pride became still greater as soon as she perceived how madly her 
husband was in love with her. And since it seemed to her that she 
could domineer over him in all things, she bullied him without pity 
or respect; nor did she hesitate, when he refused her something or 
other, to bite him with churlish and insulting words 

His wife’s behaviour was the cause of considerable vexation to 
Roderigo However, considerauon for his father-in-law, his brothers- 
in-law and the family connections constrained him to patience. I say 
nothing of the great sums which he expended in dressing his wife 
to her satisfaction in the new modes and fashions which our city, in 
Its customary manner, varies continually. In order to be at peace 
with her it was also necessary for him to aid his father-in-law in 
marrying off his other daughters — ^which cost him a great sum of 
money. After this, wishing to be on good terms with Onesta, he 
had to send one of her brothers to the Levant with stuffs, another 
to the West with silks, and set up the third in Florence as a gold- 
smith. In so doing he spent the greater part of his fortune. In addi- 
tion to this, during the festivals of Carnival and San Giovanni, when 
the whole city indulges in celebration, and many noble and rich citi- 
zens honour each other with entertainments, Monna Onesta, that she 
might not be thought inferior to other ladies, would be content with 
nothing except that Roderigo must excel all others in the splendour 
of his fetes. 

These things were endured by him for the reasons I have men- 
tioned, nor would he have thought them too heavy, even though they 
were burdensome, if he had thereby been able to obtain quiet at 
home, and been allowed to look forward to the day of his ruin m 
peace. But the result was just the contrary, for together with the 
crushing expenses, his wife’s insolence brought him infinite vexa- 
tions. In his house there was neither servant nor lacquey who could 
endure her presence for more than a few days, let alone a long pe- 
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riod. This circumstance caused Roderigo the worst kmd of trouble 
and inconvenience, for he was thus unable to retain any servant who 
was faithful to his interests; and this was true not alone of humans: 
even those devils whom he had brought with him in the r 61 e of 
household retainers chose to return to hell and dwell m fire rather 
than live in the world under the domination of his wife 

Now m the midst of this tumultuous and unquiet existence Rod- 
erigo, having spent his reserve m extravagant outlay, was forced to 
live mainly on his expectations from his investments in Western and 
Eastern markets, of which we have spoken And since his credit was 
still good, he borrowed money on notes m order not to lower his 
station and manner of life But he had signed so many notes of 
hand that the money-lenders began to watch him closely. Then, when 
his own affairs had reached an acute condition, news came from the 
East and West that one of Monna Onesta’s brothers had lost all 
Roderigo’s goods at play, and that the other, returning with a ship 
loaded with rich wares, had been lost at sea with all goods, none of 
which had been insured 

As soon as these circumstances became known, Roderigo’s creditors 
put their heads together They deemed that he was ruined; but since 
the notes were not yet due for payment, they dared do nothing, and 
decided only to keep a close watch on him, so that he should not flee. 

Rodengo, for his part, seeing no remedy for his ills, and remem- 
bering the conditions of the infernal edict which constrained him, 
decided upon flight at all hazards. One morning he mounted his 
horse and rode out through the Porta al Prato No one observed 
his absence till his watchful creditors began to raise a clamour. They 
provided themselves with the magistrates’ authority and set out in 
pursuit At the beginning of the chase Rodengo was not more than 
a mile from the city, so, seeing that he was in a tight corner, h. de- 
cided to leave the road and cut cross-lots at random But the many 
ditches which traversed the fields thereabouts impeded his going on 
horseback, wherefor he left his mount on the highway and proceeded 
on foot over field after field covered with vines and reeds. 

In this manner he arrived above Peretola, at the house of Gian 
Matteo del Bricca, one of Giovanni del Bene’s workmen By good 
fortune he found Gian Matteo on his way home from ploughing, 
and threw himself on his mercy, promising that if he saved him 
from the hands of his enemies— who were pursuing him to put him 
to death m prison — he would make him very rich 

Now Gian Matteo, though a peasant, was sharp enough, and con- 
sidering that he could lose nothing by taking the fugitive’s part, 
promised to shield him Forthwith he thrust him into a pile of manure 
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in front of his house and covered him over with stalks and other 
rubbish which he had gathered for burning Roderigo had hardly 
hidden himself when his persecutors arrived on the scene; and in 
spite of anything they could do to intimidate him, they could not get 
Gian Matteo to say that he had seen any fugitive. So the pursuers 
went farther, and having searched vainly for their quarry that day 
and the next, returned, worn out, to Florence 

When the uproar had subsided, Gian Matteo drew Roderigo from 
his hiding-place, and demanded that he keep his promise “Brother 
mine,” said Roderigo, “I am infinitely obliged to you, and I will cer- 
tainly content you; and that you may believe I am able to do so, 
I will tell you who I am.” 

Thereupon Belfagor revealed to Gian Matteo his real identity, told 
him of the decree passed in hell, and of his marriage He also ex- 
plained to him the manner whereby he proposed to enrich him, 
which, in short, was this When Gian Matteo should hear of any 
woman being possessed he could be sure that he, Roderigo, was the 
author of her madness, and that he would never leave her till Gian 
Matteo came to exorcize him, for which service he could exact what- 
ever payment he pleased from the woman’s km After saying this, 
Roderigo disappeared 

Not many days after this the news spread abroad in Florence 
that a daughter of Messer Ambrogio Amidei, betrothed to Buonaiuto 
Tebalducci, was possessed by a demon The relatives did not fail 
to apply all the remedies which arc usual in such cases — placing on 
her head the skull of San Zanobi and the mantle of San Giovanni 
Gualberlo — which specifics were laughed to scorn by Roderigo. And 
in order to make it plain that the young woman suffered from a 
demon, and not from a disordered brain, he made her speak in Latin, 
and dispute on problems of philosophy; and he revealed the sins of 
many, as, for example, that a certain friar had kept a woman dressed 
as a novice in his cell for more than four years Such things aroused 
everybody’s wonder Messer Ambrogio, however, was much vexed, 
and having vainly tried all remedies, had finally abandoned all hope 
of curing his daughter. 

At that moment Gian Matteo came to him and promised to cure 
the girl in return for five hundred florins wherewith to purchase a 
farm at Peretola Messer Ambrogio accepted the terms Then Gian 
Matteo, first having certain masses said, and having performed cer- 
tain ceremonies in order to embellish the proceeding, came up to 
the girl and whispered “Roderigo, I have come, so that you may 
keep your word.” To which Roderigo replied' “I am ready to do so. 
But this affair is not enough to make you rich; so, when I have 
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left here, I will enter the daughter of King Charles of Naples, nor 
will I leave her till you come Name a handsome reward for your- 
self, and do not trouble me after that.” So saying, Roderigo issued 
from the girl, to the rejoicing and astonishment of all Florence. 

It was not long after this when all Italy heard of the terrible mis- 
fortune which had befallen King Charles’ daughter When all rem- 
edies had failed. King Charles, who had heard about Gian Matteo, 
sent to Florence for him Gian Matteo proceeded to Naples, and after 
some bogus ceremonies, cured the girl of her madness But Roderigo, 
before he left her, said “Look you, now, Gian Matteo, I have ful- 
filled the promise I made when I said I would make you rich; and 
so, having discharged my obligation, I am no longer indebted to you 
in any way. Be content never to appear before me again, for if you 
do, whereas in the past I have benefited you, in the future I will do 
you ill ” 

Gian Matteo returned to Florence a rich man — for the king had 
given him better than fifty thousand ducats — and thought he would 
enjoy his wealth quietly, having no suspicion that Roderigo would 
do him injury. But his plans were soon upset by the news that the 
daughter of Louis VII, king of France, was possessed. When Gian 
Matteo remembered Rodengo’s last words and called to mind also 
the great authority of the king of France, he had food for thought 

Now when the French king could find no cure for his daughter, 
someone told him about Gian Matteo’s skill First the king simply 
sent for him by a courier Gian Matteo sent back reply that he was 
ailing and could not make the journey Thereupon Louis addressed 
himself to the Signoria, who forced Gian Matteo to accede to the 
king’s wish 

So Gian Matteo went to Pans against his will, and there he told 
the king frankly that in the past he had had some success in ’cast- 
ing out devils, but that he had no reason to believe that he could 
cure all and sundry, for some demons were so spiteful and rec 'Icitrant 
that they feared neither threats nor incantations nor religion How- 
ever, he would try his best, and if he did not succeed, he could only 
ask to be pardoned and excused 

To this King Louis replied shortly that if he did not effect the 
cure of his daughter, he would hang him on the gibbet. This blunt 
statement occasioned Gian Matteo great distress of mind; but pluck- 
ing up his spirits, he caused the demoniac to be brought in. He went 
up to her and greeted Roderigo humbly, recalling the good turn he 
had done him, and what a great piece of ingratitude it would be 
were he, Roderigo, to abandon him now in his present plight Hal 
said Roderigo. “Vile traitor! How have you the face to come before 
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me? Arc you going to boast of growmg rich with my help? Now I 
am gomg to show you and everyone that I know how to give and 
take according to my pleasure Before you go away from here I 
will get you hanged.” 

Seeing that there was no remedy in this quarter, Gian Matteo 
thought he would tempt Fortune by another expedient, and dismiss- 
ing the demoniac he said to the king: “Sire, as 1 told you, there 
are many spirits so malicious that one cannot come to any terms with 
them, and such is this one However, I am going to try an experi- 
ment, and if It succeeds, your ma|esty and myself will both be very 
well pleased; if it fails, I shall still be in your power, and I hope 
you will show me such mercy as my innocence merits. The plan is 
this Have a great scaffolding, capable of accommodating all your 
barons and the clergy of Pans, erected in the Place Notre Dame, 
with an altar in the middle On Sunday morning, come with your 
clergy, princes and barons, in royal pomp and style, and take your 
places on the stage. Then, when a mass has been said, bring forth 
the demoniac. But at one corner of the square I want a score of per- 
sons with trumpets, horns, tabours, bagpipes, cymbals, flageolets and 
every kind of noisy instrument. When 1 raise my hat they are to 
begin playing their instruments, and come towards the stage. I think 
these things, together with certain others which 1 must keep secret, 
will cause the demon to take to his heels” The king at once gave 
orders that everything should be done as Gian Matteo wished. 

On Sunday morning the stage was filled with high dignitaries, 
and the square with people After mass had been said, the possessed 
girl was led upon the platform by two bishops and several gentle- 
men When Rodcrigo saw such paraphernalia and such a crowd of 
people he was astounded, and said to himself. “What is this rascally 
peasant loon up to^ Docs he think he is going to frighten me with 
this mummery? Does he not know that I am accustomed to look 
upon the splendours of heaven and the furies of hell ? I’ll teach him 
a lesson once for all time.” When Gian Matteo drew near and begged 
Rodengo to leave the girl, the latter said “What fine ideas you 
have' What do you think you arc going to gam by all this non- 
sensical show? Do you think this is going to help you dude my 
power and escape the king’s wrath? Imbecilic churl, I shall certainly 
get you hanged.” 

Thus, the one begging, the other replying with insults, it seemed 
to Gian Matteo that no more ume was to be lost, and making the 
signal with his hat, all those who had been deputed to make a 
clamour began to sound their instruments, and moved up towards 
the stage with an uproar that reached the sky. 
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At the sound of the noise Rodengo pricked up his ears; not know- 
ing what It portended, he was taken aback, and like one stunned 
asked what the noise meant. Gian Matteo, as though gready exer- 
cised, replied “Alas, Rodengo, that is your wife coming for you.” 

It was extraordinary what an alteration his wife’s name made m 
Roderigo’s mind Such was his perturbation that without considering 
whether Gian Mjttco’s statement were possible or reasonable, and 
without replying a single word, he fled m a terrible fright, preferring 
to return to hell to cast himself on the mercy of his masters rather 
than submit once more to the anxieties, vexations and despites of the 
matrimonial yoke. 

Thus Belfagor, arrived once more in hell, confirmed the report of 
the ills for which a wife in the house is responsible; and Gian Mat- 
teo, who knew more about it than the devil, returned home rejoicing. 

“To my mind,” remarked the Goodman of Bath, “the discussion 
seems to have wandered far afield. If it is convenient, I should like 
to bring It back to the subject of wayward husbands, for it seems 
to me that something not only can, but should be said on the other 
side ” 

“Yes, I think so,” said Bonvesm da Riva “Not all husbands arc 
forever chasing other women or other men’s wives One of my coun- 
trymen, Tommasino di Circlaria laid it down specifically in his book 
that a husband shall not allow himself to care for another man’s wife, 
for he who has one woman may do without another ” 

“Of course,” said Sir David Lmdsay, “it is not impossible for 
husbands to be chaste. Magnus Erlendson of Orkney was so holy 
that he lived with his wife, a Scots noblewoman, for ten years free 
from the defilements of carnal lust” 

“That was probably a unique case,” suggested Henry Knighton. 

“As the Knight of La Tour Landry remarked,” went on the Good- 
man of Bath, “we need not be guided by extremes; and while it is 
probably true that most men run after women — and always will — 
IS It not also true that you prize a stallion or a cock above a gelding 
or a capon? I think most of you will admit, too, that women run 
after men — and always will But do any of you gentlemen resent or 
repulse the attentions of a pretty lady? In my opinion the woman-lust 
of men is no more excessive than the man-lust of women. The mat- 
ter could be illustrated by hundreds of examples ” 

“Something may be said in support of your view,” agreed Sturla 
the Lawman. “Among the women of the North I recall Ragnhild, who 
played a baneful role in the hves of many men, though only the 
most pubhc of her acts are recorded by history.” 
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“What have you m mind?” asked Matthew Pans 

“The circumstances go back to the time of Eric Bloodaxe, to whom 
your historian Henry of Huntingdon gives a few hnes in his chron- 
icle. Eric, as you know, was the son of Harald Harfagr. After his 
father’s death he reigned in Norway for a time, but the people pre- 
ferred a man of milder mood, namely, his brother Hakon, and Eric 
was forced to flee the land with his wife Gunhild. Eric fell in battle 
in England, whereupon Gunhild went to the Orkneys with her chil- 
dren, and took possession of them After a time she and her sons 
sailed away to Denmark, but first she married her daughter Ragnhild 
to Arnfinn This Arnfinn was the youngest son of 'Thorfinn Skull- 
splitter, earl of the Orkneys 

“Not long after her mother’s departure Ragnhild killed her hus- 
band at Myrkhol in Caithness, and then married his brother, Earl 
Thorfinn’s eldest son Havard Arsaeli But Havard also proved to be 
somehow deficient, or else another man had caught Ragnhild’s fancy. 
Howbeit, at one of HAvard’s feasts there was present his nephew, 
Einar KHning, and he and Ragnhild talked much together Einar 
was a great chief and a successful viking Ragnhild said that it was 
fitting that he, and not Havard, should be earl of the Orkneys, and 
that the woman who had him for a husband would be well matched. 
Einar at first rejected the proposal, but greed, ambition and Ragn- 
hild’s beauty at last won him over Einar killed Havard at Steinsness, 
and was held to be a great nithing for the deed Moreover, he had 
his labour for his pains, for Ragnhild denied that she had promised 
him anything, and would have nothing more to do with him Either 
she had taken a dislike to Einar, or else her eye had fallen again upon 
another handsome young man At all events, she said to Einar Hard- 
k)opt, another nephew of Havard’s, that it was a pity Havard’s slayer 
should walk abroad, and egged him on to avenge his uncle’s death, 
in so doing he might win both the earldom and the esteem of the 
people Hardkjopt replied that Ragnhild had the reputation for speak- 
ing differently than she thought Nevertheless, he killed Einar Kiln- 
ing Once more Ragnhild, instead of rewarding him with her hand, 
married Liot, a brother of her two former husbands. Liot became 
carl of the Orkneys and had Hardkjopt slain. So far as I know, or 
the records slate, Liot proved a satisfactory husband for Ragnhild, 
or else she had at last met her match 
“But perhaps we must not censure Ragnhild too severely, for her 
mother before her, Gunhild, was a woman equally imperious and 
variable in her affections After Eric Bloodaxe had fallen in battle 
against Anlaf Cuaran in Northumbria in the year 954, Gunhild, as 
1 have said, went to the Orkneys, and later to Denmark, and finally 
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to Norway, where her son Harald Grayfell became king in pkee 
of his uncle Hdkon They established their dwelling at King’s Crag 
Now one summer Hrut Herjolfsson came out of Iceland and laid 
up his ship. Gunhild, as was her custom, sent men of hers to look 
over the strangers, and when they had given their opinion, she in- 
vited Hrut to court. ‘You shall he in the upper chamber with me 
tonight,’ she said to Hrut, ‘and there shall be just the two of us ’ ‘You 
shall have your way,’ he answered To the other men present she 
said; ‘You shall lose nothing except your lives if you divulge a word 
about my affair and Hrut’s ’ 

“After a time Hrut yearned for Iceland, and there was no gain- 
saying him At parting Gunhild gave him a gold ring ‘Many good 
gifts have I had from you,’ said Hrut Hut he spoke too soon, for 
Gunhild was not a woman whose will or desire might lightly be 
thwarted; and another gift she gave him at parting, namely, that 
he should never have any pleasure in living with the woman he 
should marry in Iceland Then she drew her mantle over her head 
and left him. Unna, Mord’s daughter, learned the truth of that 
prophecy, to her sorrow. 

“It was not long after this till another ship came east from Ice- 
land, and in it was Olaf, called the Peacock, the son — ^by an Irish prin- 
cess — of Hauskuld, Hrut’s half-brother Olaf w.is the handsomest of 
men King Harald received him well, and Gunhild, when she learned 
that he was Hrut’s brother’s son, paid great attention to him. Some 
people said that she took pleasure in talking to Olaf for himself 
alone irrespective of others’ recommendation. At this time Olaf was 
eighteen years old and Gunhild forty-seven 

“Even while Eric Bloodaxe was alive men said that there was great 
affection between Gunhild and Ihorolf SkaJagrimson And Ber- 
gonund, son of Thorgeir Thornfoot, too, boasted suggestively of the 
esteem in which he was held by the queen-mother It was a friend- 
ship not many men would have enjoyed, and which few were fitted 
to endure, for the people said of her that though she was a beautiful 
woman and easy of speech, so was she also guileful of heart and grim 
of mood Cunning in witchcraft she was, too, as Hrut and Unna 
found to their sorrow. Still, it must be admitted that that was no 
part of her character, but rather an acquired trait, for she had early 
been sent to learn wizardry in Finnmark ’’ 

“You surprise me,” said Ralph Higden; “what was she doing 
among the Finns? I thought she was a daughter of Gorm the Old 
of Denmark.” 

“Nay,” interposed Snorri Sturlason “Her father was Osur Toti, 
who dwelt in Halogaland, the northwestern littoral of Norway, 
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which, as you know, has Finiimark at its northeastern end. Stretch* 
mg south from the old Finn/uar)^, which was the land of the Lapps, 
not Finns, is the modern Vialand, bounded by the Gulf of Bothnia 
and Lake Ladoga.” 

“Thank you,” replied Higden; “I am not unversed in geography. 
But I am still puzzled about Finnish wizardry.” 

“No need to remain so,” said Mac Conglinne “Finnmark has for 
centuries been one of the most eminent colleges of magic and witch- 
craft. It IS well known that Queen Meave of Connaught, in planning 
her revenge on Cuchulain, sent the three sons and the three daugh- 
ters of Calatin (who had fallen by his hand on the Cattle Raid of 
Cooley), to study at her expense under all the most famous wizards 
of the Eastern and the Western worlds In Alba they studied, in 
Babylon, in Lochlann and in Finnmark. And before their time it 
was in Finnmark that the Tuatha De Danann learned their arts ” 

“I confess,” said Higden, “that I was better acquainted with Toledo 
as a seat of necromancy. But can you tell us more about Gunhild^” 
he asked, addressing the Icelandic historian 

“I wiU tell what I know,” replied Snorri. “It is only a little, and 
that little preserved, I daresay, only because of its connection with 
Eric Bloodaxe.” 

90 . ERIC BLOODAXE TAKES A WIFE 

Snorri Sturluson 

Eric was the most beloved of all King Harald’s sons. When he 
was twelve years old the king gave him five long-ships, wherewith 
he made his first expedition, sading into the Baltic, then south to 
Denmark, Friesland and Saxland At the end of four years he sailed 
out into the western sea, plundering Scotland, Wales, Ireland and 
Normandy, and in this way he passed four more years. 

Afterwards he sailed north to Finnmark and as far as Archangel, 
where he had many a battle and won many a victory. When he 
turned west again toward Finnmark, his men found a girl in a Lap- 
land hut, whose equal for beauty they had never seen. She said her 
name was Gunhild, that her father dwelt in Halogaland and was 
called Osur Toti “I am here,” she said, “to learn Lapland art from 
two of the most knowing Laplanders in all Fmnmark Both of them 
want me in marriage. They arc so skilful that they can distinguish 
tracks cither upon the frozen or upon the thawed earth, like dogs; 
and they can run so swiftly on ski that neither man nor beast can 
come near them in speed They hit whatever they aim at and 
thus kdl every man who comes near them When they are angry 
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the very earth turns away in terror, and whatever hving thing they 
look upon falls dead They are out hunting now; you must not 
come in their way when they return, so I will hide you here in the 
hut, and you must try to get them killed ” 

The men agreed to her plan and she hid them Then she took 
a leather bag in which there seemed to be ashes, and strewed both 
inside and outside of the hut. Shortly thereafter the Laplanders came 
home and asked who had been there. But Gunhild answered* “No- 
body has been here.” “That is wonderful,” said they, “for we fol- 
lowed tracks right up to the hut, though we can find none round 
about It.” Then they kindled a fire and prepared their food, and 
Gunhild made ready her bed. 

It had so happened that Gunhild had slept the three nights before, 
but the Laplanders had remained awake, one being jealous of the 
other. "Now,” said she to the wizards, “come here and lie down, 
one on each side of me.” They were very glad to do as she bade. 
Gunhild laid an arm about the neck of each and they fell asleep 
immediately. She roused them, but they fell asleep again at once; 
again she roused them, but they fell asleep again instantly. Then 
she raised them up in bed, but they still slept Thereupon she took 
two great sealskin bags which she put over their heads, tying them 
fast under their arms When this was done she gave a sign to 
Eric’s men, who ran forth with their weapons, killed the two Lap- 
landers, and dragged them out of the hut Following this there came 
such a dreadful thunderstorm that they could not stir out. But next 
morning they went back to the ship, taking Gunhild with them, and 
they presented her to Eric 

Thereafter Eric and his followers sailed south to Halogaland; he 
sent word to Osur Toti, the girl’s father, to meet him, saying that 
he would take his daughter in marriage Osur consented to this . and 
Eric took Gunhild and sailed south with her 

“That,” said Henry Castide, “seems to me to have been an in- 
auspicious beginning for any marriage As every husband here knows, 
marriage is difficult enough even under the most favourable circum- 
stances. I used to consider myself the unhappiest of husbands, but 
I can see now that my wife had one virtue, and that was her ig- 
norance of witchcraft” 

“We all know what happened to Eric,” broke in Christine de Pisan 
impatiently, “but what happened to Gunhild?” 

“Well,” rephed Snorri, "her end was perhaps justified by her life. 
It IS a long story, and not a pretty one, and I will tell only a part 
of It. The bad earl, Hakon Sigurdson, comes into it. For a time 
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Hakon was able to hold his own against Gunhild and Harald Gray- 
fell, but in the end he was forced to flee to Denmark. There he 
persuaded Gold Harald, the king’s nephew, to kill Harald of Nor- 
way; then he himself slew Gold Harald, and seized the Norse throne. 
Thereafter he sought out Gunhild, and gaining her confidence by 
saying that he had avenged her son’s death, told her that he was 
the bearer of a message from the king of Denmark, namely, that 
if she would come to visit him, he would make her his wife 
“Gunhild was flattered by the offer, for she considered herself to 
be still a very beautiful and important woman She set sail with 
three ships On landing in Jutland she was met by Harald Gormsson’s 
men, who, she expected, were to conduct her to the bridal feast 
However, as they were passing a morass, they seized her, staked 
her out hand and foot in the bog, and then went their ways This 
place was afterwards called Gunhild’s Moss” 

“Retribution is not always inevitable,” remarked Blaise the Hermit. 
“I recall the case of another pupil in necromancy who learned too 
much for her master’s comfort, but I have not heard that she ever 
paid any penalty for her treachery,” 

“How was that?” asked Mehor. 

91. MERLIN AND VIVIAN 

Blaise the Hermit 

Living in the kingdom of Benoyk there was a vavasour of right 
high lineage named Dionas He married the niece of the Duke of 
Burgundy, and had a daughter named Vivian, a fair and delight- 
some maiden. His dwelling was in a valley under a mountain be- 
side the forest of Briok, of which he owned one half, and King 
Ban the other half. 

The goddess Diana came often to talk to Dionas, for he was her 
godson, and stayed with him many days One time as she was taking 
her departure she gave him a gift that pleased him well “Dionas,” 
said she, “I grant you that the first maid child you have shall be 
so much desired by the wisest of all men of mould, under the reign 
of King Vortiger, that he shall teach her the greatest part of his 
craft and skill m necromancy, for when he has once seen her he 
shall covet her so hugely that he shall have no power to do any- 
thing against her will, and he shall tell her everything she wishes to 
know ” 

Now Merlin used to repair to the forest to hunt the hart and 
the hind, the buck and the boar, it chanced that he saw that fair 
and lovely maiden Vivian there, and fell deeply in love with her, even 
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as Diana had foretold. Many times, when Merlin could get away 
from court, he went to spend a few days with her. She always re- 
ceived him pleasantly and made much of him, for she in her turn 
loved him on account of his learning and mansuetude; and well 
she might, for in order to please her he taught her many things 
which he would have betrayed to no living man 

Little by httle, under Merlin’s tutelage, Vivian improved her knowl- 
edge of necromancy, but there were still many things which she 
craved to know So, one day when the enchanter sought her out 
at Benoyk, she Uxik great pains to show him every courtesy, and did 
all that she could to please him She served him with excellent food 
and drink, and they lay together m one bed But Vivian had learned 
so much magic that she conjured a pillow, and Merlin fell asleep 
with the pillow, not Vivian, in his arms Merlin never knew any 
woman carnally, and yet he loved the sex better than anything in 
the world 

In this wise Merlin abode with his love for a long time, and 
every day she inquired more deeply into his art and its secret mys- 
teries The necromancer replied to every question, and Vivian wrote 
down the answers, for she was well skilled in clergy At last, when 
It came time for him to leave, each tenderly commended the other 
to God, and Merlin said he should not return before the year’s end. 

At the close of the year Merlin took leave of Arthur, saying “Sir, 
this IS the last time I shall come to you, and so I commend you 
to God ” At this news the king w.is sad and much abashed But 
Merlin went his ways and came to me, he told me all the news 
and I diligently wrote it down in my book And when he had re- 
hearsed all Arthur’s doings he said to me- 

“Blaise, this is the last time I shall speak to you forever, for 
henceforth I shall sojourn with my love, nor shall I ever nave 
power to leave her, to come or go ” “If that is true,” said I, “why 
do you go to her now ^ It would be better to shun her ” That I 
cannot do,” replied Merlin, “for I have givc.a her my word; and 
moreover, I am so overcome by love for her tn it I cannot loose my- 
self from Its toils. I have taught her everything she knows about magic 
and necromancy, and yet she shall learn more, for I cannot avoid 
the destiny that is in store for me” 

So Merlin left me and went to his love Vivian rejoiced greatly 
at his coming, and fondled and caressed him, doing everything she 
could for his pleasure and comfort Day by day she inquired more 
deeply into the mysteries of his art, and Merlin answered her ques- 
tions One day, when Vivian had learned well-nigh everything, she 
began to consider how she might keep her lover with her always. 
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and she began to cajole and caress him more than ever before. 
Said she- “There is stJl one matter that I would learn, and I entreat 
you to teach me this as you have the other things.” Merliii knew 
what she had in mind, but he said “And what is that?” “Merlin,” 
said Vivian, “I would fain know how I might be able, by means 
of enchantment, to shut a person up in a tower without walls or 
enclosure in such fashion that he might never be able to issue forth 
without my leave” When Merhn heard this request he bowed his 
head and began to sigh deeply “Why do you sigh?” asked the girl. 
“Vivian,” he answered, “I know very well what is in your mind, 
and that I am the person whom you wish to enclose; but I am so 
besotted with love for you that I must needs do your pleasure.” 

Then Vivian threw her arms about his neck and kissed him many 
times, saying that he ought well to be hers since she was all his. 
“You know well,” she said, “that my great love for you has made 
me forsake all others in order to hold you in my arms day and 
night; you are my sole thought and desire, for without you I have 
neither joy nor well-being. I have placed all my hope m you, and I 
expect no happiness save from and with you Since I love you 
and you love me, is it not just that I should do your will and 
you mine?” “So it is,” answered Merlin. “Now ask what you wish.” 
“I wish,” said Vivian, “that you choose a fair and proper place which 
I may enclose by art in such wise that the enchantment can never 
be undone; we shall be there together, you and I, in joy and glad- 
ness whensoever it pleases you ” “Well,” said Merlin, “I will make 
such a place.” “No,” answered Vivian, “not you; teach me how to 
do It so that I may accomphsh it at my pleasure.” 

So Merlin taught her how to fulfil this wish, and she wrote down 
the instructions very carefully. Thereupon she renewed her caresses, 
and Merlin sank ever more deeply in love 

In such wise they lived for a long ume till on a day as they were 
gomg through the forest of Broceliande hand in hand, amusing 
themselves with sport and play, they came upon a tall hawthorn 
bush white with blossoms There they sat in the shade to rest, and 
Merlin laid his head in the damsel’s lap When Vivian was assured 
that her lover was asleep, she rose softly and made a circle round 
the bush and Merlin with her wimple, and then began the incanta- 
tions which Merlin had taught her. Nine times she drew the circle 
and made the spells nine times. Then she sat down and took Merlin’s 
head in her lap, and so held him ull he awoke. 

Now Merlin looked about him, and it seemed to him that he was 
in the fairest and strongest tower in the world, and that he was 
at rest in the fairest place m which he had ever lam. Said he: “Lady, 
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you have duped me; but I pray you stay with me, for none but 
you can undo this enchantment.” “Fair sweet friend,” answered 
Vivian, “I shall often come and go; but you shall have me in your 
arms, and I you, and henceforth you may do all your pleasure.” 
And she abode by this covenant, for there were few hours of the 
day or night when she was not with him. And never afterwards 
did Merlin come out of the tower wherein Vivian had placed him, 
though she came and went as she pleased. 

There is little more to add except to say that Arthur was so heavy 
at Merlin’s absence that he besought Gawain to search for him 
Accordingly Gawain and Yvain, Agravain and others set out on their 
quest. Gawain separated from his fellows and, as it chanced, reached 
the forest of Broceliande As he was tiding along there in deep thought 
he heard a voice addressing him- it was that of the invisible Merlin. 
The necromancer related what had happened to him “How can it 
be true,” asked Gawain, “that anyone can restrain you against your 
will, and you the wisest man in the world?” “Nay,” answered Mer- 
lin, “not the wisest man, but the biggest fool Now go your ways, 
for after you no man shall speak to me again ” 

Thereupon Gawain sadly took his way back to Arthur at Cardoel. 
The king was much grieved to learn of Merlin’s fate, but since they 
could do nothing about it, king and court turned their minds to 
other matters And Merlin’s last prophecy was as true as the others, 
for since that day no one has ever spoken to him nor heard him 
speak. 

“Merlin was indeed a fool,” said Melior with a flash of black eyes; 
“and Vivian still a bigger one Fie on the woman who must have 
recourse to sorcery in order to hold her man' 1 knew something of 
necromancy too, but I gained my knowledge decently. My famer 
found me cunning clerks, and I had more than a hundred at one 
time or another God endowed me with the ability to learn, and 
my masters provided the instruction. First I learned the seven arts 
from one end to the other. Then I took up medicine and learned 
the virtues of herb, root and spice. I learned about hot and cold 
humours, and what was the cure for every kind of disease that is 
curable, as well as the astrological hour and figure appropriate to it. 
Afterwards I studied divinity and made great strides into it, whether 
the old law or the new, so that before I was fifteen years old I had 
surpassed my professors. Then I studied divination, necromancy and 
enchantment with such assiduity that there were very few who were 
mv equals in these arts. 

“Many a ume, when my father wanted a little recreation, he would 
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send for me at midmght, and I would go to him along with my 
teachers. Then, by means of my knowledge and art, the room would 
seem to them to grow big enough to hold the whole district; and 
though It was midnight, I would cause a brightness as of mid-day 
in summer Thereupon I would conjure up armed knights on their 
destriers, a thousand or two, as seemed good to me, and cause them 
to begin an engagement So then they would fight as long as I 
pleased, whereupon I would dismiss them into nothing. Then ele- 
phants and lions would do battle with each other, or whatever other 
beasts I might choose Thus also, by means of the skill which God 
had given me, I could conceal the inhabitants of a castle or a vdlage 
from one another so that one would not sense the presence of his 
fellow. Thus did I learn, by waking and fasting, and assiduous 
application. But I never played any scurvy tricks on my lover. He 
learned his lesson, it is true, but his own bitter folly was a stronger 
master than any art of mine.” 

“Lady,” said the Qerk of Oxenford, “I salute you. I do not know 
whether to admire most your beauty or your learning, for 1 am 
truly astonished by both But whereas I have met many beautiful 
women, I have known few intelligent ones” 

“Sir Clerk,” replied Melior, “I accept the compliment with the 
spirit in which it was offered. But as 1 said, God gave me an 
eager and receptive curiosity as well as a beautiful body; and my 
father gave me good masters, whose concern was to impress upon 
my mind the facts of knowledge rather than stupefy or dazzle it 
by a parade of their own egos In my time instruction did not con- 
sist simply in mouthing and posturing before a group of stupid, 
indifferent or bewildered adolescents I learned most from those pro- 
fessors who considered that teaching does not consist either in coax- 
ing the student to express an individuality which he does not pos- 
sess, nor in begging the question by striding up and down the plat- 
form and damning one’s opponent for a fool ” 

“I am still amazed that one so young could have learned so much 
without prejudice to her womanly charm Were you not lonely?” 

“It happens that I was But how do you mean?” 

“Did your learning not set you apart from the society of other 
ladies?” 

“Oh, as to that,” answered Mehor, “no Naturally I have always 
found men more interesting than women, but when I was in the 
company of ladies I chattered as much as they about dress, disease 
and domestics, and the other inconsequential trifles which form the 
staple of their conversation Of course, I should not advise every 
father to spend as much for his daughter in the way of masters as 
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mine did for me. And please observe that I make no claim to have 
advanced or increased knowledge — only to have acquired it. I had 
the sense not to make a show of it in seller or bower I used it for 
practical purposes, such as bringing Partonopeus to beguile the tedium 
of a purely female environment.” 

“If women must study the arts,” grumbled Helinandus, “let the 
magic arts not form an item of the curriculum.” 

“But, sir,” protested Melior, “will you not reckon my studies in 
divinity as a counterbalance and corrective^ Is it not true that in 
order to defeat your enemy you must know as much about him as 
you can?” 

“I will concede the divinity,” said the Clerk, “and sometime I 
should like to discuss that subject — and others — with you.” 

“Madam,” said Thormod Kolbrunarskald, “I share the admiration 
of the Clerk of Oxenford for your parts, for which reason 1 am the 
more anxious to point out that the North also produced remarkable 
women of a stamp different from both yourself on the one hand and 
Gunhild and her daughter on the other. 1 should be sorry if the 
ladies and gentlemen here gathered were to believe them fair or 
typical representatives of our women Everyone recalls how true 
and loyal was Queen Thyri to Olaf Tryggvison— who could not bear 
to outlive his disappearance Great heroes are not born of ignoble 
mothers, and if the men of our nation have made any stir on the 
world’s stage, it is because they spring, not from such women as 
Ragnhild and Gunhild, but rather from such as Gy da. With your 
permission I will tell you about her.” 


92 HARALD HARFAGR AND GYDA 

Thormod Kolbrunars\ald 
After King Harald had subdued the whole northern part of Vmgul- 
mark, and had taken King Gandalf’s realm as far south as the 
Glommen, he sent his men to a girl called Gyda, a daughter of 
King Eric of Hordaland, who was brought up as a foster-child m 
the house of a great bonder in Valders The king wanted her for 
his mistress, for she was a remarkably handsome girl, but of high 
spirit withal 

Now when the messengers came there and delivered their errand 
to the girl, she answered that she would not throw herself away 
by taking for her husband a king who had no greater kingdom 
to rule over than a few counties “And it seems to me,” she said, “a 
wonderful thing that no king here in Norway will make the whole 
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country subject to him in the same way as Gorm the Old did in 
Denmark, or Erie at Uppsala.” 

The messengers thought her reply was exceedingly haughty, and 
asked her what she thought would come of such an answer, for 
Harald was so mighty a man that his invitation was good enough 
for such as she But though she had replied to their errand differently 
from what they wished, they saw no chance on this occasion of 
taking her with them against her will; so they prepared to return. 
As they were going Gyda said to the messengers “Now tell Kmg 
Harald these words of mine I will agree to be his lawful wife 
upon the condition that he shall first, for my sake, subject to him- 
self the whole of Norway, so that he may rule over that kingdom as 
freely and fully as King Eric over the Swedish dominions, or King 
Gorm over Denmark; for only then, it seems to me, can he be called 
the king of a people” 

Now the messengers came back to King Harald, bringing him 
the girl’s words, and saying that she was so bold and foolish that 
she would well deserve it if the king were to send a greatei troop of 
people for her, and inflict some disgrace on her. Then answered 
the king" “This young woman has not spoken or done so much 
amiss that she should be punished, but rather should she be thanked 
for her words. She has put into my mind something which it ap- 
pears to me wonderful 1 did not think of before And now I make 
a solemn vow that never will I clip or comb my hair until I have 
subdued the whole of Norway with scat and duties and domains, or 
have died in the attempt ” 

After this Harald went about fighting many bitterly contested 
battles in Norway until the great battle of Hafrsfjord in 872 After 
this battle King Harald met no opposition in Norway, for all his 
opponents and greatest enemies were cut off But some, and they 
were a great multitude, fled out of the country, and thereby great 
uninhabited districts were peopled. The out countries of Iceland and 
the Faroe Islands were discovered and colonized, as you know. 

When King Harald had now become sole king over all Norway, 
he remembered what the proud girl Gyda had said to him. So he 
sent to her, and had her brought to him, and married her. 

“If the company will permit,” said Cormac of Cashel, “I should 
like to go back a step or two You, Master Blaise,” he said, turmng 
to the hermit, “make it quite clear in the account you gave of Vivian 
that she was an adept in necromancy, but it did not appear that she 
was particularly lustful. In the case of Caier’s wife recourse to 
thaumaturgy was had only as a means to a more fleshly end.” 
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Cormac of CashH 

There was m former times a king of Connaught named Caier, 
the son of Guthar. His brother had a son named Nede, who was a 
skilful poet and satirist Caier adopted Nede as his own son because 
he himself was childless 

Now Caier’s wife could not get Nede out of her thoughts. She 
gave him an apple of silver for his love, but when Nede would not 
consent, she promised him the kingdom after Caier if he would go 
in unto her. “How can this come about?” asked Nede. “That is not 
difficult,” answered the woman. “You shall make a satire on him 
so that a blemish come upon him; then the man with the blemish, 
as you are aware, shall no longer be king” “This is not easy for 
me,” said Nede, “for Caier will refuse nothing I ask of him. There 
IS nothing in the world in his possession which he will not give me, 
wherefor there will be no excuse for a satire ” “I know a thing which 
he will not give you,” replied Caier’s wife, “namely the dagger which 
was brought him as a present from Scotland, for it is a tabu of 
his to part with it.” 

So Nede asked Caier for that dagger. “Woe is me,” said Caier, 
“for I am forbidden to part with it.” Thereupon Nede made a satire 
upon him so that three blisters came forth on his cheeks. The next 
morning when Caier rose and went to the well to wash, he put his 
hand over his face and thereon found three blisters which the satire 
had caused, namely. Stain, Blemish and Defect, to wit, red, green 
and white On perceiving that Caier fled, so that none might see the 
disgrace, and he went till he was m Dun Cermnai, with Cacher, ^e 
son of Eitirscele. 

Nede took the kingdom of Connaught after him, and was m it 
till the end of a year, while Caier abode in torment. Then Nede 
went after him to Dun Cermnai, seated in Caier’s chariot, and 
Caier’s wife and his greyhound were with him. 

“Alas!” said Caier, “ ’twas we who used to ride thus.” And he fled 
out of the house till he was on the flagstone behind the dun. Nede 
went mto the dun in his chariot, and the dogs followed Caier’s tracks 
till they found him under the flagstone behind the fort. 

When Caier beheld Nede, he died for shame. Then the rock, at 
Caier’s death, flamed with Are, and a fragment of the rock flew up 
under Nede’s eye and pierced into his head. Before he died Nede 
said: “Not unjust was that decree.” 
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“Nede,” said Cuan O Lochan, “was nithing, as the Sasanachs say, 
and he got a nithmg’s death. I could tell you of a young man who 
was similarly tempted, but who proved to be better endowed with 
the qualities of virtue and decency.” 

“Give us the story,” cried several. 

“It is not a happy one,” answered Cuan. 

“Tell It anyway.” 

“I will, then,” said the poet. 

94 . THE DEATH OF MAELFOTHARTAIG MAC RONAN 

Cuan O Lochan 

A famous king was over Leinster, even Ronan, the son of Aed; 
and Ethne, the daughter of Cumascach of the Deisi of Munster, was 
by his side. She bore a son to him, Maelfothartaig, a son the most 
famous that ever came into Leinster. Before him they would rise at 
gatherings and fairs, at fights and shooting matches He was the de- 
sire of all the maidens, and the darling of all the young women 

Ethne died, and for a long time Ronan was without a wife “Why 
do you not take a wife?” asked his son. “You would be better with 
a wife by your side.” “I am told,” answered Ronan, “that Eochaid, 
the king of Dunseverick in the north, has a fair daughter.” “Truly, 
you are not a mate for a girl,” replied Maelfothartaig. “Will you 
not take a mature woman ? It appears to me that such would be more 
seemly for you than a little skittish thing of a girl.” 

But Ronan had made up his mind, and would not be dissuaded. 
He went and slept with the girl in the north, and then brought 
her home with him. At that time Maelfothartaig was from home on 
a journey in the south of Leinster “Where is your son?” asked 
Eochaid’s daughter. “I am told you have a good son.” “I have in- 
deed,” answered Ronan, “the best son there is in Leinster.” “Then 
let him be summoned to me that he may receive me and my people 
and my jewels,” said the girl “He shall come,” said Ronan 

Now Maelfothartaig came to his stepmother and made great wel- 
come for her “You shall have our love,” said the youth “Whatever 
we obtain of jewels and treasures shall go to you for loving Ronan.” 
“It pleases me much,” she replied, “that you act to my advantage.” 

Among her women Eochaid’s daughter had a fair young maid, 
and on a day she sent her to solicit Maelfothartaig. But the young 
woman durst not spieak her message lest the youth slay her. Then 
the queen vowed that she would strike off her head unless the mes- 
sage were delivered. So the maid drew near to Maelfothartaig as he 
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wa5 playing fidchdl with Dond and Congal, his two foster-brothers. 
She attempted to speak, but could not, and blushed. When Mael- 
fothartaig had left Congal asked; “What is it that you want to say?” 
“It IS not I who want it,” replied the damsel, “but the daughter of 
Eochaid, who would like to have Maelfothartaig as her lover.” “O 
woman,” said Congal, “say nothing of this, for you will be dead if it 
comes to Maelfothartaig’s ears. However, if you wish it, I will deal 
with the prince for your own hehoof ” 

The maid told the queen how matters had gone Eochaid’s daugh- 
ter said she was well pleased “For, if you he with him yourself,” 
she said, “you will be able to give him my message, and deal with 
him on my behalf afterwards ” And so it was done, yet the queen’s 
business was not advanced thereby “Well, now,” said she, “I see that 
you do not plead with the prince for me You prefer to have the 
man for yourself alone, so you shall die by me.” 

One day after this the maidservant, weeping, approached Mael- 
fothartaig “What ails you?” he asked. “Eochaid’s daughter is threat- 
ening to kill me,” she replied, “because I have not pleaded with you 
to lie with her.” “Woman,” said he, “if I were thrust into a fiery coal 
pit that could make ashes and dust of me three times, I would not 
go to a meeting with the wife of Ronan, though all should blame 
me In order to avoid her I will go away.” Thereupon Maelfothartaig 
took fifty warriors and went to Scotland. In Alba he coursed his 
hounds and routed the king’s foes in every battle 

“What IS this, O Ronan,” said the men of Leinster; “have you 
sent Maelfothartaig out of the land? You shall die by us unless he 
return ” This was related to the prince, so he came back from the 
east. The men of Leinster made great welcome for him. He resumed 
his old habits, and the same maidservant slept with him. 

“I want the man from you,” said the queen; “otherwise it is death 
on your head” This she told to the prince “O Congal,” said Mael- 
fothartaig, “what shall I do in this matter?” “Give me a guerdon 
for It,” answered Congal, “and 1 will keep the woman off you so 
that she shall think of you no longer” “You shall have my two 
hounds, Doihn and Daithl.ind,” answered Maelfothartaig “Tomor- 
row, then,” said Congal, “go to hunt at Buaib Aife Thither shall 
the maid send the queen to tryst with you, and I will put her from 
you.” When this was told to the queen, she agreed, but it seemed 
to her a long time till morning 

On the morrow maid and mistress went to the tryst, and when 
they arrived they saw only Congal. “Whither away, harlot?” said 
Congal. “You can be after no good walking about here. Probably 
you are coming to a tryst with a man Go home,” he said, “and 
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take a curse" And therewith Congal accompanied the queen to her 
house But no sooner had he returned to Buaib Aife when he saw 
her coming towards him once more. “Is it thus,” asked Congal, 
“that you wish to disgrace the king of Leinster, vile woman? If I 
see you again, I will take your head and put it on a stake before 
Ronan’s face. A bad woman to disgrace him in brakes and ditches 
alone to meet a lad'" Therewith he laid a horse-whip on her and 
left her once more in her house. “I will spout a jet of blood in your 
face," said the queen before he left her. 

That night it happened that Ronan inquired: “Where is Mael- 
fothartaig tonight?” he asked “He is without,” answered Congal “It 
is indeed too bad,” said Ronan, “that my son should be abroad alone, 
considering the number of men to whom he gives good gifts.” “You 
deafen us with your talk about your son,” said the queen “It is 
right to talk about him,” answered Ronan, “for there is not in Ireland 
a son better according to the wish of his father, for his concern for 
my honour is as great as my own, so that there is ease for me and 
for you, O woman,” said Ronan. “As for ease,” replied Eochaid’s 
daughter, “he shall indeed not get from me the ease which he wishes, 
even to meet with me to your shame. I shall not be alive withstanding 
him any longer Three times since morning has Congal taken me 
to him, and it was only with difHculty that I escaped from his hands.” 
“Malediction on your lips, foul woman, that is false'” cried Ronan. 
“You will see a proof of it, then,” she replied “I will sing half a 
quatrain, and you will see whether it fits with what he will sing ” 

I must tell you that Maelfothartaig used to do this every night 
to please her He would sing one half quatrain, and she would match 
It with the other half But Ronan was unaware of this custom. 

At last Maelfothartaig came home from the hunt and was drying 
his feet at the fire with Congal by his side. His jester, Mac Glass, 
was at his games on the floor of the house, and seeing him Mael- 
fothartaig sang; 

It IS cold against the whirlwind 

For anyone herding the cows of Aife . . . 

for the day was indeed cold 

“Do you hear, O Ronan?” asked Eochaid’s daughter. Then she 
sang: 

It IS a vain herding indeed 
Not to meet with kmc or lover. 

“Alasl” said Ronan, “it is truel” 

Now there was a warrior by Ronan's side, Aedan, son of Fiachna 
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Lara. “O Acdan,” said the king, “a spear into Maelfothartaig and 
another into Congal.” And when he turned his back Aedan hurled 
a spear into the prince so that he put its points through him as 
he was in his seat. And when Congal rose, Aedan thrust a spear into 
him so that it passed through his heart. Then the ]ester jumped up, 
and Aedan sent a spear after him so that it brought out his bowels. 

“Enough on the men, O Aedan,” said Maelfothartaig from his seat. 
“It was their luck,” said Ronan, “that you found no woman to 
solicit but my wife” “Vile is that falsehood, O Ronan,” said the 
prince, “which has been put on you to induce you to kill your only 
son without guilt By your kingship, and by the tryst to which I go 
— the tryst with death — ^not greater is my guilt to think of meeting 
with her than that I should meet with my own mother. But it is 
she who has been soliciting me since she came into this land, and 
Congal took her back three times today so that she might not be 
alone with me. There was no guilt in Congal that you should kill 
him ” 

Thereafter the three men died and were taken into a house apart. 
And Ronan sat at his son’s head for three days and three nights. 

Dond, Congal’s brother and Maelfothartaig’s foster-brother, now 
took men and went to Dunseverick They decoyed Eochaid to the 
border of the land, and there they took his head and the heads 
of his son and wife. But Ronan sat by the corpse of his son and 

sang. jjgjjijjjf jjjg whirlwind 

For anyone herding the cows of Aifc. 

That IS a vain herding. 

With no cows, with no one to love. 

And Eochaid’s daughter sang* 

Woe IS me, O corpse in the corner 
Who wast the mark for many eyes. 

Therewith came Dond and cast the head of her father on her 
breast, and her mother’s head, and the head of her brother. At that 
the queen rose and threw herself on her knife so that it went up 
through her back After this the Leinstermen came about Ronan 
at the keening and threw him down on his back; and they went 
in pursuit of Aedan, and Maelfothartaig’s son slew him. Thereupon 
Ronan sang; 

A great deed it was for Aedan, 

Son of a churl, to slay a king’s son: 

That was clear on his death-day 
To Aedan, son of Fiachna Lara. 
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“Maelfothartaig was a prince and a young man,” objected Sordello; 
“moreover, he was not only his father’s darling, if 1 understand 
you, but the people’s also Ronan was an old man married to a young 
wife. For these reasons there may have been some excuse for Eochaid’s 
daughter But what shall we say of a woman who is properly and 
adequately matched, but who none the less casts her love on a base 
and unworthy object? You will probably admit that I know some- 
thing about love, and that I was always catholic in my opinions, but I 
can hardly condone the conduct of Berengar’s wife, about whom I 
am going to tell you.” 

95. THE BASE AMOUR OF BERENGAR's WIFE WILLA 

Sordello 

About the time of the death of King Hugh of Provence, Willa, 
wife of Berengar of Ivrea, incurred the charge of adultery. Her levity 
was known not only to the household servants, but was the com- 
mon knowledge of merchants and townsmen 

Willa had as her chaplain a priestling called Dominic, short of 
stature, swarthy, churlish, bristly, indocile, irritable, barbarous, dour, 
uncouth, blockish, dirty, quarrelsome, truculent and venal. To this 
master Willa confided her two daughters, Gisla and Giberga, in order 
that he might drench them with the art and science of letters. When 
the hirsute, unwashed priest was giving lessons to the girls, their 
mother took advantage of the opportunity to gain his favour by 
gifts of dainty dishes and costly garments Everyone who knew this 
woman to be habitually hard .and grasping was surprised that she 
should show herself so generous all of a sudden But since the Word 
which says “There is nothing covered up that is not going to be 
uncovered, nor secret that is not going to be made known,” is true 
indeed, people were not long left in their astonishment 

One night when Berengar was absent from home the hairy fel- 
low, as was his habit, was making his way to his mistress’ chamber; 
a dog appeared unexpectedly on the scene, and succeeded in giving 
Dominic several severe bites before the sleepers in the near-by cham- 
bers were roused by its furious barking The household rushed to 
the spot and seized the intruder When they asked him whither 
he was bound, Willa anticipated his reply, and cut short any excuse 
he might have made by crying out. “The wretch was after my 
maids” Hereupon the miserable priest, thinking that it would go 
easier with him if he supported his mistress’ statement, said; “So it 
was ” 

Willa was no fool, and after this incident she put her wits to work. 
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She began to plot against Dominic’s life, offering a handsome^e- 
ward to whomsoever would kill him But the members of her famqjja 
were all God-fearing men, and refused to undertake the busine^ 
It appears that some rumour of the matter also reached Berengar’s 
ears, though he took no action at the moment 

When Willa saw that bribery and intimidation were unavailing to 
gam her ends, she had recourse to the services of wizards and sooth- 
sayers, hoping that she might succeed in her design through their 
incantations. Whether or not Berengar’s mood was affected by the 
charms and spells, I cannot say, but true it is that he agreed to do 
as Willa wished. The miserable priestling who had whinnied after 
his mistress’ maids was forced to undergo an operation, and was 
ignominiously dismissed from service Those who effected his dis- 
grace reported afterwards that from a certain point of view it might be 
considered that the lady’s love was worthily bestowed, for they had 
found Dominic to be a man of splendid development. 

“I know some words to that music,” said Ariosto “If the company 
is interested, perhaps Sir John will again be good enough to serve 
as my interpreter” 

“With pleasure,” said Sir John Hanngton, “to what do you al- 
lude?" 

“Possibly I should not have mentioned the subject,” answered 
Ariosto, “for that particular canto of my Orlando procured you sev- 
eral years’ banishment from court” 

Sir John laughed “That was not banishment,” he said, “but a 
pleasant relief from the caprices of a captious queen. Besides, I was 
finally rewarded with a knighthood ” 

“Then you have no objection to rehearsing the story of Jocundo 
and King Astolfo?” 

“None at all,” replied the Englishman 

“Before Sir John proceeds,” continued the Italian jjoet, “I must 
explain that this tale was told to Rodomonte the Saracen by his 
quondam host as they sat with others at the inn. And for the sake 
of the ladies present I would add that they must not attribute to 
me the sennments or attitudes expressed in the story. All ladies know 
my love for them, and that I would serve them in every possible 
way. Like Chretien de Troyes and Etienne de Bourbon, I merely set 
down what I found in my author’s book, and must not be blamed 
for his opinions. And if his aspersions of the sex offend you, pay 
the story no heed, and dismiss it as an idle fable.” 

At these words Christine de Pisan and Fenice drew nearer, and 
Sir John began the tale . . . 
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96. HOW ASTOLFO, KING OF THE LOMBARDS, LEARNED 
ABOUT WOMEN 

Sir John Harington 

Astolfo, whilom king of Lnmbardy, 

To whom his elder brother left his raigne, 

Was in his youth so fresh and faire to see. 

As few to such perfection could attame; 

Apelles match, or Zeuces he might be 

That such a shape could paint without much paine; 

Great was his grace, and all the world so deem’d it. 

But yet himself of all men most esteem’d it. 

He did not of his sceptre take such pride. 

Nor that degree that common men are under. 

Nor wealth, nor friends, nor meaner kings beside, 

That thereabout dwelt neare or far asunder; 

But of his beauty, which he would not hide, 

At whose rare worth he thought the world did wonder — 

This was his joy, and all that he intended. 

To heare his comely face and shape commended. 

Among his courtiers, one above the rest, 

Fausto by name, by birth a Romane knight, 

Who hearing oft so prais’d, as they knew best. 

His face and hands, and all that praise he might. 

The king did bid him tell, at his request, 

Neare or farre oS if he had seen that wight 
That in all parts so perfectly was wrought: 

But he was answer’d as he litde thought. 

My Liege, quoth Fausto, plamly to declare 
Both what my selfe doth see and others say. 

But few with your rare beauty can compare, 

And that same few were none, were one away: 

Jocundo hight, a man of beauty rare. 

And brother mine, excepting whom, I may 
Prefer Your Grace before all other creatures. 

But he doth match or pass you in his features. 

The king to heare such tidmgs strange it thought^ 

As having stdl till that day kept the prize; 
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And with a deep desire straightwayes he sought 
To know this man, and see him with his eyes. 

In fine, with Fausto so far forth he wrought. 

To bring him to his court he must devise. 

Although, quoth he, to brmg my brother to it, 

I shall be sure of work enough to do it. 

The cause is this: my brother never went 
Forth of the gates of Rome scant all his life. 

And such small goods as Fortune hath him lent. 

He hath enjoy’d in quiet, free from strife. 

Left by our sire, and them he hath not spent, 

Nor yet mcreast, his games arc not so rife; 

And he will think it more to go to Pavy 
Than some would think to th’ Indies in a navy. 

But I shall find it hardest when I prove 
To draw him from his loving wife away. 

To whom he is so link’d in chaines of love 
That all is vainc, if once his wife say nay. 

But yet Your Grace is so far all above. 

You shall command me, certes, aU I may 
Thanks, quoth the king, and addeth such reward 
As might have moved any to regard. 

Away he posts, arriving in few dayes 
At Rome, and to his brother’s house he went, 

And with such earnest words his brother prayes 
That to return with him he doth consent. 

Also his sister’s love he so allayes 

That she doth hold her peace as halfe content. 

Beside great thanks, laying before her eyes 
Preferments large that hereof might arise. 

Jocundo now resolv’d to go his way. 

Gets men and horse against he should depart. 

Sets forth himself with new and rich array. 

As still we see nature adorn’d by art. 

His wife at night in bed, at board by day 
With watry eyes to shew a sorie heart 
Complaines his absence will so sore her grieve. 

Till his return she doubts she shall not live. 
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Ay me, the thought, quoth she, makes me so fraid 
That scant the breath abideth m my Brest. 

Peace, my sweet love and h£e, Jocundo said. 

And weeps as fast, and comforts her his best; 

So may good fortune ay my journey aid. 

As I return in threescore days at least. 

Nor will I change the day I set thee down — 

No, though the king would grant me half his crown. 

All this might not asswagc this woman’s paine 
Two moneths were long, yea, loo too long, she cries; 
Needs must I die before you come againe. 

Nor how to keep my life can I devise; 

The dolefull days and nights I shall sustaine — 

From meat my mouth, from sleep will keep mine eyes 
Now was Jocundo ready to repent 
That to his brother he had giv’n consent. 

About her neck a jewcll rich she ware, 

A cross all set with stone in gold well tnde. 

This rehek late a Boem pilgrim bare. 

And gave her father other things beside. 

Which costly things she kept with no small care. 

Till comming from Jerusalem he di’d, 

And her of all his goods his heire he makes 
This precious crosse to her goodman she takes. 

And prayes him for her sake to weare that token 
And think on her The man, that was most kind. 
Receiv’d it with more joy than can be spoken. 
Although he needed not be put in mind. 

For why no time, nor no state sound nor broken. 

Nor absence long, a mean should ever find 
To quaile his love, not oncly while his breath 
Mamtaines his life, but neither after death 

That very night that went before the morrow 
That they had pointed surely to depart, 

Jocundo’s wife was sick, and swounds for sorrow 
Amid his arms, so heavy was her heart. 

All night they wake, and now they bid Godmorrow, 
And give their last farewell, and so they part: 

Jocundo on his way with all his traine. 

His loving wife doth go to bed againc. 
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Scant had Jocundo rode two mile forthright 
But as his cross now came into his mind 
Which on his pillow he had laid last night, 

And now for hast had left the same behind. 

He would devise to scuse it if he might, 

But no excuse sufficient could he find 

But that his love must needs be much suspected 

To find the precious jewell so neglected. 

When no excuse within his mind could frame 
But that all seemed frivolous and vaine. 

To send his man he counted it a shame. 

To go himself it was but little paine. 

He staid, and when his brother did the same: 

Ride soft, quoth he, till I return againe. 

For home againe 1 must, there is no nay; 

But I will overtake you on the way. 

Th’ affaire is such as none can do but I, 

But doubt you not, I will return as fast 
Away he spurres as hard as he could hie, 

Alone, without or man or page, for hast. 

Now had the sun’s new rising clear’d the skie 
With brightest beames, ere he the streame had past. 
He hies him home and finds his wife in bed 
Full sound asleep, such cares were in her head. 

He drawes the curtaine sofdy without sound. 

And saw that he would httle have suspected: 

His chast and faithfull yokefellow he found 
Yok’d with a knave, all honesty neglected. 

Th’ adulterer, though sleeping very sound. 

Yet by his face was easily detected 
A beggar’s brat, bred by him from his cradle. 

And now was riding on his master's saddle. 

Now if he stood amaz’d and discontent. 

Believe it ye to trie that would be loth, 

For he that tries it doubtlesse will repent, 

As poore Jocundo did, who was so wroth 
That out he drew his sword, with just intent 
For their ungratefull act to kill them both. 

But lo, the love he bare her did withstand 
Against his heart, to make him hold his hand 
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O ribald love, that such a slave couldst make 
Of one that now was subjert to thy force. 

He could not break her sleep for piue’s sake 
That brake all bonds of faith without remorse; 

But back he goes before they did awake, 

And from his house he gets him to his horse. 

Love so pricks him, and he so pricks his steed. 

He overtakes his company with speed. 

His look IS sad, all changed is his cheare; 

Full heavy was his heart they well perceiv’d; 

They see no cause of grief nor guesse they ncare. 

And they that guesse most hkely are deceiv’d 
They thought he went to Rome, but you do heare 
How at Corneto he his hurt receiv’d 
Each man espi’d that love procur’d that passion. 

But none desert’d the manner nor the fashion. 

His brother deems that all his griefe doth grow 
Because his loving wife is left alone; 

But he a cleane contrary cause doth know — 

Her too much company did cause his mone. 

He bends his brows, his looks he casts alow. 

With powting lips and many a grievous grone. 

In vaine doth Faustus comfort seek to bring him. 

For why he knowes not where the shoe doth wring him. 

He gives a salve afore the sore is found, 

His plaisters are as poison to the smart; 

He seeks to heale, and wider makes the wound; 

He names his wife, but her name kils his heart. 

Gone was his last, his sleeps do grow unsound. 

Nature dccayth, and little hdpeth art, 

And that faire face that erst was of such fame. 

Is now so chang’d it seemeth not the same 

His eyes are sunk so deep mto his head 
It made his nose seem bigger then it should; 

His flesh doth shrink, his bones do seem to spread: 

He was so chang’d as more cannot be told 
At last an ague makes him keep his bed 
And bait at innes more often then he would 
His faire complexion now is pale and withered. 

Much hke the rose that yesterday was gathered. 
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With this mishap was Faustus sore agnev’d. 

Not onely for his brother’s wofull state. 

But fearing of his prince to be reprov’d 
Unto whose grace he undertook so late 
To shew the goodliest man, as he believ’d, 

Now growne uncouth by force of inward bate. 

Yet as they could, their way they so contriv’d 
That at the last in Pavie they arriv’d 

He would not straightway shew him to the king 
Lest ev’ry one might deem his judgement small. 

But sent by letters notice of the thing. 

And what mishap his brother did befall — 

How scant alive he could him thither bring, 

A secret grief so greatly did him gall. 

And with an ague pul’d him down so sore 
He seem’d not now the man he was before. 

And yet, behold, this noble kmg is glad 

That he is come, and meanes to make him chcare 

As if he were the dearest friend he had. 

So sore he had desir’d to see him here; 

Nor would the worthy natur’d prince be sad. 

In praise of beauty to have found a peere. 

He knew Jocundo’s beauty had excel'd 
But that by this disease it was cxfiel’d. 

He placeth him to his own lodging nigh; 

He visits him each day and ev’ry houre; 

Great plenty of provision he doth buy — 

To welcome him he bendeth all his power. 

But still Jocundo languishing doth lie — 

His wife’s misdeeds makes all his sweet seem sowre. 

No songs, no sights, which oft he heard or saw 
One dram of this his dolour could withdraw. 

Fast by his lodging was, amongst the rest, 

A faire large room which very few did use. 

Here would he walk as one that did detest 
All pleasing sights, and comforts all refuse. 

Here the wide wound he bare within his brest 
With thousand thoughts unpleasant he renewes 
Yet here he found, which few would have believ’d, 

A remedy for that which had him griev’d. 
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For at the upper end of this old hall 
There was a place of windows void, and light, 

Save that the lime, new molten from the wall 

Let in a litde beame that shined bright 

Here did he see — ^which some may think a tale — 

A very strange and unexpected sight. 

He heard it not, but saw it in his view. 

Yet could he scant believe it should be true. 

For at the chink was plainly to be seen 
A chamber bang’d with faire and rich array. 

Where none might come but such as trusty been. 
The princesse here in part doth spend the day. 

And here he saw a dwarf embrace the queen 
And strive a while; and after homely play 
His skill was such that ere they went asunder 
The dwarf was got aloft, and she lay under. 

Jocundo standeth still as one amaz’d. 

Supposing sure that he had seen a vision. 

But seeing plain, when he a while had gaz’d. 

It was an act, and not an apparition 

Good God! said he, are this queene’s eyes so daz’d. 

To love a dwarf, more worthy of derision? 

Whose husband is a prince of worthy fame. 

So brave a man, such love? Now fie for shame' 

He now began to hold his wife excus’d. 

His anger now a little was relented. 

And though that she her body had abus’d. 

And to her servant had so soon consented. 

Not her for this, but he the sex accus’d 
That never can with one man be contented. 

If all, quoth he, with one hke staine are spotted. 

Yet on a monster mine was not besotted. 

The day ensuing he returned thither. 

And saw the dwarfe couragious still and jolly. 

Eke he another day repaired hither. 

And still he found the queen committing folly. 

He oft returncs, he finds them oft together* 

They cease not work on dayes prophane nor holy — 
Yea, which was strange, the goodly queen complain’d 
That of the dwarfe she found she was disdain’d. 
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One day when in the corner he had staid 
He sees her come all sad and malecontent, 

Because the dwarfe his comming still delaid. 

For whom of purpose twice before she sent. 

Once more she sends* This answer brings the maid: 
Forsooth unto his play he is so bent 
That for mistrust at chesse to leese a shilling 
To come to you the ape’s face is not willing. 

Jocundo, who before had still been sad, 

Upon this sight became of better cheare. 

The paines, the plaints, the cloudy stormes he had 
Away were blown, the coast began to cleare" 

Most ruddle faire and chearful grew and glad 
That angell-like his beauty did appeare. 

So as the king and others thought it strange 
In so short time to find so great a change. 

Now as the king desired much to know 
The mean whereby his hurt so soon was heal’d, 

No lesse Jocundo did desire to show. 

And would not have the thing from him conceal’d, 

So as his choler might no greater grow 
Than his had been, when as it were reveal’d. 

But first he made him sweare on his salvation. 

Upon the parties to use no castigation 

He made him sweare for ought he heard or saw, 
Wherewith his mind might fortune be diseas'd, 

Yet from his choler so much to withdraw 
As that in shew he may not seem displeas’d. 

Nor punish it by might nor yet by law. 

Nor first nor last, but hold himself appeas’d. 

So as th’ offenders might not have suspected 
That their misdeeds were to his grace detected 

The king so sure, by oth so solemne bound. 

As one that little thought his queene so stain’d, 
Jocundo first his own griefe doth expound 
Why he so long so dolefull had remain’d. 

And in whose armes his own wife he had found. 

And how the griefe thereof so sore him pain’d. 

Had not the salve unlock’d for been applied. 

Of that conceit no doubt he should have died. 
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But lying in your highnesse house forlorn 
I saw, quoth he, that minisht much my mone; 

For though it gnevfd me to wearc a horn. 

It pleas’d me well I ware it not alone. 

This said he brought him where that wall was torn, 
And shew’d him that that made his heart to gronc: 
For why the dwarfe did manage with such skill. 
Though she curvets, he keeps his styrup still. 

Much did the king this foule prospect mislike: 
Bdieve my words 1 say, I need not sweare. 

Horn wood he was, he was about to strike 
All those he met, and his own flesh to teare. 

His promise to have broken he was like. 

If of his oath he had not had some feare. 

But unrevenged all must now be born. 

For on his agnus det he had sworn. 

Now to Jocundo gently he doth speak- 
Good brother mine, advise me what to do. 

Sith I am bound by oath, I may not wreak 
The fact with such revenge as longs thereto. 
Forsooth, let’s trie if others be as weak, 

Jocundo said, and make no more ado 
This was the counsel he did give the king. 

Into their order other men to bring. 

We both are yong, and of such pleasing hew 
Not to be matcht with such another pairc 
What she will be so obstinately true 
But will be won with youth and being fairc^ 

If youth and beauty both do misse their due. 

The want herein our purses shall repaire 
Let us not spare our beauty, youth and treasure 
Till of a thousand we have had our pleasure. 

To see strange countries placed farre apart. 

Of other women eke to make some triall 
Will ease the paine that wdiilom pierc’d our heart. 
And salve our sore, there can be no deniall 
The king, that long’d to ease his new-found smart 
Consented straight, and to avoid espiall, 

Himselfe, the knight, two pages and no mo. 

Out of the realm forthwith disguised go. 
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Away they past through Italy and France, 

And through the Flemish and the English land; 

And those whose beauties highest did advance, 

Those still they found most ready to their hand. 

They give, they take, so luckie is their chance. 

To see their stock at one stay still to stand. 

Some must be woo’d, forsooth, they were so chast. 

And some there were that wooed them as fast. 

In countries some a moneth or two they taried. 

In some a week, in others but a day. 

In all of them they find the women maned 
Like to their wives — too gentle to say nay. 

At last, because they doubt to have miscaried. 

They mean to leave this sport and go their way: 

They found it full of danger and debate 
To keep their standings in another’s gate 

They do agree to take, by common voice. 

Someone whose shape and face may please them both. 

In whom without suspect they may rejoyce 
For whercfor, quoth the king, should I be loth 
To have yourselfe a partner m my choice? 

I must have one, and I believe, for troth. 

Among all women kind there is not one 
That can content herselfe with one alone. 

But of some one we two might take our pleasure, 

And not inforce ourselves beyond our ease. 

But, as they say, take meat and drink and leasure. 

And by our doings others not displease; 

Well might that woman think she had a treasure 

That had us two her appetite to please 

And though to one man faithful none remaine. 

No doubt but faithfull they would be to twaine 

The Roman youth much prais’d the prince’s mind. 

And to perform it seemed very fame. 

Away they posted, as they had assign’d. 

By town and city, over hill and plainc. 

Till at the last a prettie peece they find — 

The daughter of an innkeeper in Spaine, 

A gyrle of person tall and faire of favour, 

Of comely presence and of good behaviour. 
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She was new entring in the flower and pride 
Of those well pleasing youthfull yeares and tender; 

Her father many children had beside, 

And poverty had made his portion slender. 

And for them all unable to provide. 

It made him soon content away to send her. 

The price agreed, away the strangers cane her. 

Because the father money wants to mane her. 

In concord great she did with them remaine. 

Who took their pleasure one and one by turn 
As bellowes do, where Vulcan’s wonted paine 
By mutuall blast doth make the metall burn 
Their meaning is, now they had travel’d Spaine, 

By Siphax realme to make their home return; 

And having left Valenza out of sight. 

At faire Zauva they did lodge at night 

The masters go abroad to view the town. 

And first the churches for devotion’s sake. 

And then the monuments of most renown, 

As travellers a common custom take 
The gyrlc within the chamber sate her down; 

The men arc busied, some the beds do make, 

Some care to dresse their wearied horse, and some 
Make ready meat against their masters come 

In this same house the gyrie a Grecke had spi’d 
That in her father’s house a boy had been. 

And slept full often sweetly by her side. 

And much good sport had passed them between; 

Yet fearing lest their love should be dcscri’d. 

In open talk they durst not to be seen. 

But when by hap the pages down were gone. 

Old love renew’d, and thus they talk thereon. 

The Greeke damands her whither she was going. 

And which of these two great estates she keeps. 

She told him all — she needs no further woing — 

And how a-night between them both she sleeps 
Ah, quoth the Greek, thou tellest my undoing. 

My deare Fiametta; and with that he weeps 

With these two lords wilt thou from Spaine be banish’d? 

Arc all my hopes thus mto nothing vanish’d? 



HOW ASTOLFO LEARNED ABOUT WOMEN 

My sweet designements turned are to sowre, 

My service long finds litde recompcnce. 

I made a stock according to my power, 

By hoarding up my wages, and the pence 
That guests did give, that came in luckie houre. 

1 meant ere long to have departed hence. 

And to have ask’d thy sire’s good will to mane thee, 
And that obtain’d, unto a house to cane thee. 

The wench of her hard fortune doth complaine. 

And saith that now she doubts he sues too late 
The Greek doth sigh and sob, and part doth fame. 

And shall I die, quoth he, in this estate'* 

Let me enjoy thy sweetncsse once againe. 

Before my dayes draw to their dolefull date. 

One small refreshing ere we quite depart 
Will make me die with more contented heart. 

The gyrle with pity moved thus replies* 

Think not, quoth she, but I desire the same. 

But hard it is among so many eyes. 

Without incurring punishment and shame 

Ah, quoth the Greeke, some meanes thou would’st devise. 

If thou but felt a quarter of my flame. 

To meet this night in some convenient place 
And be together but a little space. 

Tush, answer’d she, you sue now out of season. 

For ev’ry night 1 lie betwix them two; 

And they will quickly fearc, and find the treason, 

Sith still with one of them 1 have to do 

Well, quoth the Greek, 1 could refute that reason 

If you would put your helping hand thereto. 

You must, said he, some pretie sense devise. 

And find occasion from them both to rise. 

She first bethinks herselfe, and after bad 
He should return when all were sound asleep. 

And learned him, who was thereof right glad. 

To go and come, what order he should keep. 

Now came the Greeke, as he his lesson had. 

When all was husht, as soft as he could creep. 

First to the doore, which open’d when he push’d, 

Then to the chamber, which was sofdy rush’d. 
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He takes a long and leisurable stride, 

And longest on the hinder foot he staid. 

So soft he treads, although his steps were wide, 

As though to tread on eggs he were afraid; 

And as he goes, he gropes on either side 
To find the bed, with both hands broad displaid; 
And having found the bottom of the bed. 

He creepeth m, and forward go’th his head. 

* • « • 

Jocundo and the king do both perceive 
The bed to rock, as oft it comes to passe, 

And both of them one errour did deceive. 

For either thought it his companion was 
Now hath the Greeke taken his latter leave. 

And as he came he back againe doth passe; 

And Phoebus’ beames did now to shine begin: 
Fiametta rose and let the pages in 

Now with Jocundo gan the king to jesf 
Brother, quoth he, I doubt we do you wrong; 

It were more time for you to take your rest, 

That have this night a journey rode so long. 
Jocundo answers him agame in jest. 

O sir, you do mistake, you sing my song. 

Take you your ease, and much good do your grace 
That all this mght have rid a hunting pace 

P quoth the king, I would in faith, 1 swear, 

Have lent my dog a course among the rest. 

But that I found yourself so busie were, 

And rode so hard you could not spare the beast. 
Well, said the knight, it seemeth me to beare, 
Although you brake your promise and behest; 

Yet privy quips and taunts here needed none 
You might have bid me let the wench alone. 

One urg’d so farre, the tother so rcpli’d 

That unto bitter words their tongues were moov’d. 

Scarce one forbare to say the other h’d, 

And plainc to trie whose truth should be reproov’d, 
They cal’d the gyrle the matter to decide, 

Who was afraid, as well it her behoov’d. 
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And she must tell, they standing face to face, 

Which of them two deserved this disgrace. 

Tell, quoth the king, with grim and angry sight. 

Nor feare not him nor me, but tell us true. 

Which of us two It was that all this night 
So gallantly performed all his due 
Thus, either deeming he did hold the right. 

They looked both which should be found untrue. 
Fiametta lowly laid herselfe on ground. 

Doubting to die because her fault was found. 

She humbly pardon craves for her offence, 

And that they pitic would her wofull case, 

That she with pitie mov’d to recompence 
His love that lasted had so little space; 

And who it was she told them, and of whence. 

Had this ill luck in this unluckie place; 

How she had hop’d that though they hapt to wake. 
Yet for his partner either would it take 

The king and his companion greatly mus’d, 

When they had heard the practice so detected. 

And their conceits not little were confus’d. 

To heare a hap so strange and unexfiected; 

And though no two were ev’r so abus’d, 

Yet had they so all wrathfull mind rejected, 

That down they lay and fell in such a laughter, 

They could not see nor speak an houre after. 

And when at last their stomacks and their eyes 
Water’d and ak’d, they laughed had so much — 

Such shifts, quoth they, these women will devise, 

Do what we can, their chastity is such 
If both our cares could not for one suffice 
That lay betwixt us both and did us touch, — 

If all our haires were eyes, yet sure, they said. 

We husbands of our wives should be betraid 

We had a thousand women prov’d before. 

And none of them denied our request. 

Nor would and if we tri’d ten thousand more; 

But this one trial passeth all the rest. 



450 MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

Let US not then condemn our wives so sore, 

That are as chast and honest as the best; 

Sith they be as all other women be, 

Let us turn home, and well wuh them agree. 

When on this point they both were thus resolv’d, 

They gave the Greeke Fiametta for his wife. 

And ti’d the knot that cannot be dissolv’d. 

With portion large, to keep them all their life. 

Themselves went home, and had their sins absolv’d, 

And take againe their wives, and end all strife. 

And thus mine host the prettie stone ended. 

With which he pray’d them not to be offended 

“Your somewhat lengthy reatal probably is, as Messer Ariosto 
says, only a poet’s fable,” remarked Fynes Moryson “Now I can 
tell you something in the same category that is vouched for not only 
by history, but by a brass tablet ” 

“We are always glad to learn,” said Sir John, “but keep the horse- 
meat, batzen, groshen and the coachman’s dinner out of it ” 

“My tale shall at least have the virtue of brevity,” rejoined Fynes 
stiffly 

“Well, tell on,” said Sir John, taking a sip of sack. 

97 . MARGARET, COUNTESS OF HENNEBERGE AND HER THREE 
HUNDRED AND SIXTY-FIVE CHILDREN 

Fynes Moryson 

When I was staying at the Hague I once walked out half an hour’s 
space to the village of Lausdune There I saw a wonderful monu- 
ment, the history whereof it is said the Earl of Leicester carried home 
with him to England written in a manuscript Affixed to the wall 
were two brass basins, and between them a bronze tablet whereon 
was inscribed the following history. 

So strange and monstrous thing I tell 

As from the world’s frame ne’er befell: 

He parts amazed who marks it well. 

Margaret, wife to Hermanus, Count of Henneberge, daughter to 
Florence, Count of Holland and Zealand, sister to William, King of 
the Romans and Caesar of the Empire This most noble countess, 
being about forty-two years old, on the very day of preparation called 
Parascene, about nine of the clock, in the year 1276, brought forth 
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at one birth three hundred and sixty-five children, which, being bap- 
tized in two basins of brass by Giudo, suffragan of Utrecht, all the 
males were called John, and all the females Elizabeth; but all of them 
together with the mother, died m one and the same day, and lie 
buried here in the church of Lausdune And this happened to her 
in that a poor woman, bearing m her arms two twins, the countess 
wondering at it, said she could not have them both by one man, and 
so rejected her with scorn; whereupon the woman, sore troubled, 
wished that the countess might have as many children at a birth 
as there be days in the whole year; which, contrary to the course 
of nature, by miracle fell out, as in this table is briefly set down for 
perpetual memory, out of old chronicles as well written as printed 
Almighty God must be in this beheld and honoured and extolled 
with praises for ever and ever Amen 

“In my opinion,” said John Gower, “the countess got her deserts. 
Since the story is inscribed on brass, it is, of course, true But many 
of you here will recall that Mane de France had already worked up 
this motif in the Lay of the Ash ” 

“Whether true or false,” said John Mirk, “the moral seems plain 
enough As for adultery itself, I remember having read somewhere 
an account of punishment even more fearful than that meted out to 
the Countess of Henneberge for scepticism ” 

98. THE MIDNIGHT RIDER 

John Mtrl( 

There was a charcoal-burner who followed his trade in a great 
lord's park, and when he had made a big fire it was his custom to 
he beside it all night Now on one occasion, a little before midnight, 
there came a half-naked woman, running as fast as she could, be- 
having as though she were out of her wits, and after her came a 
knight with a drawn sword, riding as fast as he could prick on a 
great black horse, who hunted her all about the coal fire. Afterwards, 
the knight slew the woman, hewed her to bits, cast the pieces into 
the fire, and rode away again as fast as he was able. 

The charcoal-burner saw this happen night after night until he 
finally went to his lord and told him the whole matter. The lord 
was a man of courage, and replied that he would inquire into those 
circumstances. The following night he went to the park and saw 
everything just as the man had related At the moment when the 
knight had slain the woman and cast her into the fire the lord con- 
jured him to tell who he was, and why he did these things. The 
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other replied that not long ago he had been a retainer of this same 
lord’s, and that the woman was another knight’s wife; and since he 
had lam with her in her husband’s despite, they had both had this 
penance put upon them. He explained that he was forced to hew 
her in pieces and burn her every night, that the horse whereon he 
rode was a fiend who burned him a hundredfold hotter than any 
earthly fire, and that they had to suffer that penance unul they had 
been helped by certain masses and almsdeeds The lord asked him 
what was to be done, and when informed, helped him out of his 
penance by the mercy of God. 

“Probably you had been reading my novels,” suggested Boccaccio, 
“the fifty^eighth of my Decameron. I myself got the story from Jacopo 
Passavanti's book ” 

“No,” replied Mirk, “I regret to say that your Decameron was not 
known in England in my day I must have read it in Vincent of 
Beauvais’ Speculum, which has almost everything in it ” 

“That’s where I read it,” growled Caesar of Heisterbach 
“Well, Vincent got it from me,” said Helinandus 
“And where did you get it?” asked Peter Bell 
Helinandus was saved considerable embarrassment by Hallarstein 
the Skald who said: “I know nothing about storiology, but I know 
that long ago the poets of the North related how Odin, on horse- 
back, pursued a woman of the wood ” 

“Need we take it any farther back?” queried Sir John Harington. 
“I am much relieved to learn that the story was not brought to 
Europe through the crusades.” 

“Unless we change the subject,” said the Clerk of Oxenford, “some- 
one will prove that the Scandinavians brought it from India.” 

“Alas I” sighed Paul the Deacon, “alas for the frailty of the flesh! 
Tonight 1 have listened to things which I never thought were pos- 
sible. In view of what has already been said, I no longer have much 
hesitancy in relating what happened to the Duchess of Friuli.” 
“What was that?” inquired Andrea Dandolo 
“Like Gunhild, she was a widow, and widows, 1 suppose, are like 
tigers,” answered Paul. 

99. THE INORDINATE LUST OF ROMILDA, DUCHESS OF FRIULI 

Paul the Deacon 

Not long after the death of the emperor Phocas it happened that 
the king of the Avars, whom they call Cagan in their language. 
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Violently invaded the province of Friuli with a mighty army. Of this 
province, anciently named Forum Julii, a Lombard called Gisulf was 
the duke. On learmng of Cagan’s entry into his territory he boldly 
went to meet him with all the Lombard soldiery he could get to- 
gether. There was a cruel and stubbornly contested battle, wherein 
streams of blood flowed, and many fell on both sides. And though 
Gisulf with his few fought with indomitable courage against Cagan 
and his immense multitude, nevertheless, he was surrounded on every 
side, and killed with nearly all his followers 

The wife of this Gisulf, Romilda by name, fortified herself within 
the stronghold of Forum Julii together with those Lombards who had 
escaped, and the wives and children of those who had perished in 
batde With her were her four sons- Taso and Caco were growing 
into manhood, while Raduald and Grimuald were still young boys. 
She also had four daughters, Appa, Gaila — and the names of the 
other two I have forgotten 

Cagan, as I said, lost heavily in the battle, and yet after the victory 
he had sufficient troops to ride through the country, burning and 
pillaging, and otherwise impressing his barbarian cruelty on every age 
and sex Finally he sat down before the fortress of Forum Juki with 
the intention of taking it For this design his troops outnumbered 
hiS hopes, inasmuch as the fortress was exceptionally strong, both 
by nature and by art, was well defended by a sufficient number of 
hardy soldiers, and was well stocked with provisions Cagan almost 
despaired of taking the place by storm or siege Another thing that 
worried him was the report that a fresh Lombard army was ap 
proaching He was, indeed, on the point of returning to his own 
country when Fortune enabled him to achieve what Force could not. 

One day, as the Avar king was riding about the walls with a com- 
pany of horsemen in order to discover some point at which the city 
might prove vulnerable, he was observed by Romilda from the walls 
When the duchess saw him to be a man m the bloom of youth, she 
at once fell so violently in love with him that until she could clasp 
him in amorous embrace one hour seemed to her a thousand years. 
Forgetting that the barbarian had slain her husband, and casting to 
the winds every consideration of duty to her people, or love for her 
children, she straightway sent word to Cagan by messenger that if 
he would marry her she would deliver to him the fortress and all 
who were in it. On hearing this message the barbarian king, who 
desired nothing in the world so much as to take that stronghold, 
promised her with wicked cunning that he would accede to her con- 
ditions, and vowed to take her in marriage. The following night 
Romilda opened the gates of Forum Julii, and let in the enemy, to 
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her own rum and that of all who were there. Her sons succeeded in 
fleeing, but that is another story 

The Avars, having entered the fortress with their king, laid waste 
with their plunderings everything on which they could lay their 
hands, consumed the city with fire, earned away as captives everyone 
they found, promising to settle them in the territories of Pannonia 
whence they themselves had come However, instead of so doing, they 
slew with the sword all Lombard males who had reached the age 
of manhood, and consigned women and children to the yoke of cap- 
tivity 

Romilda, indeed, who had been the cause and source of all this 
evil, Cagan, in accordance with his oath, kept for one night as if in 
marriage On the following morning he turned her over to twelve of 
his sturdiest soldiers who, succeeding each other by turns, abused 
her through the whole day and night without giving her a moment’s 
rest. Afterwards, ordering a stake to be fixed in the open field, Cagan 
commanded that Romilda be impaled upon it, saying to her in scorn 
“This IS the husband you deserve” 

By such a death perished the cursed betrayer of her country, more 
swayed by her detestable lust than by feelings of duty and obligation 
to her fellow citizens or her children 

“Reverend sir,” said Sir John Harington, “doubtless your tale is 
as veracious as that about the Countess of Henneberge, but if I may 
say so. It smells just as badly Somehow, I prefer Moryson’s dirty 
hills of corn ” 

“ ‘Gens irntabile vatum,’ ” answered the traveller “Pay no atten- 
tion to him But to show you that our genius is not confined to dirty 
ways, whether of countries or people, I will tell another story of a 
different sort such as ought to appeal to all sentimentahsts ” 

lOO TWO LOYAL LOVERS OF FLORENCE 

Fynes Moryson 

In the year 1594, being at Pisa, and finding myself short of cash, 
I decided to pay a visit to my bankers at Florence Therefore, hiring 
a horse for four giulii, I rode forty miles to Florence through the 
pleasant valley of Arno, partly uUed after the manner of Lombardy, 
where one and the same field yields corn, wine and wood, partly 
divided into sweet pastures. 

Florence is a most sweet city, and abounding in wealth, and the 
citizens are much commended for their courtesy, modesty, gravity, 
purity of language, and many virtues The city is of round form. 
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and upon the walls thereof he eight forts. The far greater part of 
the city IS on the north side of the river, and lies m a plain; but in 
the lesser part, on the south side of the river, the houses are built 
upon the sides of mountains, and the dwellings are more scattered, 
having many and large gardens And in that part there is a place 
vulgarly called Le Ruinate, that is, the ruins, because the houses had 
been cast down by earthquakes. Near that place lies a lane, unpaved, 
in memory of a maid who dwelt there She was loved by a young 
man whose family adhered to a faction contrary to that supported 
by hers, for which reason many cruelties had been exercised between 
them But they, mutually loving each other, and despairing to get 
their friends’ consent for marriage, and at last being impatient of 
delay, resolved with whatever danger to meet together But it hap- 
pened that the young man, as he was on the point of ascending into 
the maiden’s chamber by a ladder, was surprised, and to save the 
girl’s reputation he confessed that he had come to rob the house 
Thereupon he was condemned to die, and being led to execution 
near the house where the maid dwelt, she, laying aside all shame, 
came runmng out with her hair loose about her ears, and embracing 
him, publicly confessed the truth 

The parents of both young people were so moved by this circum- 
stance that, laying aside all former malice, they contracted affinity; 
and the young man, delivered from the bonds of the hangman, was 
tied to her in the sweet bond of marriage And of this wonderful 
event the Florentines thought good to keep this memorial for piostenty. 

“That was a good story,” said the Knight of La Tour Landry, “even 
though brief” 

“You must understand," said Sir John Harington, “that unless he 
restricted the space which he devotes to really important things, he 
would have no room for hills of corn and coachmen’s dinners ” 

“Well, long or short,” said Ulnch von Lichtenstein, “it nicely turns 
the subject, and I, for one, am rather weary of looking at the un- 
lovely side of female character such as has been displayed for us dur- 
ing the last few moments ” 

“I agree with you there," said Andrea Dandolo “And since the 
womanhood of Friuli has been placed in a somewhat invidious light, 
I propose to relate to you how a certain lady of Aquileia behaved for 
the sake of her honour and virtue. It is an incident which shines 
like a jewel amid the dung wherewith Attila overspread the world 
in the middle of the fifth century — For my part, 1 have never been 
able to understand the fame which later centuries attached to his 
name It seems to me that he was not strong, but that both the Eastern 
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and the Western empires lay prostrate with a variety of maladies; 
that he was not great, but that he was something between an un- 
chastised brat and a blustering buffoon Sick as they were, it is to 
the vestiges of strength and virtue which remained in the civilized 
peoples that we owe whatever we have achieved since his time. The 
most hopeful reflection which can come to the minds of thoughtful 
men today is that the Attilas and Genghis Khans of the world shall 
not prevail, but shall be trodden under foot to make room for the 
clean wheat However, I was going to tell you about . . 

lOI. DIGNA OF AQUILEIA 

Andrea Dandolo 

Frightened away from Parts by Saint Genovefa, from Orleans by 
Bishop Anianus, from Troyes by Bishop Lupus, and beaten on the 
Mauriac Plains by Aetius and Theodoric the Goth, Attila returned 
111 bewildered rage to Pannonta There reinforcements of men flowed 
into his camp till he was ready to take his revenge, not on the Visi- 
goths of Gaul — It was the Italians of Italy who were to pay for his 
shame 

The barbarian marched against Aquileia, a strong and important 
city situated at the head of the Italian kingdom Three years he be- 
sieged It in vain, always bitterly opposed by the citizens, until finally 
his soldiers began to murmur Then one day as he was walking round 
the city searching for some practicable means of entry, he observed 
that the storks, which had built their nests on the roofs of the houses, 
were migrating in a flock, and that some were attempting to bear 
away their unfledged young with them. “Behold those birds,” said 
he to his men, “warned by instinct of the city’s imminent fall, they 
are hastening to leave it ” 

The augury seemed good to his soldiers They pushed up their en- 
gines to the walls, and employed their slings and catapults with new 
energy The city capitulated almost at once Rushing m, the bar- 
barians looted and pillaged, killed and captured, and set fire to what 
remained As you know, the city of the North Wind never recovered; 
the Hunnish heel had sunk too deep. 

Now there was in that city a most noble woman by the name of 
Digna, beautiful in face and figure, but still more handsomely en- 
dowed with the whiteness of modesty. Her dwelling was upon the 
walls, and close to it rose a high tower, under which glided the 
glassy waters of the Natiso That she might not become the victim 
of the lust of those filthiest of foes, and that the purity of her soul 
and body might not be smirched upon the entry of the lecherous 
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host, when she heard of the city’s fall, she muffled her head in her 
mantle, and leaped from the top of that same tower, thus by a 
memorable death putting an end to both life and the fear of shame. 

“Your tale illustrates your argument,” said Sir Thomas Elyot, “and 
fits with some observations lately made by Thormod Kolbrunarskald ‘ 
Ignoble mothers do not breed heroes. That lady was indeed worthy 
of her name. Had there been more such at that time, Rome might 
have survived not only the shock of the barbarians, but even the 
rapacity of patrician landlords and the stupidities of the fisc.” 

“It IS a mistake to think that she did not survive,” said Machiavelli 
quietly, “though it is true that she was sick unto death for a long 
time Did not your own Venerable Bede say ‘As long as the Coli- 
seum stands, Rome shall stand; when the Coliseum falls, Rome shall 
fall, when Rome falls, the world shall fall’^” 

“What should one do at Rome?” asked Ncckam, “unless he is a 
skilful liar.” 

“Is It you who speaks or Juvenal?” asked the Clerk of Oxenford. 

“For my part,” said Adam Usk, “I found Rome a place of hovels, 
thieves, wolves, worms and desert wastes ” 

“That does not surprise me,” said Camden, “for in order to see 
certain elements of the truth a man must have within him a mirror, 
as it were, to reflect them. Some imnds are like those sieves which 
allow both the corn and the tares to pass through without distinc- 
tion But in spite of your opimon, and Neckam’s, the Italian his- 
torian IS right What he means, and what Bede meant is that wherever 
the Romans were victorious they brought them whom they conquered 
to civility; neither was there verily in any place else throughout Europe 
any civility, learmng and elegance but where they ruled.” 

“I would lend my support to the defence of Rome,” said Fynes 
Moryson “There you may sec fair meadows, plains, mountains, woods, 
groves, fountains, rivers, villages, castles, cities, baths, amphitheatres, 
playhouses, temples, pillars, statues, triumphal arches, pyramids, gar- 
dens, water conduits, and men both good and evil ” 

“Until now,” said the Clerk, “I have always been well disposed 
towards Rome. If that is a praise of Rome, give me leave to cen- 
sure It.” 

“Gentlemen,” interrupted Machiavelli, “if I may, I would finish 
what 1 started to say Rome was sick; but as Dandolo pointed out, 
she had within hersdf reserves of strength which enabled her to rise 
again. And so far as women are concerned, I think that even an- 
cient Rome can hardly point to as many nohle and illustrious ladies 
as graced the life of Italy in my time.” 
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“I should be inclined to agree with you,” said Guicciardini “I 
call to mind, among others, Vittoria Colonna If not a poetess of 
the first rank, she was the tenderest of wives, who, after her hus- 
band’s death could find in her heart nothing more for Michelangelo 
than a calm friendship — which made a man of him ” 

“1 had in mind a more spectacular and public kind of virtue,” re- 
plied Machiavelli — “Caterma Sforza, the Lady of Forli When the in- 
sensate and rebellious mob threatened to execute her children before 
her very eyes in order to force her to an impious deed, she said to 
them ‘I will breed up others ’ And true it is that she was the mother 
of Giovanni delle Bande Ncre, the most brilliant and redoubted cap- 
tain of his day. I knew her personally, and the effect of that en- 
counter was never afterwards effaced” 

“If It IS examples of heroic virtue and chastity that you want,” 
said John of Fordun, “may I remind you of a woman of my race? 
Those of you who have read Plutarch recall the beautiful Chiomara, 
wife of the Gallic chief Orgiago or Ortiago If the lustful Roman 
centurion robbed her of her honour, she deprived him of his head. 
And if that was long ago, I could tell you of a lady who died in 
my father’s time who, it seems to me, was quite as admirable an 
example of female and wifely nobility Even Southrons must be 
acquainted with the name of Marion Braidfute ” 

“Ay,” said Skelton. “Personally 1 always preferred her to the 
allegorical abstractions with wire hair and pearly teeth under which 
our poets conceal either their ignorance of the sex or their inability 
to portray it honestly.” 

“Neither women nor the literary treatment of them can in a day 
win free from the shackles imposed by the authority of Jerome in 
his Letter against Jovinianus,” said the Clerk of Oxenford “But will 
you tell us about Marion?” 

“Blind Harry has told the story better than I could,” replied the 
historian 

“Thank you,” said the minstrel. “I will repeat it in prose.” 

102. WALLACE AND THE MAID OF LANARK 

Blind Harry 

You have heard how Wallace fought with the ghost of Fawdoun 
at Gask Hall and how his men disappeared mysteriously Left alone 
he made his way to Cambuskenneth and swam the Forth there He 
rested at the castle three days and then went on to Gilbank, near 
Lanark, where he lodged with his uncle Auchinlcck, brother of Sir 
Ronald, Sheriff of Ayr. The Enghsh thought he had fled the country. 
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or been slam or drowned, and so dismissed him from their thoughts. 

The hero remained with his uncle at Gilbank during Christmas, 
though he often went into Lanark for amusement There dwelt Hesil- 
rig, the English Sheriff, that cursed knight, haughty, fierce and cruel 
of deed. 

Now in Lanark lived a gentlewoman, a mild maid about eighteen 
years old, named Marion Braidfute Her father, Hugh Braidfute of 
Lammgton, was a man of worship and renown, and descended from 
gentle stock. But Hugh and his wife were dead, and Marion had 
inherited the property She knew not what to do save to continue 
living in town on tribute, and so she purchased King Edward’s pro- 
tection She had servants at need, and many friends, and so she lived 
quietly I mean that she lived as quietly as she could in war-time, 
for Hesilrig had done her much harm he had slain her brother, 
eldest of the family and heir to the estate But she suffered all with 
humble demeanour She was amiahle, kind, reserved, prudent, cour- 
teous, sweet and well-mannered, she spoke neither too much nor too 
little, and was fresh and hale She lived humbly and virtuously, and 
had a good name from everyone Decent people esteemed her highly 

One day when Marion went to the kirk Wallace saw her as he 
was looking about, and by reason of the maid’s beauty love pierced 
him to the quick so sharply that he could hardly contain himself 
He knew her kindred and family, and also that she was leading a 
good and honest life. At one moment he thought he loved her more 
than life itself, and then again he thought of the deceit that had 
been practised upon him aforetime, and how his men had been 
brought to confusion at Saint Johnston because of his love for the 
lady there; and when he remembered that affair, he thought he would 
let things slide However, that idea refused to remain long in his 
mind 

Wallace confided this new torment to his man Kerlc, and asked 
for his honest opinion “Master,” said Kerle, “so far as I have under- 
standing, the matter has every appearance of weal. Since you love 
her so, take her in marriage, she is a girl of fine character and, 
moreover, possesses property What though you once went amiss in 
love? God forbid that this should turn out similarly 1” To this Wal- 
lace replied “I cannot marry yet; I would see the end of the war 
first. Could I abandon the war now? And what is love? Nothing 
but folly, for it deprives a man of both wit and steadfastness ” At 
other times Wallace would say “Perhaps the truth is that if I were 
fortunate and happy in my love I should be of better proof in deeds. 
On the other hand, I know that a passionate preoccupation hinders 
the prudent conduct of war It is true, of course, that a lover may 
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excel brilliantly in single deeds of prowess, thinking thereby to speed 
his fortune But the present circumstances are different: a great king- 
dom IS beset by many foes, and it would be right hard for anyone 
who serves Love and all his fickle chance to get amends from those 
foes in a single attempt I have had a sample of that, which is one 
of the reasons why I am now so undecided. I trust to God there 
will be no more such traps I will visit my love alone no more. Keep 
watch over me lest something untoward happen Still, I know that 
this IS j true maid, and 1 am acquainted with her km, whereas I 
knew nothing about the other woman, wherefor I lost that gage.” 

In such wise would Wallace argue with Kerle, and yet he could 
not overcome the desire to visit and see that sweet maid. He did, for 
a while, leave off going to town, and busied his thought with other 
things in the attempt to see if he could abate his passion When Kerle 
saw how he suffered he said. “Dear sir, you live in sluggardy. Go 
see your love, and then you will have some comfort." 

The knight took Kerle’s advice and walked into Lanark, where 
Marion had her residence beside the kirk Marion recognized him 
well enough, but dared not say anything to him directly lest the 
Southrons mark him. At this time Hesilrig had a new project on 
foot he desired her in marriage for his son 

Marion sent a message to Wallace by her maid, asking him to 
come to her, and the girl brought him secretly through a new-made 
garden so that the English knew nothing about their meeting Wal- 
lace kissed Marion courteously, and earnestly besought her friend- 
ship “If my friendship is of any value to you,” she answered mod- 
estly, “you shall have it, as God save my soul, but it seems to me it 
can be of little worth to you inasmuch as we are so outrageously 
oppressed by the English and their partisans that nearly all our family 
IS destroyed ” 

When Wallace heard this simple and pitiful statement he was 
fiercely grieved at heart Both wrath and love put him in a rage, 
but his courage was not diminished thereby He told Marion how 
sorely Love constrained him. She replied calmly “I am ready to serve 
you with all my heart in any honest way, and I trust you will not 
jeopardize your worship by doing dishonour to a simple girl who 
IS already taxed to the full extent of her strength in protecting her 
womanhood from the English And this is true in spite of the fact 
that I have been at considerable expense in buying immunity from 
them 1 will not willingly be a leman to any man born; so I think 
you should not desire me unless it be decently Perhaps you think 
I am too low to be your lawful wife? But I, so far as I am con- 
cerned, would gladly spend all my life in your service. But I beseech 
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you, for the sake of your worship in arms, that you harm me not, 
but rather defend me for your honour’s sake.” 

Wallace thanked her for her straightforward reply and said: “If 
It were God’s will that our kingdom should be free, I would )oyfully 
marry you; but at this time I cannot take the risk, and so I crave 
nothing at the moment. A man m war may not have every pleasure.” 

What else they said, or what agreement they made, I do not know. 
In Wallace’s heart there was still strife between love for Marion and 
grief for the loss of his men at Saint Johnston. At all events, they 
went to dinner, and afterwards Wallace took his leave. 

I will now pass over how the knight shaved young Clifford of 
Lochmaben with his broadsword, and how he took Crawford castle 
and slew the castellan thereof. February passed, and March, and 
when April brought in the new year, it also brought back to Wal- 
lace his lusty pain, and he returned to Lanark There he abode for 
a while, taking up again the struggle between love and war in his 
heart But argue as he would, it appeared plainly that Wallace was 
determined to love Marion best of any woman in the world. In the 
end they reached an agreement, and therewith the turmoil in his 
breast ceased In the presence of witnesses Marion became Wallace’s 
wife. Now may they live in peace and good concord, in bliss and 
perfect )oy, for she has gained her choice of both lord and lover. 
Wallace, too, thought that love improved him greatly now that he 
was able to hold Marion in his arms at will. For her part, she thanked 
God for the happy chance, for m his time Wallace was the flower 
of the profession of arms. I do not know how long Marion and Wal- 
lace hved thus happily together, but true it is that they got a child 
between them, a fine girl, who later married a squire named Shaw. 

The hero’s courage was now so keen that he could not choose 
but continue the war Rejoicing in his love for Marion, he thought 
that his days of adversity were past, and he glowed with the de- 
sire to prove his manhood upon the broad stage of his country’s 
struggle. But Fortune showed him her false double face as she had 
done so often before. Fie on Fortune and her inconstant wheel who 
tricked him out of happiness when he thought he should continue 
therein! Her favour to him was but a jest, for the furious course of 
her wheel, that moves unceasingly, threw him out of his pleasant 
]oy into travail and woe. 

In the year 1297 it chanced that Wallace one day went into Lanark 
and mingled with his mortal foes. Cruel Hesclrig and a felon knight 
named Robert Thorn schemed how they might lure him into a broil 
as he came from the kirk 

Sir John the Graham had followed Wallace into town with fif- 
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teen men, and the knight himself had nine. As they were coming 
through the burg after paying their devotions in church, one of Hesil- 
rig’s men, the stoutest the Sheriff could find, and bitter of tongue, 
saluted Wallace and his company in contemptuous fashion. 

“Good day. Signor, and good morning,” he said. 

“Whom are you mocking^” asked Wallace “Who was your 
teacher?” 

“Why,” said the man, “are you not newly come overseas? Pardon 
me; I thought you were an ambassador conducting a foreign quean ” 

“Such pardon as we are accustomed to give,” said Wallace, “you 
shall net want ” 

“Well," said the man, “since you are Scots, you shall be greeted in 
Scots' Gud deyn, dawch Lard, bach lowch ban.'joch a de ” [Good 
day, lj7y squire, the blessing of God be upon the fierce fighter ] 

By this time more Southron men had joined Hesilrig’s group, and 
so Wallace was loath to create a disturbance But one of the English- 
men made an obscene gesture and a quick motion at his longsword. 

“Hold your hand,” said Wallace, “and say what you have to say.” 

"You are a valiant swordsman with your longsword,” said the man. 

“Your dame made little objection to that,” answered Wallace. 

“What reason have you to wear the goodly green?” asked another. 

“My best reason is that it vexes you.” 

"What should a Scot be doing with such a fine knife?” asked a 
third. 

“So asked the priest who last made love to your wife,” answered 
Wallace, “she treated him so handsomely that his child became your 
heir ” 

“It seems to me,” said the fellow, “that you arc insulting me ” 

“Your dame,” answered Wallace, “was wanton before you were 
born ” 

By this time the English faction which had gathered about the 
knight and his band numbered close onto two hundred stout men 
in armour, with Hesilrig and Sir Robert Thorn in command The 
Scots did not hang back, but laid about them manfully The fracas 
lasted a long time, but the Scots were forced from the field at last; 
they made for Wallace’s house as quickly as they could, while Wal- 
lace and Sir John the Graham defended the rear. 

Marion, roused by the dm and clash of arms, raised the gate and 
let them in, and they passed through to a stronghold at the back; 
fifty Southrons lay dead in the street As the rest of the English 
came up, fair Marion succeeded in holding them in check by a trick 
until the Scots had gained the wood. 

When Hesilrig saw that Wallace and his men had escaped to Cart- 
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lane Crags, he returned with his force and put Marion to death — I 
Will not tell you how; where there is great dool that cannot be re- 
lieved, only pain is gamed by dwelling on it A faithful servant made 
her way to Wallace and told him of this deed The sorrow pierced 
to his heart so that he would have sunk to the ground had it not 
been for the presence of his men Sir John the Graham and all the 
company wept with compassion. On seeing them so bestead with grief 
Wallace concealed his own pain so that they might turn their thoughts 
to other matters “Cease, men,” he said; “this is bootless bale, we 
cannot bring her to life again” More he could not say because of 
the bitter tears which burst from his eyes Then, after a little “No 
man shall ever see me take rest or ease till this deed, this sackless 
slaughter of that fair and blithe creature be avenged. I swear to God 
that henceforth I will have no mercy on any man of that nation, 
young or old, save women and priests Sir John,” said he, “let be 
this mourning now; ten thousand shall die for her sake. Man’s 
courage is the less for weeping — it relaxes wrath for the wrong that 
should be redressed ” 

That night Wallace and his men returned to Lanark The watch 
never expected them, and they passed in without difficulty. Sir John 
and his band went in search of Sir Robert Thorn, while Wallace 
betook himself to the tall house where Hesilrig lay asleep. He kicked 
the door free from bar and braces so that it fell to the floor. The 
Sheriff cried “Who is making that uproar?” “Even he whom you 
have been seeking all day,” answered Wallace. “God willing, you 
shall pay dearly for the death of my wife.” 

Hcsilrig thought it was no time to be lying in bed — he was eager 
to get out of that house. The night was dark, and yet Wallace per- 
ceived him, and as he came past in a great hurry, struck him fairly* 
on the head. The sword burst through flesh and skull, and sheared 
right down to the collar-bone, and he tumbled over the stair into 
the thick of the men below. Good Auchinleck thought he was still 
alive, and thrust him through thrice with his knife. Then Wallace 
encountered young Hesilrig, and set a sure stroke on him, and danged 
him down off the stair to his death The outcry rose rudely in the 
street, and many of Hesilrig’s men were trodden under foot. 

Many a man did Wallace’s fellows slay that night in Lanark town; 
among others. Sir Robert Thorn was burned to ashes m his own 
house by Sir John the Graham After that night’s work there re- 
mained none alive in Lanark save Scots. 


“The argument about ladies and lovers, wives and husbands, will 
probably never be settled to the satisfaction of all in this world,” said 
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the Goodman of Pans with a cough. “But as additional evidence in 
favour of the ladies, I should like to tell you about a gentlewoman 
of my acquaintance Her behaviour I know you will all applaud; 
that of her husband is perhaps best passed over lightly.” 

103. THE RAVISHED WIFE 

The Goodman of Paris 

In one of the great cities of the realm of France there dwelt an 
honest young wife whose husband, along with other burghers, had 
been thrown into prison for a communal uprising Every day the 
authorities chopped off the heads of two or three of these rebels 
Every day, tcxi, the young wife of whom I speak, with the wives of 
the other prisoners, knelt before the lords and implored them, weep- 
ing and with joined hands, to have pity and undertake the deliver- 
ance of their men 

One of the lords about the king’s person, who feared neither God 
nor His justice, but was a cruel and felon tyrant, gave the young 
woman to understand that if she would do all his will, he would 
cause her husband to be freed without fail The bourgeoise gave no 
reply to this, but besought the messenger to induce her husband’s 
guards to allow her speech with him Her request was granted; she 
was introduced into her husband’s prison There, dissolved in tears, 
she told him what she knew or what she had seen regarding the 
other rebels, how it stood regarding his own deliverance, and the 
vile request which had been made of her. 

In reply the young man commanded her that however the mat- 
ter might stand, she should do whatever was necessary to deliver 
him from death, and that she should spare neither her body nor 
her honour, nor anything else in order to save his life. Hereupon 
they parted one from the other, each weeping bitterly. 

After this a number of the other prisoners were beheaded, but 
the young wife’s husband was freed The woman was blamed by 
some for having received the company of a great lord; but by God, 
men and women who know the circumstances, even those who hate 
this sin, say that she should have no blame, inasmuch as she acted 
in accordance with her husband’s orders. 

“The situation in which your heroine was placed was a difficult 
one,” said Saxo Grammaticus “I mean to say, her predicament was 
ugly, or rather that the choice she had to make was bitter, if I make 
myself clear Now I have recollected the case of another wife who 
was called upon to show magnanimity of another sort, or perhaps 
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it was just perunacity. The circumstances to which I allude arc among 
those which cluster about the name of Amleth, whom the English 
call Hamlet. I should like to take this opportunity and make use 
of this occasion to point out, if I may, that Amleth never studied 
at Wittenberg or Pavia, though he was a bright boy I never studied 
at either place myself — which makes me nothing inferior to Amleth 
save in the matter of wives, which brings me to the case I had in 
mind ” 

“Indeed, are you there?” asked Sir John Harmgton politely. 

“Ah,” said Saxo, “you haven’t been paying attention. As I was 
saying . . 

“O Lord!” groaned Sir John 

“Have you a story to tell?” asked Hakon Hakonson. 

“Yes, my liege” 

“Then tell it.” 

104. HAMLET IN SCOTLAND 

Saxo Grammaticus 

There was a king of Jutland named Horvendil. Gerutha was his 
wife, and Feng his brother You know that Feng slew Horvendil 
and married his brother’s queen You know too that Horvendil’s son, 
Amleth, took vengeance for this double crime of murder and incest. 

But if Amleth played the fool in order to gain his ends, Feng was 
no fool, and after the mysterious disappearance of a spy set to watch 
his stepson’s actions, he began to have doubts as to the security of 
his position. He would have killed Amleth himself had he not feared 
the displeasure of Gerutha and the vengeance of the young man’s 
grandfather. Rone But another means was at his disposal There 
was a king in Britain who was not only his friend, but his sworn 
brother. To him he would entrust the important and disagreeable 
task of removing this obstacle to his continued prosperity. Accord- 
ingly Prince Amleth was sent to the English court accompamed by 
two of Feng’s henchmen. These men bore a letter written on wood 
with runes instructing the English king to put to death the youth 
who should come to him 

One day while his companions slept Amleth searched their effects 
and found the letter. He whittled away the wriung, all but Feng’s 
signature, and substituted another message to the effect that the king 
should give his daughter in marriage to the wise youth who was 
coming to visit him. 

When the party reached Britain the messengers delivered their let- 
ter. The king understood it, but gave no sign; he welcomed them 
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kindly and entertained them with great hospitality. Amleth, however, 
held himself aloof from the festivities, patently showing that he dis- 
dained both the food and the drink. Such unusual conduct aroused 
the wonder of all, and particularly of the king, so, when the guests 
had retired for the night, he sent a man to the strangers’ chamber 
to listen secretly to their conversation Of course Amleth’s compan- 
ions asked him why he had not partaken of the banquet. The prince 
replied: 

“The bread was leavened with blood, m the liquor was a taste of 
iron; the baked meats were permeated by the stench of a human 
cadaver, and had, moreover, a rotten smell of the grave I might 
still have eaten and drunk out of courtesy,” he said, “if my hosts 
had been worthy. But the king has the eyes of a thrall, and the so- 
called queen showed in three ways the behaviour of a bondwoman.” 

Amleth’s companions reminded him of his former weak head, sug- 
gesting with great mirth and no little scorn that he must have had 
a violent relapse, since no man 111 the full possession of his wits 
would think of casting such opprobrium on estimable and high-born 
people and their splendid provision 

When the spy reported to him these apparently insulting judg- 
ments of himself, his queen and his hospitality, the English king 
declared that his princely visitor must be more than humanly wise, 
or foolish with more than mortal folly However, he himself had the 
wisdom to set on foot an investigation He summoned the steward 
and asked him where he had got the bread The man replied that 
It had been baked by the king’s own baker When asked whence the 
corn had been procured, he said that it had grown near a field cov- 
ered with the old bones of men slam in battle The king needed no 
further evidence for the bloody savour of the bread He then inquired 
about the source of the meat The steward replied that some hogs 
of his, through negligence of their herd, had gone astray and bat- 
tened on the decaymg carcass of an unburied robber This explained 
adequately why the pork had acquired a taint of corruption Next 
the king asked about the brewing of the drink He was told that 
it had been brewed of water and honey, as usual But when the well 
was investigated, several rusted swords were found at the bottom of it, 
which had tainted the water. 

Now that the king had found Amleth to be right in these matters 
he had the courage to investigate the slur which had been cast upon 
his birth. He questioned his mother on the matter. At first she said 
that she had submitted to the embraces of no man but the king; 
but when he threatened her with torture, she confessed that he had 
been begotten by a slave. Finally the king himself asked Amleth in 
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what way his queen had betrayed her servile origin. “Because,” re- 
plied Amleth, “she wrapped her mantle about her head as slave 
women do; then she gathered up the skirts of her dress as she 
walked; and finally, she extracted the remnants of food from the 
crevices between her teeth with a sphnter of wood, and chewed 
them up” 

The king of England was so amazed at Amleth’s wisdom that he 
readily gave him his daughter to wife, and had his two companions 
hanged on the gallows, thus cxecutmg the instructions of the forged 
letter. 

At the end of a year spent with his father-in-law Amleth asked 
and obtained leave to return home for a visit He reached Jutland 
Without mishap, and there carried to fulfilment the revenge he had 
so long planned, stabbing Feng in his bed, and burning his drunken 
followers in the palace as they slept Next morning, standing beside 
the smoking ruins of the hall, Amleth harangued the people so elo- 
quently, and to such good purpose, that some were moved even to 
tears, lamentation for the dead fratricide was quenched before it 
had fairly arisen, and Amleth, by universal acclaim, was chosen king 

When this tedious business had at length been brought to a satis- 
factory conclusion, Amleth richly equipped three vessels of men, and 
returned to England to see his wife and father-in-law The king re- 
ceived Amleth and his warriors very kindly, and entertained them 
with all pomp and circumstance During the banquet he asked many 
questions about Feng, and whether he still enjoyed life and pros- 
perity Amleth replied that his stepfather had perished by the sword, 
and his answer was phrased in such a way as to leave no doubt in 
the king's mind that his friend had fallen at Amleth’s hands. This 
placed him in a grave difficulty, for by the terms of his sworn brother-* 
hood with Feng it now devolved upon him to avenge his sworn 
brother’s death. Such an oath it was impious to violate, and so the 
king found himself torn between his duty on the one hand, and 
his love for his daughter and son-in-law on the other At last duty 
won; he put the sanctity of his obligation before family considera- 
tions, and determined to slay Amleth But since he was the son of 
a slave, he decided to execute his crime by the hand of another, and 
being a man of little invention, he could hit upon no better expedi- 
ent than that whereby Feng had formerly attempted to rid himself 
of his stepson. 

It happened that the king’s wife had lately died, and he repre- 
sented to Amleth that he, by reason of his shrewdness, was the very 
man to woo another wife for him. The lady of his choice, said the 
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king, was the young queen of Scotland. Would Amleth be good 
enough to bear a letter suing for her hand? 

Amleth would, and started north on his journey. He did not know 
that the Scots queen, in her pride and arrogance, had heretofore 
put to death every suitor or would-be lover; but the king of Eng- 
land knew It, and expected that she would serve Amleth as she had 
served others 

The prince crossed the border into Scotland, and when he had 
come quite near the royal residence, turned aside into a meadow to 
rest his horses, he himself lay down to sleep while his compan- 
ions amused themselves at some distance The queen had heard of 
Amleth’s approach and had sent out spies to observe him and his 
men One of them slipped past the prince’s guard as he slept, hlched 
his shield from beneath his head, and the letter from his pouch. 

Now I must tell you that on this shield Amleth had had depicted 
by the hand of a skilled artist the whole story of his family tragedy, 
beginning with the slaying of his father, and ending with the death 
of his murderer The Scots queen was clever, and when she had 
studied the shield, easily made out the whole affair As for the let- 
ter — she rubbed out the old king’s proposal of marriage and sub- 
stituted for It a request, purporting to come from him, that she would 
marry the man who brought the message To this she added a sum- 
mary of the events portrayed on the shield, and sent both letter and 
buckler back by the man who had stolen them 

In the meantime Amleth had wakened and missed his property; 
but he gave no sign, and when the spy approached the second time, 
he feigned to be still asleep. But as soon as the man had replaced 
the letter and the shield, Amleth seized him and had him placed in 
fetters Then he continued on his way to the queen’s palace 

Queen Hermutrude received the prince very graciously. When she 
had read the message which he handed to her, she proceeded to com- 
mend his shrewdness in dealing with Feng She thought it strange, 
however, that such a valiant man as he had made the mistake of 
contracting an unworthy marriage, for it was well known that the 
parents of his present wife had been slaves who had stumbled into 
royalty A really wise man, she said, ought to choose a woman for 
her illustrious birth rather than for her accidental beauty. Now if 
Amleth would only look about him he would see, not far distant, 
a woman who was his equal m birth, in wealth and m temporal 
possessions; and if he married her, he would gain not only the woman 
herself, but the sceptre which she wielded as well Indeed, he might 
consider himself very lucky to receive a proposal from that woman, 
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for hitherto she had always refused lovers, and had punctuated her 
refusal with the sword. 

So saying, Hermutrude seized the prince in a violent embrace. 
Amleth returned kiss for kiss, protesting that her wish was his own. 
Forthwith guests were bidden, the noUes assembled, and the mar- 
riage rites celebrated. 

After the banquet and the feasting Amleth set his face toward 
England, having a strong band of Scots at his heels as a rear-guard. 
As he drew near to English territory his earlier wife, daughter of 
the king of Britain, came to meet him. She complained that she had 
been insulted and wronged by having a paramour set over her; and 
yet she could not find in her heart so much hate for the adulterer 
as to cease loving the husband Her son and Amleth’s, she said, might 
some day hate his father’s leman, but she, for her part, would love 
her “So far as I am concerned,” said the British princess, “no calamity 
will ever put out the flame of my love for you, nor any malice ex- 
tinguish It As proof of what 1 say I will reveal the treacherous de- 
signs which have been planned agamst you ” 

Thereupon she told Amleth to beware of her father, whose rage 
had known no bounds when he learned how both his schemes had 
been foiled While she was speaking the English king rode up to 
meet his son-in-law. He embraced him, but with little love in his 
heart; then they went on together towards the palace. 

As Amleth and the king were about to ride under the porch of 
the hall the old man attacked him, but the coat of mail which the 
prince was wearing under his clothes turned aside the point of the 
javelin You may be sure that Amleth now lost no time in assem- 
bling his Scots warriors The two forces joined battle At first the 
fortunes of war went agamst the Dane, but by a clever ruse he gamed 
the day and put the Britons to flight The old king was killed while 
attempting to escajie 

Amleth followed his victory by a minute and systematic plunder- 
ing foray, and enriched with the spoils of Britain, he returned with 
his two wives to his own land 

“Your narrative. Master Saxo, limps rather badly,” said Sir John 
Hanngton “If the Scots queen was accustomed to slay her suitors, 
why should she kill Amleth, who was not a suitor, but an ambas- 
sador? The repetition of that trick of the substituted messages is 
awkward, too.” 

“And as for playing the fool to gain political ends,” put in John 
Stow, “Lucius Junius Brutus antedated your Danish hero by many 
centuries.” 
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Saxo moved uncomfortably on his settle. 

“Well,” remarked Camden, “history often repeats itself, as Thucyd- 
ides said. Your tale, Master Saxo, reminds me of an adventure which 
happened to the Graf von Gleichen in the year 1228 At Erfurt in 
Germany there is a monument, which Fynes Moryson has probably 
seen, representing the count placed between two wives One is adorned 
with a marble crown, the other is represented naked with children at 
her feet.” 

“And what is the meaning of that?” asked Peter Bell 

“I defer to my colleague Moryson,” rephed Camden, “for I was 
never in Germany ” 

“1 did not see the monument to which you allude,” admitted Fynes. 

“In that case I will tell the story. — ^The Graf von Gleichen was 
one of those who followed Frederic IPs crusade. In a battle against 
the infidel he was taken and carried to Turkey, where he suffered 
a long and hard captivity, being put to ploughing the ground with 
a rope through his shoulder One day the daughter of the ruling po- 
tentate, while out walking, came up to him and asked him several 
questions His excellent manner and address so pleased the princess 
that she promised to set him free and follow him, provided he would 
marry her The count answered that he already had a wife and chil- 
dren ‘That IS no argument,’ rephed the princess, ‘for the custom 
of the Turks allows one man to have several wives ’ The Graf von 
Gleichen was not stubborn, but allowed himself to be moved by her 
reasons, whereupon the princess employed herself so industriously to 
get him out of bondage that they were soon in readiness to board 
a vessel. They arrived happily at Venice There the count met one 
of his men, who had been travelling everywhere to get news of him. 
The man told him that the countess and his children were alive and 
in good health From Venice Graf von Gleichen went to Rome, and 
after he had frankly related what he had done, the Pope granted 
him a solemn dispensation to keep his two wives. If the court of 
Rome showed itself so easy on this occasion, the count’s wife was 
not less so, for she received very kindly the Turkish lady by whose 
means she had recovered her dear husband, and showed her every 
consideration. The Moslem princess returned these civihties very 
handsomely, and though she herself proved barren, she tenderly 
loved the children which the German wife bore in abundance.” 

“I thought 1 should never have to go back to Germany,” said 
Moryson, “but now it seems I must.” 

“Such occurrences have been by no means rare,” remarked Lord 
Burleigh. “There is a ballet on the subject, and the author of the 
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Fifteen Joys of Montage has used such incidents in his thirteenth 
chapter.” 

“When I was in Flanders,” said Adam Usk, “finding time hang 
heavy on my hands, I used to rummage about among the manu- 
scripts in the monastery of Eeckhout, near Bruges. There I discov- 
ered a sprightly satire on the defeat of the French by the Flemings 
at Courtrai, among other things. But I found, too, a story, not about 
two wives, indeed, but one which presents a pretty problem, as well 
in the conflict of laws as of loyalties” 

“I suppose you will have to tell it,” said Sir Thomas Gray. 

“Thank you,” replied the historian, “I will.” 

105. THE BASTARs’ WIFE OF BUILLON 

Adam Us\ 

You recall that overseas in Jerusalem ruled Baudoum, the second 
of that name, and with him was his wife Margalie They had a son 
named Ourri But our story has to do with an illegitimate son of 
Baudouin’s, the fruit of an intrigue with the Saracen princess Sina- 
monde. The child was named Baudoum after his father, though he 
was also referred to as Li Bastars de Bullion. 

Young Baudoum was brought up by his mother’s people, but when 
he had reached suitable age, he was sent to Jerusalem to live with 
his father He and his half-brother Ourri did not get on well to- 
gether, but then Ourri never got on well with anyone. One day Ourri 
proposed to Li Bastars that they should poison their father and share 
the kingdom between them Young Baudoum’s only reply to this was 
to plunge his hunting knife into Ourri’s breast. Baudoum senior was 
much annoyed by this deed, and condemned his younger son to 
death Hugh de Tabarie, however, persuaded him to commute the 
sentence into one of exile Li Bastars bore his fate as well as he could, 
and from that out attached himself to Hugh. Together they left Jeru- 
salem and rode for Tabarie 

Hardly had Duke Hugh reached his domains when he was in- 
formed by a spy of his that the lord of Orbrie was on the point of 
invading his lands with the assistance of Corsabrin of Mont Oscur; 
he tamed only to afford Corsabrin time to solemnize his nuptials 
with his daughter Ludie, the most beautiful female as far as Brin- 
disi. This news vexed Hugh “By God!” he said, “Corsabrin shall 
never enjoy her; Li Bastars de Bullion shall have her, and his land 
to boot, as well as the city of Orbrie” “My lord,” said young Bau- 
douin, “I thank you I will take the girl willingly, for I confess 
that I am already deeply in love with her by reason of the praises I 
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have heard, and I shall never have an easy moment till I behold her 
sweet countenance.” 

So said Baudouin — but very often a man sets his heart on a woman 
who isn’t worth it 

From now on Li Bastars was so preoccupied with love for Ludie 
that he could neither cat nor drmk. Hugh perceived that he was 
in the dumps and said: “Stop your mooning about, for you shall 
have the girl, do not fear ” “Lord,” answered Li Bastars, “I am on 
pins and needles I do hope that you will lend your aid to a poor 
young knight who has nothing but his good sword, his good horse, 
his good hauberk and his good helm You know that I am the miser- 
able victim of my father’s injustice on account of his wife’s son. I 
do not think that Ourri could really have been a child of his — the 
traitorous dogi” “Never mind that now,” said Hugh. “I am going 
to help you win a kingdom First of all we shall besiege Orbne.” 

Duke Hugh got together ten thousand men and made Li Bastars 
his master gonfalonier They took ship and went till they reached a 
city boasting at least two hundred towers, whether before or behind. 
All the towers were covered with latten, and flashed in the sun “By 
Godl” cried young Bauduuin, “what a lot of towers this city hast 
Jerusalem isn’t worth a sou m comparison with it. It’s Babylon, isn’t 
It?” “Pfuil” said Hugh, “this is Orbne, over which I am going to 
place you as lord, and Ludie shall be your wife ” “Sir,” said Li Bastars, 
“if I get that girl I’ll love you forever.” 

Now four thousand Christians put out in small boats and landed 
under the city The inhabitants were thrown into terror by their ap- 
proach, and fled to the king, saying that the city had been betrayed 
to 100,000 Christians “That is not true,” said a Saracen spy; “it is 
only Li Bastars dc Bullion who has been sent by Hugh de Tabarie 
to take your city and marry your daughter ” At this news the king 
flushed red with rage “By Mahoun'” he cried, “I’ll give a good re- 
ception to this bastard who makes war on me wrongfully'” Then 
he caught sight of Ludie, who was a pretty girl “Daughter,” he 
said, “I’m sorry that I didn’t send you to Corsabrin a long time ago; 
war IS now beginning on account of your person, which same is 
coveted by Li Bastars de Bullion, may Mahoun curse him He has 
taken an oath in the hearing of his men that he will never abandon 
my city till you arc his wife ” “Father,” replied Ludie, “he shall never 
have me. So long as I live, I will never love a Christian Corsabrin, 
the handsomest man in Pagandom shall get me May it not please 
Mahoun that I should ever be the mistress of any felon Bastars.” Thus 
It IS evident that Ludie was in love with Corsabrin 

Now the Saracen kihg lost no time, but sallied out Young Baudouin 
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and his four thousand drove them in again. In the course of the fight- 
ing the Saracen lord was severely wounded. A second sortie likewise 
ended in discomfiture for the Moslems. 

When Corsabnn, in his fortress Mont Oscur, heard of the Bastars’ 
wonderful prowess, he hesitated to respond to the emir’s frantic ap- 
peals for aid; it was only the bitter thought that Ludie might pass 
into young Baudouin’s hands which at last brought him on the scene. 
The two hosts engaged Corsabnn and his men were forced back 
to the city walls There the Saracen challenged Li Bastars to single 
combat The upshot thereof was that he was both unhorsed and un- 
nerved Baudouin spared his rival’s hfe only on condition that he re- 
nounce all pretensions to Ludie. Corsabnn indignantly rejected these 
terms, and taking advantage of the press of men about them, slipped 
through Baudouin’s fingers, and made good his escape Hugh de 
Tabarie now came up, and Corsabnn continued his flight to Mont 
Oscur This unchivalric conduct made Baudouin very peevish, and 
he set out after the fugitive to settle the question about Ludie once 
for all. But again, at the decisive moment, Corsabnn evaded him in 
most unorthodox manner. 

The siege of Orbrie continued on into the winter. The emir was 
at last so reduced by famine that he was forced to try a ruse; He 
sent word that he would surrender Ludie to Baudouin if the Chris- 
tian knight would come and get her, and then raise the siege. His 
real intention, however, was to kill the youth, and then flee to Mont 
Oscur At this seemingly fortunate turn of events Baudouin was all 
agog, not so much at winning the city as of getting possession of 
Ludie He put on his best clothes, and under them a good suit of 
armour, and hurried off to the emir’s castle with fifteen companions. 

The Saracen received Li Bastars with every courtesy and presented 
his daughter “Here is Ludie,” he said, “but before she can be fully 
yours you must renounce your faith and accept Islam. Indeed, you 
have no other choice, for I have you here at my mercy.” 

This statement so enraged Li Bastars that he drew his sword and 
aimed a blow at the old man, but so blinded was he by wrath that 
he split the skull of the emr’s nephew by mistake. Thereupon he 
and his companions fought their way to the gate, where they were 
joined in the nick of time by Duke Hugh. With such reinforce- 
ments Li Bastars retraced his steps and caught up with the emir. This 
time his aim was better, and he left the lord of Orbrie in two halves 
on the pavement Thereafter, with three hundred companions, the 
young knight penetrated the castle, seized Ludie, gave her in charge 
to thirty knights for safe-keeping, and dashed off to help Hugh com- 
plete the capture of the city. 
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When the fortress had fallen, there was great rejoicing among the 
Christians, especially on the part of young Baudoum, in spite of his 
many wounds Ludie, as fair as any flower, was now brought to 
him, and he feasted his eyes upon her person at his leisure. “Ludie,” 
said he, “you shall be washed and baptized, and afterwards married 
to me, for I intend to make you a crowned queen.” To this speech 
Ludie replied with some heat: “Death would suit me better than 
being either your wife or your mistress. How can you, who have 
brutSly slain my father, expect to have my love?” 

On hearing this unwelcome reply Baudoum changed colour for 
ire He had her baptized in consecrated water by mam force, and 
carried out the various rites pertaining to marriage with equal vehe- 
mence In so doing he acted like a fool, and Ludie swore she would 
pay him out. 

Subsequent to these joyful events the Christian leaders extended 
their conquests on all sides as far as Mont Oscur, but that strong 
castle they could not take When this was clear to them, they decided 
to go to Babylon and worry the Saracens there They met Salehadm, 
but that redoubtable prince, learmng the strength of the Christian 
army, withdrew beyond their reach After some profitless skirmishing 
Hugh and Baudoum set their faces toward Orbrie, where Ludie was 
waiting for Li Bastars— so he thought 

During the absence of her lord Ludie had not been idle. She sent 
word to Corsabrin that she was coming to visit him, and purchas- 
ing the services of a sailor and his boat for a sack full of besants, 
she slipped out of Orbrie by night, and made for Mont Oscur Cor- 
sabrin came down to the shore to meet her, and welcomed her with 
loud praise of her spirited action. He led her to his palace, and there, 
in accordance with the Mohammedan religion, married her Ludie 
complained bitterly of Li Bastars, saying that m spite of herself she 
had had to share his bed, and that she hated no man m the world 
with equal violence. 

Baudoum arrived at Orbrie and immediately asked for his wife. 
When he heard that she had taken leave without saying good-bye, 
he almost went out of his head with rage “May I give you a word 
of advice?” asked Duke Hugh. “Say on,” replied Baudoum. “Very 
well, then, my advice is that you should calm down, let the baggage 
go, and a curse with her. Find some other woman who is more 
amenable to our ways ” “I should be a fool to follow that counsel,” 
said Baudomn, “for 1 am sure that if we were to come together again 
she would never misbehave m the future.” So said the knight: but 
the truth of the matter is that if a husband recovers his wife who 
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has eloped with another man he can never love her properly again. 
It IS against reason 

However, young Baudouin would not be appeased, and he took 
oath that he would be avenged on Corsabnn, who, of course, was 
not to blame “Let us go and besiege Mont Oscur,” he said to Duke 
Hugh. “Very well,” answered the baron; “but it will cost us some- 
thing, for the place is strong ” 

The Christian host landed near Mont Oscur and proceeded on 
horseback through the surrounding forest. On the way Baudouin 
caught sight of a charcoal-burner walking beside his laden nag He 
inquired whither the man was bound, and learned that it was to 
the castle to sell his coals This information gave the Christian knight 
an idea He drew his sword and cut the charcoal-burner in two; 
then he put on the man’s dress and smudged his face with coal dust. 
He explained to Hugh that in this disguise he would go to the castle 
and find out about his wife. Hugh blamed this plan, but could not 
dissuade him, off he went. 

“There,” said Hugh to his companions, “you see one of the bravest 
soldiers since Alexander, and yet a man besotted on his wife. Still, 
It IS no wonder, for a woman got the wise Aristotle to let her ride 
him round the garden with saddle and bridle, and the good clerk 
Vergil hung half a night in a basket from a tower at Rome through 
the wiles of a woman I swear to God that if I ever lay hands 
on Ludie she shall never put another valiant man to shame.” 

When Li Bastars got to the castle he threw down his coals and 
looked about him Corsabnn, he was told, was not at home, but out 
by the river flying a falcon. That pleased the young man well. He 
loitered about here and there till all at once he saw Ludie, fresh and 
fair, coming out of a chamber; that pleased him even more He 
took her by the waist. “Lady,” said he, “greet your lord, who has 
ventured here in disguise for love of you.” Ludie thought quickly. 
“My lord,” said she, “welcome to this house I would rather have a 
sight of you than possess all Pharaoh’s gold, and I humbly pray 
your pardon for the wrong I have done you I will go away with 
you now if you will promise not to harm me.” “Lady,” answered 
Baudouin, “set your mind at rest, for from this out you shall have 
nothing but good at my hands ” 

Thereupon Ludie took the kmght mto her chamber A bath was 
prepared; Baudouin undressed and went into it without delay. In 
the meantime Ludie said to her maid* “Hurry to Corsabnn, for 
I have something of the utmost urgency to say to him.” Then she 
returned to Baudouin and gave her attention to entertaining him 
handsomely, and even accorded him the rights and privileges of a 
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husband. After that they entered the hot bath and took their pleasure. 

Now lo and behold! in came Corsabrin, and sixty fully armed 
scoundrels with him The Saracen walked up to the bath and bawled 
out “So and so thinks he is going to bathe at his case, whereas 
he IS really going to be tubbed in his own bad luck” “Corsabrin,” 
said Ludie, “you ought to esteem me more highly than all the Sara- 
cens in your domain, for alone and single-handed I have captured 
Li Bastars de Bullion.” 

When Baudouin saw Corsabrin and his armed men, and he naked 
in the bath-tub, he said angrily to his wife “To think that I came 
here for the pleasure of seeing you' I never saw a husband worse 
served by his wife than I am. I have certainly made a mistake in 
loving you, for it is rather hate that you deserve ” And to Corsabrin 
he said “I must admit that I regret my visit to your castle; but 
don’t kill me in this bath, for that would be a dastardly deed ” 

“Bastars,” said Corsabrin, “put on your clothes, for I am going to 
judge you to a shameful death ” Ludie went to her room to he down, 
but before going she said th.at if Corsabrin ever hoped to he by 
her side again he should make Baudouin die the bitterest of deaths. 
“Have no fear,” said the Saracen; “I will make an example of him 
for other Christians I don’t like to have people coming to visit me in 
this unceremonious fashion. I shall put a good end to a bad be- 
ginning” 

Baudouin began to dress. His filthy charcoal-burner’s outfit caused 
Corsabrin much amusement, but since he was a gentleman, he sent 
him a cendal robe Then he said: “Tell me now, sir knight, if the 
roles were reversed, how would you put me to death?” “I will not 
hide anything from you,” replied Baudouin “I give you my word 
that if you were in my power I would take you to the forest and 
hang you from the highest tree I could find ” “By Mahoun,” an- 
swered Corsabrin, “that is an excellent idea, and 1 will follow your 
suggestion.” 

A rope was put about Baudouin’s neck as though he had been 
a common murderer, and he was led away to the forest by two serfs, 
who kept a sharp look-out for the tallest tree. Finally they stopped 
at a silver poplar. “This will do,” said Corsabrin. Li Bastars looked 
about him, but saw none of Hugh’s men, as he had expected to 
do. “Alas'” said he, “am I really going to die such a death? Ah, 
Ludie, I hope God bursts you to bits. He who trusts a woman has 
small amends That is clear to me now, to my shame.” 

A Saracen looped his rope and jerked Baudouin off his feet so 
rudely that he almost strangled him. “Easy, there, you brute,” cried 
Baudouin “If I only had a horn, now,” he said to himself, “my men 
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would hear and rescue me. Corsabrin,” said he to the Saracen, “I am a 
man of great lineage, allied to kmgs and nobles on both sides of my 
family. It seems inevitable that I be done to death, but by the faith 
you owe Mahoun and Termagant, I conjure you to execute me as 
people of my nation execute a French gentleman” “How is that?” 
asked the Saracen. “Sir,” answered the knight, “he is given a horn 
so that he may blow on it five or six times to summon the angels 
to come for his soul Then, when he has trumpeted a while, he says 
a prayer; afterwards the executioners either strangle him or cut off 
his head.” “By Mahoun,” said Corsabrin, “as between gentlemen, I 
will grant your request” 

Well, now, you can guess what happened Baudouin blew for all 
he was worth — he got nose-bleed from it in fact — and Hugh heard 
him. And while he was making a prayer in fifty lines of mono-rhymed 
alexandrines, Hugh rode to the rescue As soon as the young man 
saw his brothers-in-arms on the ground below him, he turned upon 
the hangman and gave him such a clout that he fell to the earth 
with his brains oozing out of his skull You may be sure that Hugh, 
for his part, lost no time He cut his way through several Saracens 
until he reached Corsabrin, and him he pierced, heart, liver and lungs, 
with his lance 

Baudouin descended from the tree, and with a thousand men at 
his back rode away to Mont Oscur The gates were open and the 
castle unguarded He searched the chambers here and there till he 
found Ludie, whom he did not greet with a kiss. Baudouin turned 
his wife over to his men, and then slew all the inmates of the castle, 
not excepting women and children. Then he flew the Christian 
banners from the walls. When Hugh saw that he said to his barons: 
“Let us go and lodge in Mont Oscur, for it is now ours.” 

Li Bastars de Bullion came out to meet the duke and handed him 
the keys of the castle. “My lord,” said he, “I owe you much thanks 
for the promptitude with which you saved my life ” “If you are 
really grateful,” answered Hugh, “grant me a boon.” “I will refuse 
you nothing,” said Baudouin “In that case, I demand Ludie as my 
share of the spoil.” “Very well,” said the Bastars somewhat reluctantly; 
“but for God’s sake, do her no harm; she is not so bad but that she 
would do very well m a house of religion ” “By God!” answered the 
duke, “we'll put her there, but we'll make the convent of firewood 
and coals.” 'This was not at all to Baudomn’s mind, but he dared 
say nothing. 

Accordingly, the fifteen barons to whom Baudouin had confided 
her brought Ludie forward. She was taken out into the fields and 
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there burned without delay, for Hugh of Tabarie had the heart of 
a hon. 

When Adam had finished his story there was an angry murmur 
in the corner where Christine de Pisan and other ladies were sitting 
with Jean Charlier, called Gerson, and Ulrich von Lichtenstein. 

“Why should she be burned?” expostulated Fenice. “The woman 
was married against her will Well do 1 know the bitterness of 
thatl” 

As attention was drawn in their direction men saw, apparently 
for the first time, a handsome lady dressed in white satin. Her hair 
was black and plentiful, and her complexion white and pink. Her 
dark eyes seemed to glow like misty stars as she spoke . . 

“You remember me; 1 am Pia Siena made, and Maremma unmade 
me He knows it well who wedded me with his ring and then, 
urged by the desire of mendmg his broken fortunes with the dowry 
of a richer wife, with simulated )ealousy plotted to remove me from 
his path. Some of you know how his minion stole upon me in the 
half dark room as 1 was watching the sunset from my window, 
seized me by the feet and plunged me into the deep valley below. 
I, too, was married against my will, and such was my reward. How 
many, think you, have had no such quick release as mine, but have 
borne the intolerable burden in silence till all was made silent by the 
grave? Perhaps I should have held my peace still were it not that 
Messer Bandello, here present, has misstated the facts to my shame. 
I also have heard of Chiomara Would that 1 had been cast in her 
mould' But Siena made me — molles Senae . . .” 

On this there was deep silence Bandello’s conflicting emotions 
drove the colour to his face and then left it deathly pale Jean de 
Meung’s eyes shifted here and there Matheolus took refuge in his 
tankard Adam Usk fidgeted in bewilderment 

Finally Jacques de Vitry broke the tension. “No one, I suppose, 
would be so bold as to assert that Madonna Pia nor Ingeborg of 
Denmark were fortunate in their husbands,” said he, “or that young 
Baudouin de Bullion or Berengar were happy in the choice of a 
wife. Quid nunc? Let me tell you how the problem of marriage was 
setded long ago by two young people of Auvergne.” 

106. THE WEDDED LIFE OF INJLJWOSUS 

Jacques de Vitry 

I have read that in former times there lived in Auvergne a wealthy 
man of senatorial family by the name of In)uriosus. He wooed m 
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marriage a girl of his own station and was accepted. Each of the 
young people was an only child. 

When the solemmties of marriage had been celebrated, the couple, 
as was the custom, were placed m one bed. Thereupon the girl, 
weighed down with grief, turned to the wall and wept bitterly. 
Said the bridegroom. “Tell me, I pray you, what afflicts you?” And 
when she remained sdent he contmued: “I adjure you by Jesus 
Christ the Son of God, be sensible and explain to me the cause of 
your grief.” 

Then the bride turned towards him and said: “If I were to weep 
all the days of my life I could never shed enough tears to wash away 
the boundless sorrow in my breast Know that I had resolved to 
keep my wretched body for Christ, unstained by the contact of man. 
But woe IS mel who am in such wise abandoned by Him that I 
am unable to accomplish my wish, and that on this day — which I 
would that I had not lived to see — I have lost that which I have kept 
intact from my earliest age Behold, forsaken by immortal Christ, 
who promised me Paradise for my dower, it has been my lot to 
become the consort of a mortal man And whereas I would have put 
on the dress of purity, I have assumed the bridal regalia of shame, 
not of honour But what is the use of talking? Wretched one that 
1 ami If this IS what the future had in store for me, why was not 
the first day of my life also the last^ Instead of accepting the nourish- 
ment of life, would that I had entered the gate of death! In me 
the precious things of this world excite only loathing. I spurn your 
great and far-reaching lands, for it is the joys of Paradise for which 
I yearn ” 

As the girl, with copious tears, poured forth these and many other 
similar plaints, the youth was moved to pity and said “We are the 
only children of parents, who are among the noblest of Auvergne, 
wherefor they desired our union so that our line might be perpetu- 
ated, and our estate not fall into strangers’ hands after their death.” 
Said she: “The world is naught, riches are naught, secular pomp 
IS naught, and even the life we hve is naught, for we should rather 
seek that more splendid life which is not terminated by death, which 
IS not dissolved by disease nor ended by accident. In that life man 
abides in eternal blessedness, dwells m a light that does not wane, 
and, what is suU better, having been advanced to the state of angels, 
in the very presence of the Lord enjoys ever fresh contemplation of 
His glory, rejoicing with indissoluble joy.” 

To this the young husband answered: “Through your most sweet 
eloquence the glory of the eternal life has illumined me as with a 
mighty splendour; and if it is your wish to abstain from indulgence 



MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 


480 

in carnal desires, I will share your resolve. The bnde answered: “It 
IS hard for men to grant this thmg to women. However, if you 
will take measures to insure that we remain unspotted in the world, 
I will share with you the dower promised me by my spouse, my 
Lord Jesus Christ, to whom I vowed myself a servant and a bride.” 
Thereupon the young man, armed with the sign of the cross, re- 
plied: “I Will do as you urge” Then they took each other by the 
hand and went to sleep 

For many years after that they lay together in one bed, observing 
ever a praiseworthy chastity 

When Injuriosus’ wife died, he did all things that were needful, 
and soon afterwards himself followed her to the grave. As it hap- 
pened, their respective tombs were placed far apart beside different 
walls of the church But when the people entered the church on the 
morning after Injuriosus’ funeral, they beheld, indeed, a miracle, for 
the tombs were found side by side, as though to show that they 
who are united in heaven cannot be kept apart by the material cir- 
cumstances of earthly sepulture. 

“Nay,” protested Marsiglio of Padua, “that was not a settlement, 
but an evasion We shall not improve much over the ways of our 
ancestors till it becomes clear that while in the world we must live 
according to the laws established for the world, and that by so doing 
we shall reach heaven, where we shall live according to the heavenly 
law.” 

“It IS and has been an error,” said Sir Thomas Elyot, “to believe 
that men can live like angels An attempt to mix the two worlds 
causes the loss of both. ‘Render unto Caesar that which is Caesar’s ’ ” 

“There arc two kinds of marriage,” spoke up Wiclif. “Spiritual, 
as between Christ and the Church; bodily as between man and 
woman. This bodily matrimony is a sacrament, and a figure of the 
spiritual wedlock between Christ and Holy Church, as St Paul says. 
Moreover, this bodily marriage is needful to save mankind through 
generauon till the day of doom, and to restore and fulfil the num- 
ber of the angels, and those damned for pride, and to save men 
and women from fornication God ordained this kind of wedlock 
when he married Adam and Eve m Paradise ” 

“Sir Thomas has mentioned two worlds,” said Huchown of the 
Awlc Ryale. “I should like to speak of a third.” 

These words diverted Ossian’s interest from a venison pasty “ ’Tis 
long since I heard tidings of Tir na nOg,” he said with a sigh. 
“Huchown, my friend, you make me feel years younger.” 

“I know no such third world save hell,” said Wiclif severely. 
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“Pay him no heed, Huchown, man. Patrick would not listen to my 
stories, either; but I told them anyway. Tell on.” 

“I will do,” answered Huchown “What I have to say concerns 
Thomas of Erceldoune and an adventure of his. I will relate it as 
he told It.” 


107. THE FAIRY LADY OF ELDON HILL 

Huchown of the Awle Ryale 

As I was going one Endres day 
Full fast in mind makmg my mone. 

On a merry morning of May, 

By Huntly Banks, myself alone, 

I heard the ]ay and the throstle-cock; 

The mavis called to mind her song, 

The woodwale sounded like a bell. 

That all the wood about me rung. 

In that longing thereas I lay 
Underneath a seemly tree, 

I was aware of a lady gay 
Come riding over a lovely lee. 

Though I should sit until Doomsday 
To sing and warble with my tongue. 

Certainly her bright array 
Could never be described by me. 

Her palfrey was of dapple grey. 

The fairest formed that e’er could be; 

Her saddle bright as any day. 

Set with pure pearls to the knee; 

And furthermore of her array — 

Resplendent clothes she had upon. 

And like the sun on summer’s day 
Forsooth the lady herself shone 

Her saddle was of royal bone — 

Such one I never saw with ee — 

Set with many a precious stone. 

And compassed all with crapoty; 
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With stones of onoles great plenty, 
Diamonds thick about her hung; 

She bore a horn of gold seemly — 

One while she blew, another sung. 

Her girths of noble silk they were. 

The buckles were of beryl stone; 

Her stirrups were of crystal clear. 

And all with pearl over-begone. 

Her poitrel was of royal fine. 

Her crupper was of orfery, 

And clear with gold her bridle shone. 
On either side there hung bells three. 

She led three greyhounds in a leash. 
Eight brackets by her feet they ran; 

To speak with her I would not cease — 
Her neck was white as that of swan. 

Forsooth, my lords, as I you tell 
This was a lady fair begone. 

Thomas lay and saw that sight 
Underneath a seemly tree. 

He said Yon is Mary, most of might. 
Who bore the Child who died for me. 

Unless I speak to her so bright, 

I hope my heart will burst in three; 
Now will I go with all my might 
To meet with her at Eldon tree. 

Then Thomas quickly up he rose. 

And ran across that mountain high; 
And truly, as the story says 
He met with her at Eldon tree. 

He knelt him down upon his knee 
Beneath that lovely greenwood spray 
Said, lovely lady, rue on me, 

O Queen of Heaven, as well you may. 

Then spoke that lady mild of thought: 
O Thomas, let such greetings be; 
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Queen of Heaven am 1 not. 

For I reached ne’er so high degree. 

I am a lady of other countree. 

Though I be apparelled much in price. 

And here I hunt the wildwood fee. 

My brachets running at my device. 

If thou art ’parelled much in price. 

And ridest here in foolish gree, 

0 lovely lady, as thou art wise, 

Give me then leave to he by thee. 

She said, O man, that were folly; 

1 pray thee Thomas let me be 
For I say to you sikerly. 

That would destroy all my beauty. 

O lovely lady, rue on me, 

And I will ever with thee dwell. 

Here my troth I plight to thee. 

Whether thou be of heav’n or hell, 

0 man of mould, thou wilt me mar, 
However, you shall have your will 
Believe me well, your choice is bad. 

For all my beauty you will spill, 

Down alighted that lady bright. 
Underneath the greenwood spray, 

• « • 

She said, O man, you like your piay; 
What bird in bower may dwell with thee? 
You mar me all this livelong day. 

1 pray thee Thomas, let me be. 

Thomas stood up in that stead 
And looked upon that lady gay; 

Her hair hung scattered on her head. 

Her eyes seemed out, that were so grey; 

And all the rich clothes were away 
That he before saw in that stead; 

Her one shank black, the other grey, 

Her body blue like beaten lead. 
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Then Thomas said, Alas I Alas! 

This IS in faith a doleful sight. 

How art thou faded in thy face 
That shone before like sun so bright! 

Thomas, she said, this is bad rede, 

For fiend of hell, that am I none. 

For thee I am m great dis-ease. 

And suffer tortures many a one. 

These twelve months you shall with me go 
And see the manner of my life. 

And by the troth thou owest me. 

Against that mayst thou make no strife. 

Take leave, she said, of sun and moon. 
And of the leaf that springs on tree. 

These twelve months thou must with me go 
And Middle-earth thou shalt not see 

He kneeled him down upon his knee. 

To Mary mild he made his moan. 

Lovely lady, rue on me. 

For all my play is from me gone. 

Alas’ he said, and woe is me’ 

I trow my deeds will work me care. 

O Christ, I give my soul to thee. 

Wherever that my bones may fare. 

She led him in at Eldon hill. 

Underneath a secret lee. 

Where it was dark as midnight mirk — 
The water was ever to his knee. 

Thus fared they on; for day-tides three 
He heard but swowing of the flood. 

Alas, he said, full woe is me. 

Almost I die for lack of food. 

She brought him to an orchard fair 
Of many fruits m great plenty; 

Pears and apples npe were they, 

The date and also damson tree; 
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The fig and also the wine-herry. 

The nightingale there huilt her nest. 
The popinjays about did fly. 

The throstle sang with httle rest. 

He rushed to pluck fruits with his hand 
As one who long has lacked his meat 
She said: Thomas, let thou them stand. 
Or else the fiend will seize on thee. 

If thou dost pluck, the sooth to say. 

Thy soul goes to the fire of hell. 

Nor comes thereout until Doomsday, 

But there in pain will ever dwell 

Now Thomas soothly I thee hight, 

Come lay thy head down on my knee. 
And thou shalt see the fairest sight 
Saw ever man of thy coun’^ree. 

He acted quickly as she bade; 

Upon her knee his head he laid. 

For her to please he was full glad; 

And then that lady to him said: 

Seest thou yonder pleasant way 
That lies upon yonder mountain^ 

That IS the road to heaven for aye 
When sinful souls have bo.ne their pain. 

Seest thou, Thomas, yonder way 
That hes low under that fair rise? 

That IS the way, the sooth to say. 

Into the joys of Paradise. 

Seest thou yonder other way 
That passes over yonder plain? 

That IS the road, the sooth to say, 

Where sinful souls shall walk in pain. 

Dost thou see now a fourth highway 
That piasses over yonder fell? 

That is the road, the sooth to say. 

Into the burning fire of hell. 
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And seest thou now yon fair castdl 
That stands upon that pleasant hill? 

Of town and tower it bears the bell. 
And none on earth is like there-till. 

In faith, Thomas, it is mine own. 

And the king’s abode of this countree; 
But I had rather be hanged and drawn 
Than he should know thou layest by me. 

When thou dost reach yon casde gay, 

I beg, a courteous man thou be. 

And whatso any man may say. 

Forbear to answer all but me. 

My lord is served at every mass 
By thirty knights, handsome and free; 

I shall say, sitting at the dais, 

I took thy speech beyond the sea. 

As still as stone then Thomas stood. 
And gazed upon that lady gay. 

For she was now as fair and good 
As when she rode on her palfrey. 

Said Thomas Lady, joy to me 
It is that I abode this day. 

For now you are so fair and white — 
Before you were so black and grey. 

I pray you that to me you say, 

O lady, if your will it be. 

Why you were so black and grey: 

You said It was because of me. 

Forsooth, and I had not been so— 

The very truth to thee I’ll tell — 

It had behooved me straight to go 
Unto the burmng fire of hell. 

My lord he is so fierce and fell — 

He who IS king of this countree — 

Full soon he would have sensed the smdl 
Of the default Z did with thee. 
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Her greyhounds gathered by her side. 

Her brachets fell in at her heel. 

She blew her horn with might and main 
And to the castle took her way. 

Into the hall she proudly went 
And Thomas followed at her hand. 

Came ladies many, &ir and gent, 

And knelt before her in a band. 

Harp and fiddle they demand. 

Citterns and the psaltery gay; 

With lute and ribibe others stand. 

To make all manner of minstrelsy. 

Knights came dancing three by three. 
There was revel, game and play; 

Lovely ladies, fair and free 
Sat there and sang, in rich array. 

Now Thomas tarried in that place 
Much longer than 1 say, pardec. 

Till one day, as I hope for grace. 

Up spoke that lovely lady free: 

Eusk thee, Thomas, turn again. 

For here no longer mayst thou be. 

Hie thee fast with might and mam; 

I’ll bring thee safe to Eldon tree. 

Then Thomas said, with heavy cheer: 

O lovely lady, let me be. 

For certes, lady, I have been here 
No longer ume than day-tides three. 

Forsooth, O Thomas, as I thee tell. 

Thou hast been here three years and more; 
But longer now thou mayst not dwell. 

And reason I will say wherefor. 

Tomorrow morn the fiend of hell 
Will come with folk to fetch his fee; 

Thou art a handsome man and strong. 
And well I know that he’ll choose thee 
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For all the gold that e’er may be 
From heaven unto mid-earth’s end. 

Thou shalt not be betrayed by me; 

Wherefor I rede thou with me wend. 

She brought him then to Eldon tree, 

And set him ’ncath that greenwood spray. 

On Huntly Banks ’twas fair to be 
Where birds rejoice both night and day. 

Far out in yonder mountain grey 
My falcon, Thomas, builds a nest; 

The falcon is the heron’s prey — 

Wherefor in no place may he rest. 

Thomas, farewell, I wend my way, 

I may no longer bide with thee. 

Give me some token, lady gay, 

That I may say I spake with thee. 

Wherever thou fare, by frith or fell 
I pray thee speak no ill of me. 

0 Thomas, Thomas, now farewell 

1 may no longer dwell with thee. 

“I came back alone, too,” said Ossian, “and I am still alone,” he 
added, biting viciously into an Essex cheese 
“Pardon me,” said Alexander Neckam, “there is a point on which 
I am not quite clear, Thomas thought he had been away for three 
days, but the fairy lady said it had been more than three years. That 
seems to me to be a considerable discrepancy ” 

“That IS easily explained,” answered Huchown- “Thomas was the 
victim of what is called the supernatural lapse of time What is 
Timei* Who but a usurer knows the answer to that? And a usurer 
would have made small profit in dealing with the third world Even 
Joseph of Arimathia, who was in prison forty-three years, thought it 
only from Friday till Monday” 

“In my travels,” remarked the Sieur de Joinville, “I came upon a 
similar marvel When I was in the East I heard of a certain Tatar 
prince to whom three months seemed only a single night.” 

“You astonish me,” said Neckam 
“It was hke this,” said Joinville. 
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108. THE TATAR PRINCE AND THE KING OF KINGS 

JoinvtUe 

As you know, the great emperor, Prester John, had many kings 
under him, and many tribes and nations were subject to his rule. 
Among these subject peoples were the Tatars, whom Prester John 
and other princes held in abhorrence. When they brought their 
tribute the emperor’s ministers would not receive it in their presence, 
but turned their backs on them. Such insulting treatment aroused 
the indignation of one of their wise old men, who, after having 
had himself elected king, resolved to make war on Prester John. 
Indeed, he won a signal victory over him m a batdc that lasted 
three days and three nights. 

It was after this battle that a wonderful thing happened. A great 
prince of one of the Tatar tribes was missing for three months with- 
out anything being known of him On his return to his people he 
related that at the close of the battle he had ascended an exceedingly 
high hill. There he beheld an assembly of the finest dressed and 
handsomest men he had ever seen m his life. On the highest eminence 
was placed a throne of gold, and seated thereon was a king who sur- 
passed all others in beauty and in dress. On his right were six crowned 
kings richly adorned with jewels, and a like number sat at his left. 
At his right hand kneeled a beauuful queen, and at his left a hand- 
some youth with two wings as brilliant as the sun; and round about 
the throne were great numbers of handsome winged attendants. 

The king called to the prince and said “You have come from 
the host of the Tatars ’’ “Sire,” replied the prince, “that is so ” “You 
will return, then,” said the king, “and report that you have seen 
me, who am the lord of heaven and earth, and say that I command 
your king to render me thanks and praise for the victory which I 
have granted him over the forces of Prester John. You shall tell him 
also that I give him power to subdue the whole earth.” “Sire,” an- 
swered the prince, “how will my lord believe me?” “He will be- 
lieve you from the following circumstance,” replied the potentate. 
“With no more than three hundred men-at-arms you shall advance 
to combat the emperor of Persia; and though the emperor have three 
hundred thousand men, you shall vanquish him.” “Sire,” said the 
prince, “I shall never find my way back to my people unless you cause 
me to be conducted.” 

Then the potentate turned to one of his attendants “Come hither, 
George,” said he, “and lead this man back to his quarters in safety.” 
Instandy the prince was restored to his people. After telhng them 
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his adventures he was very much surprised to learn that he had been 
absent three months, for it seemed to him only a single night, and 
he had suffered neither hunger nor thirst. 

“We cannot all be illustrious princes or famous prophets,” said 
the Goodman of Bath, “and such rare adventures as theirs, whether 
in this world or any other are closed to us humbler men. I find lit- 
tle consolation in Master Huchown’s tale.” 

“Small blame to you,” remarked the Clerk of Oxenford. “The 
remedies of love so far set forth have htde to commend them, for 
they either humiliate the husband, brutalize the wife, or avoid the 
issue by asceticism, pusillanimity or compromise. Such, at all events, 
is the view of a layman in amatory matters. But there is one among 
us who can speak with more authority, not only by reason of his 
close communion with the best minds of other ages, but, unlike An- 
drew the Chaplain, from his own experience. I should be glad to 
listen were Giovanni Boccaccio to speak.” 

“Thank you,” said the Florentine, “for your courteous words. It is 
true that I have had some experience of the sex . . .” 

“And of onions?” asked Christine de Pisan 

“And I suppose I know as much good and evil of women as any 
man, for some treated me well, others shabbily, according to their 
nature If you like, I will lay my opimons before you in the form of 
a story.” 

109. TAROLFO’S UNSEASONABLE GARDEN 

Giovanni Boccaccio 

I call to mind in the land of my birth a rich and noble knight, 
who, loving a noble lady of the same country with perfect love, took 
her to wife. Another knight, named Tarolfo, likewise fell in love 
with that most beautiful lady, and so passionately did he love her 
that he could see nothing but her, nor did he wish for anything 
but her; and m many ways, whether by passing frequently before 
her house, or by jousting or tourneying, and by many other deeds, 
he exerted himself to gam her affection. Often he sent her messengers, 
promising her handsome gifts, in order that he nught know her 
mind. 

All these things the lady permitted in silence, giving neither sign 
nor favourable reply to the knight, saying to herself: When he is 
sensible that he can gain neither agreeable response nor gesture from 
me, perhaps he will cease his suit and abandon his attempts to rouse 
me. However, Tarolfo, following the teaching of Ovid, who says: Not 
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on account of the lady’s hard-hcartedncss should the lover cease to per- 
severe, for by continual dropping the soft water wears away the 
hard stone — did not give over his attentions. The lady, fearing lest 
news of these matters come to the ears of her husband, and that he 
might think they had happened with her consent, took thought that 
she would reved them to him herself; but later, actuated by better 
counsel, she said If I told him I might bring to pass something be- 
tween them on account of which I should never again live happily. 
There must be some other way of extricating myself from this dif- 
ficulty Then she thought of a cunning scheme She sent a message 
to Tarolfo to the e&ct that if he loved her as much as he seemed 
to do, she wished him to prove it by making her a present; and 
when she had received it, she swore by her gods and by the loyalty 
of a gentlewoman, that she would do all his pleasure; and if he 
were unable to give her what she wished, he should make up his 
mind not to urge her further, if he did not wish her to reveal the 
matter to her husband. The gift which she demanded was this She 
said she wished a large garden of herbs, of flowers, of trees and 
abundant fruit to be made for her in her land, in the month of 
January, just as though it were the month of May. And she said 
to herself This is impossible, and in this way I shall get rid of the 
fellow 

When Tarolfo heard this request, even though it seemed to him 
impossible of fulfilment, and though he knew why the lady asked 
It, he replied that he would never rest nor seek her presence again 
until he had procured the stipulated gift for her. He left the coun- 
try, with what household train it pleased him to take, and searched 
all the western world for advice as to how he might arrive at his 
desire; and not having found it, he sought the warmer regions, and 
finally arrived in Thessaly, whither he had been sent by a wise mtfti 
for such need. There he remained for a number of days without find- 
ing that for which he searched. One morning he rose before the sun 
and began to wander through the wretched plain which once was 
drenched with Roman blood. He had walked considerable distance 
when he saw before him, at the foot of a mountain, a man, bearded, 
but neither young nor too advanced in age, whom, by his garments, 
he deemed to be very poor. He was small of person, and very thin; 
he was gathering herbs, digging up various roots with a small knife, 
whereof a fold of his gown was already full When Tarolfo saw him 
he was in considerable doubt as to tus nature, but since judgment 
told him that it was a man, he approached and saluted him, asking 
who he was, whence he came, and what he was doing in that place 
at such an hour. 
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The oldster replied - “I am from Thebes, and Thebano is my name; 
and I search this plain culhng herbs so that by making from their 
juices certain things necessary and useful for divers ills I may gain 
the wherewithal to live; and necessity, not pleasure constrains me 
to come at this hour But who arc you — who by your appearance 
seem to be some nobleman — who wander here all alone?” TaroUo 
replied “I come from the far west, I am a knight sufficiently wealthy, 
and overcome and pricked by the thought of a certain project of 
mine which I am unable to accomplish, I go wandering here alone 
that I may the better indulge my regrets without hindrance.” 

Said Thebano- “Are you ignorant of the nature of this place? Why 
did you not take your way on the other side? Here you might very 
well suffer harm from furious spirits ” Tarolfo replied “God is power- 
ful everywhere; here as well as elsewhere He has my life and my 
honour in his hand, let him do therewith as He pleases, indeed, 
death would be to me a rich treasure” Then said Thebano- “What 
IS the undertaking whose ill success causes you so much grief?” “It 
IS such,” replied Tarolfo, “that its accomplishment seems to me quite 
impossible, for I have not found any advice even in this land ” “Can 
It be told?” asked Thebano “Yes,” said Tarolfo, “but to what good 
end? Probably none.” “But to what harm?” countered Thebano 

Then said Tarolfo “I am looking for mstruction as to how, in 
the coldest month, one might produce a garden full of flowers, fruits 
and herbs, and as beautiful as though it were the month of May, 
but 1 find no one who can give me counsel in this matter.” Thebano 
was silent for a while, then he said “You, like others, judge men 
by their clothes. If my dress had been like yours, or if you had 
found me in the company of rich princes, instead of culling herbs, 
you would not have taken so much trouble to tell me your need. 
But many times vile habiliments conceal a rich treasure of knowl- 
edge; wherefor, none should conceal his necessity from any who 
offers advice and aid unless its revelation be prejudicial to him. But 
what would you give him who should accomplish that which you 
desire?” 

At these words Tarolfo looked the man in the face, doubting lest 
he were making sport of him, for it seemed to him incredible that 
he could put the matter into effect unless he were a god. However, 
he replied “In my country I am the lord of a number of casdes 
and of considerable treasure therewith, half of which I would share 
with him who would do me this favour.” “Indeed,” replied Thebano, 
“if you would do so with me, I should no longer go culhng simples.” 
“On my word,” answered Tarolfo, “if you are he who can do as you 
say, you shall never more have to struggle to become rich. But 
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how and when will you do this for me?” Said Thebano: “The when 
lies with you, and do not concern yourself about the how. I will go 
with you, trusting in your word that you will keep your promise; 
and when we have arrived where you wish, ask what you please, 
and I will perform everything without fail.” 

Tarolfo was so pleased by this circumstance that he would have 
had scarcely more pleasure if he had had his lady in his arms at 
that moment “Friend,” said he, “the time seems long to me till you 
have accomplished what you have promised, so let us depart with- 
out delay, and repair to the place where it is to be done.” Thebano 
threw away his herbs, collected his books and other things necessary 
to his art, and took the road with Tarolfo. In a short time they 
reached the destined city at about the season of the year for which 
the garden had been ordered There they remained quietly and un- 
obtrusively until the term had arrived. But when the month of Janu- 
ary came, Tarolfo commanded that the garden should be laid out, 
so that he could present it to his lady 

Now Thebano waited for night, and when it came he saw that 
the horns of the moon had turned to complete rotundity, and that 
it shone m full refulgence over the bare earth Then, quite alone, 
he issued from the city, barefoot and leaving his clothes behind, with 
hair streaming over his naked shoulders The gende hours of the 
night passed one another, the birds, the beasts and men reposed with- 
out a murmur, and overhead the unfallen leaves adorned the trees 
without a movement; the moist air was quiet, and only the stars 
gleamed When he had circled about several times, at last he came 
to the place, beside a stream, which he chose for the site of the garden. 
There he stopped, stretched his arms to.vard the stars thrice, and as 
many times bathed his white hair in the running water of the stream, 
turning ever back to the stars and imploring them in a loud voice for 
their aid. Then he knelt upon the earth and said. “O night, securest 
shrine of high matters, and you, O stars, who with the moon suc- 
ceed resplendent day; and you, O sovereign Hecate, who bear aid 
to the matters which we undertake, and you, O holy Ceres, renewer 
of the broad face of the earth; and you, O tropies, or arts or herbs, 
and you virtuous plants, whatever you arc, that the earth produces; 
and you, O breezes, winds, mountains, streams, lakes, and every god 
of the woods and of the secret night, by whose aid I have in former 
times repulsed the flowing streams, turning them back to their sources, 
and made moving things stand firm and firm things move — ^you who 
once gave to my charms power to dry up the seas and search their 
bottoms without fear, to dissipate cloudy weather, and then again 
fill the clear sky with black clouds, making the winds cease or come 
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as I wished, and with those same charms breaking the jaws of ter- 
rible dragons, and making the standing forests move, the lofty moun- 
tains tremble, the shades return from the Stygian lake to their dead 
bodies and the living to issue from the tomb; and sometime to draw 
you, O moon, to your full rotundity, whereto in the past the soimd- 
ing basins lent their aid, sometimes dimming the clear face of the 
sun — be present now and lend me your aid. For the present busi- 
ness I have need of ]uices of herbs such as will cause the and earth, 
spoiled of Its flowers and fnuts by bitter winter, to return pardy 
flowery, with the appearance that spring has come before its tunc.” 

Having said this he silently added many other things to his prayer, 
and then became quiet. The stars did not shed their light in vain; 
A chariot, drawn by two dragons more quickly than the flight of 
any bird stopped b^ore him; he mounted thereon, and taking up 
the reins, guided the dragons into the upper air Takmg his way 
through the high regions, he left Spain and all Africa, seeking the 
island of Crete; thence he exammed Pelion, Otris and Ossa, Mount 
Neretus, Pachynus, Pelorus and Appenine In a brief circuit he 
searched them all, uprooting and cutting with his sharp sickle those 
roots and herbs which he needed; nor did he forget those which he 
had unearthed when Tarolfo found him in Thessaly. He culled vir- 
tuous stones on Mount Caucasus, and sand from the Ganges, and 
from Lybia he brought back the tongues of venomous serpents. He 
saw the banks of the Rhone and of the Seine of Pans, of the great 
Po and the Arno and the imfierial Tiber, of Nifeus, of Tanais [Don] 
and the Danube, culling from them still those herbs which seemed 
to him necessary, and adding to them those plucked on the summits 
of wild mountains. He sought the islands of Lesbos and of Colchos 
and Patmos, and whatever other he had heard might provide any- 
thing useful to his purpose. 

On the third morning he returned to the place whence he had 
started. The dragons, who merely smelled the odour of the gathered 
herbs, threw off the ancient slough of many years and were rejuve- 
nated. Thebano descended, and of two grassy turves constructed an 
altar, that of Hecate on the right, that of the goddess of regenera- 
tion [Ceres] on the left, after which he lighted votive fires on each, 
and, his ancient locks spread over his shoulders, he began, with a 
subdued murmur, to circle about them, frequently dipping the glow- 
ing embers into gathered blood, and now and then sprinkling the 
ground which he destined for the garden, then replacing them on 
the altars. Afterwards he scattered the ground three times with fire 
and water and sulphur. Then he placed upon the glowing flames a 
mighty vase filled with blood, milk and water, letting it boil for 
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a long time while he added the roots and herbs culled in strange 
places, mixing with them various seeds and flowers of peregrme 
plants, adding also stones found in the far East, and hoar-frost gath- 
ered in the preceding nights, together with the flesh of starved vam- 
pires, with the . . . scales of the cmifes, the shell of a marine turtle, 
and finally the liver and lights of a superannuated stag; and with 
these he mixed a thousand other things so strange that memory can- 
not recall them. Then he took a dry olive branch and stirred all these 
things together. In doing so the dry branch began to turn green, and 
in a short time put forth leaves, and not long after was laden with 
black olives. When Thebano observed this, he took the bubbling 
liquor and began to sprinkle it upon the chosen ground, wherein he 
had planted staves like trees, as many as he wished. Hardly had the 
ground felt this when it began to bloom, bringing forth new and beau- 
tiful greenery, and all the dry staves became fruitful trees. 

This done, Thebano returned home to Tarolfo, whom he found 
very melancholy, for Thebano’s long absence had caused him to fear 
that the magician was playing a tnck on him. “Tarolfo,” he said, 
“everything you asked has been done according to your pleasure.” 
Tarolfo rejoiced greatly at this news The next day, which was the 
occasion of a great feast, he presented himself to his lady, whom he 
bad not seen for a long time, and thus he said . “My lady, after great 
effort and exertion I have accomplished what you commanded it is 
at your pleasure whenever you wish to take pwssession thereof ” The 
lady marvelled much at seeing him, and more so at his words. She 
did not beUeve him, and rephed. “I am charmed, you shall show it 
to me tomorrow.” 

On the morrow Tarolfo waited upon the lady and said: “My lady, 
be pleased to walk into the garden which you commanded I should 
provide for you in the cold month.” The lady rose, and accompanied 
by a numerous tram, went to the garden, which they entered by a 
b^utiful gate; and within it was not cold, as it was outside, but 
permeated by a temperate air The lady went everywhere, looking 
and gathering plants and flowers which she saw growing in abun- 
dance. And the sprinkled liquor had been so powerful that the fruits 
which only August brings forth here adorned their trees in the midst 
of the bitter season, and many of the lady’s companions ate thereof. 
The lady thought this a most beautiful and marvellous thing, such 
as she had never seen. And when she realized from many evidences 
that this was a real garden, and that the knight had fulfilled her 
command, she turned to Tarolfo and said. “Indeed, sir knight, you 
have earned my love, and I am ready to grant you what I promised. 
However, I should like a boon from you, namely, that you would 
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delay enforang your claim till my lord goes to the hunt or is en- 
gaged elsewhere in the city, so that you may more prudently and 
safely take your pleasure.” 

Tarolfo was agreeable to this request, and, more or less content, 
he took his departure, leaving her in possession of the garden. All 
the people of the district knew of this garden, though none of them, 
except much later, knew how it had come into existence. The noble 
lady to whom it had been presented departed sorrowfully therefrom 
and returned to her chamber cast down and melancholy; taking 
thought how she might withdraw her promise, and finding no rea- 
sonable excuse, her sorrow increased. Her husband observed her dis- 
tress and wondered at it, asking what troubled her The lady was 
ashamed to reveal the matter and rephed that there was nothing 
amiss, fearing lest her husband be angry with her. But finally, un- 
able to resist her husband’s constant urgings that she tell him the 
cause of her distemper, she disclosed the circumstances from begin- 
ning to end. 

On hearing this the husband was thoughtful for a long time, but 
conscious that his wife had had only the purest of intentions, he 
said: “Go and fulfil your promise, and discharge your obligation fully 
to Tarolfo, for he has won his reward reasonably and with great 
effort.” At this the lady wept and replied “May the gods remove 
such sin far from me. In no wise will I do it I will kill myself 
rather than cause you dishonour or displeasure.” The knight an- 
swered' “Lady, I should certainly not want you to kill yourself for 
a matter of this sort, or even that you should worry about it; it is 
no displeasure to me; go and do as you promised, and I shall hold 
you no less dear But when this is done, take care about making such 
promises in the future, however impossible it might seem that your 
wish should be fulfilled.” 

When the lady heard her husband’s will, she adorned herself and 
made herself beautiful, and taking companions, repaired to Tarolfo’s 
hostel, where she presented herself to him, red with shame. Tarolfo 
rose from beside Thebano and advanced toward her, filled with won- 
der and )oy. He received her with all honour, and asked the occa- 
sion of her visit. The lady replied “I have come to subject myself 
to all your will, do as you please with me.” Then said Tarolfo: “You 
fill me with immeasurable astonishment, when I observe at what 
hour and with what company you have come This could not have 
happened without the knowledge of your husband.” 

Then the lady told Tarolfo from beginning to end how things had 
turned out Afterwards Tarolfo was more amazed than ever When 
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he took thought, he realized the great generosity of the husband who 
had sent her to him, and he said to himself that whoever thought 
of putting shame upon so generous a man was worthy of the greatest 
reprehension; and he said to the lady “Gentle lady, you have ob- 
served your pledge loyally and like a worthy woman, wherefor I 
consider as received that whereof I besought you, and whenever you 
please you may return to your husband; and thank him from me 
for his great mdulgence, and excuse me to him for my past folly, 
with the assurance that in the future 1 shall attempt no repetiuon 
of such things.” The lady thanked Tarolfo for his exceeding courtesy, 
and, having returned to her husband, related to him how things had 
gone with her. 

Now Thebano sought out Tarolfo and asked him how he had sped. 
Tarolfo told him. “Then,” said Thebano, “1 have in this wise lost 
what you promised me?” Said Tarolfo. “No; whenever it pleases 
you, take the half of my castles and the half of my treasure just as 
1 promised you, for I consider that you have served me at all points.” 
To this Thebano answered: “Since the knight was generous to you 
with his wife, and you did not act hke a churl to him, may it never 
please the gods that I should be less courteous More than anything 
in the world I am pleased in having served you, and it is my wiU 
that what 1 should have received from you in recompense for the 
service remain as it always was ” Nor would he accept anything from 
Tarolfo . . . and he went home as poor as he had ever been. 

“Ser Giovanni,” said Helinandus, “I could have wished there had 
been less necromancy in your talc The times are evil enough with- 
out reminder Once students used to flock to Pans for liberal arts, 
to Orleans for letters, to Bologna for law, to Salerno for medicine, 
but now all go to Toledo to learn necromancy, and nowhere for good 
manners ” 

“Sir,” said the Bachelor of Salamanca, “though what you say may 
in a large measure be true, yet I hope you will bear in mind that 
Toledo was for ages a chief city of the Moorish Caliphate, and that 
if the Moors brought with them necromancy to our land, they brought 
also Aristotle, to your behoof and mine And to show you that the 
study of the magic art is neither a simple matter nor one unattended 
by shame and danger, I will tell you a story which lately came to 
my cars." 
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no. THE NECROMANCER AND THE DEAN 

The Bachelor of Salamanca 

There was once a dean of Santiago who craved to learn the art of 
necromancy, and hearing that Don Ilian of Toledo was more adept 
therein than anyone else far or near, he went to Toledo for the pur- 
pose of studying that science under his direction 

No sooner had the dean arrived at Toledo than he proceeded to 
the house of Don Ilian, whom he found reading in a retired cham- 
ber. Don Ilian received the dean very graciously, but requested him 
not to disclose the purpose of his visit till they had broken their 
fast. When they had eaten, the dean informed his host why he had 
come to see him, begging him very earnestly to instruct him in the 
art wherein he was so skilled In reply Don Ilian pointed out that 
his guest was already a dean, and that he would doubtless rise to 
positions of still greater eminence He also observed that when men 
arrive at great place and have accomplished the objects of their am- 
bition, they easily forget what others have done for them in the past, 
and that as the star of their success rises, their sense of gratitude 
wanes. The dean assured Don Ilian that such would not be the case 
with him, and that if he would only do him this favour, he would 
be completely at his orders Such matters engaged their conversation 
tiU supper time, and they finally reached an agreement. 

Don Ilian informed the dean that the art which he desired to 
learn could not be taught save m a very privy apartment, and taking 
him by the hand, led him away As they were leaving the room he 
gave orders to his housekeeper that she should procure some par- 
tridges for their repast, but should not cook them till he gave the 
word. Then he conducted the dean down a beautifully carved stone 
staircase, descending so far that it seemed the river Tagus must flow 
over their heads At the bottom of the steps they entered a well- 
appointed chamber, wherein were collected the books necessary for 
the study of magic, and there made themselves at ease. 

As Don Ulan seemed to be making up his mind which book to 
begin with, two men entered the chamber and gave the clergyman 
a letter from his uncle the archbishop. The letter informed hun that 
his relative was dangerously ill, and that if he wished to see him 
alive, he should come immediately. The dean was much disturbed by 
this news, pardy because of his uncle’s illness, but more so because 
he was reluctant to abandon the study of magic before he had fairly 
begun It He decided that he would not be hindered so easily, and 
so, instead of going to his uncle, sent him a letter. 
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At the end of three or four days other messengers appeared. They 
brought news that the archbishop was dead, and that the magnates 
were considering the dean’s election to his uncle’s digmty. They said 
that It was expected that all would go well, but that he should stay 
where he was, for it would be easier to secure his election if he were 
not present. 

Now when seven or eight days had passed there arrived two richly 
dressed squires who kissed the dean’s hand, informing him that he 
had been chosen archbishop. When Don Ilian heard this, he expressed 
his pleasure that the good news had arrived while the dean was a 
guest in his house; and, as God had been so gracious to him, he 
begged that the now vacant deanery might be given to his son. The 
archbishop-elect replied that he hoped Don Ulan would excuse him 
and allow him to name his own brother to fill the vacancy, adding 
that he would present his son with some office in his own church 
wherewith he should be contented And he invited Don Ulan and 
his son to accompany him to Santiago. 

They had resided at Santiago for some time when one day there 
came messengers from the pope naming the former dean metropoh- 
tan of Tolosa, and he might consult his own pleasure in choosing 
someone to succeed him in the vacant see. Don Ulan now reminded 
the archbishop of his promise, urging him to confer the archbishopric 
on his son. But the archbishop again begged that Don Ulan would 
allow him to discharge a family obligation by naming one of his 
paternal uncles to fill the vacancy. Don Ulan replied that he felt very 
unjusdy treated, but that he would expect the new metropolitan to 
make good his promise at the first possible opportunity. The arch- 
bishop thanked him and renewed his assurance that he would favour 
his son at some future time; and inviting Don Ulan and his son to 
accompany him, they all set out for Tolosa. 

At Tolosa they were well received by the counts and the great men 
of the country. They had resided there about two years when let- 
ters came from the pope to the effect that the metropolitan had been 
made cardinal He should select his own successor at Tolosa On this 
occasion Don Ulan went to the metropolitan and reminded him that 
several vacancies had occurred in church offices, but that, contrary 
to his promise, Don Ulan’s son had been appointed to none of them. 
Now, he said, he hoped the new cardinal would confer the see of 
Tolosa on his son. But once more the cardinal begged to be forgiven 
for bestowing the vacancy on one of his maternal uncles, a very good 
old man whom he wished to oblige In Rome, however, doubdess 
many opportunities would arise for rewarding him with all his son 
could desire. Don Ulan complained bitterly, but none the less accom- 
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panied the cardinal to Rome They were well received and resided 
there a long time Don Ilian daily besought the cardinal to bestow 
some office on his son, but the prelate always found some excuse for 
not doing so. 

While they were at Rome the pope died, and the cardinals, assem- 
bled in conclave, elected the Spanish cardinal to the throne of St 
Peter. After congratulating him on his new dignity Don Ilian said: 
“You now have no excuse for not fulfilling the promises you have 
made me hitherto.” But the new pope told him not to be so impa- 
tient, but to give him time to think of some fitting post for his son. 
At this reply Don Ilian lost patience, and recalled to the popie how 
at their first meeting he had promised to do all he could to advance 
hts interests “In all this time you have done nothing,” he said, “and 
have shown that ingratitude which 1 expected from the first. Do you 
imagine that I am imjMsed upon by this new evasion ? Disabuse your- 
self of that idea, for henceforth I shall put no faith in your words ” 

These expressions angered the pope “You forget yourself,” he said. 
“If you persist in taking such a tone with me, I will have you thrown 
into prison Perhaps you do not remember th.'>t you are a heretic and 
a sorcerer; but I remember it I know that at Toledo you had no 
other means of livelihood than your cursed necromancy Woe to you 
if you continue to importune me*” 

Don Ilian now had no choice but to leave Rome, and he informed 
the pope of his intention The pontiff, however, would grant him 
no provision wherewith to support himself on the road “In that case,” 
said Don Ilian, “since I have nothing to eat, I must needs depend 
upon the partridges which I ordered for tonight’s refection ” "Then 
he called out to his housekeeper and gave her directions about cook- 
ing the birds for his supper 

No sooner had the necromancer spoken than the dean found him- 
self once more in Toledo, still dean of Santiago, as he had been on 
his first arrival, and so overwhelmed with shame that he knew not 
what to say But Don Ilian said “It is fortunate for me that I made 
trial of your good faith before proceeding to instruct you Under the 
circumstances I find that I shall be able to eat these partridges with- 
out your assistance.” 

“Partridges, is it^” asked Ossian wonderingly. “In my time spar- 
rows were larger than any partridges I have eaten lately. Woe it is 
that I am for the hunger that is on me in this land!” Then his 
glance lighted upon half a dozen roast hams ranged on a table 
dormant. “What might these be?” he asked Geoffrey Keating, re- 
turning to his seat and piling the lot before him on the table. 
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“My friend,” said Giraldus Cambrcnsis before Keating could an- 
swer, “those are pig hams” 

“Is It so, now?” exclaimed Ossian “The thighs of ravens were 
larger in my day,” he added as he bit into a ham. 

“Why,” said Giraldus, “the Chase of Shcve Cullin must be a thou- 
sand years behind you!” 

“It seems only yesterday,” replied Ossian through a mouthful of 
ham 

“Distance, of time as well as of space,” observed Roger Bacon, 
“lends enchantment. And that is a fact which the critics of romance 
might profitably take into their consideration. If critics must ration- 
alize romance, they would do well to prepare themselves for the 
task by a good stifF course of physics As it is, they are almost as 
Ignorant as doctors of medicme” 

“Messer Giovanni,” said the Clerk of Oxenford, “the Goodman of 
Bath and I — and Matheolus and Christine and Andrew — are still in 
some doubt as to the manner in which we should interpret your tale.” 

“Well,” answered the Florentine, “I thought the point was clear 
enough — ^that man and wife should treat each other with mutual trust 
and forbearance” 

“I never expected to find truth in the mouth of a story-teller,” said 
Wiclif, “but I heartily approve of that text” 

“And for those who find this beyond their strength or will,” went 
on Boccaccio, “I have one other pill, or rather 1 borrow it from an 
eminent countryman of mine Leave women and study mathematics. 
But this really applies only to men past the age of sixty.” 

“Now that the question pertaining to the relation of the sexes has 
been unsatisfactorily answered,” said Hallarstein the Skald, “I should 
like to revert to a matter which caused considerable perturbation a 
while back The exemplary characters of a cat, a horse and a fly were 
held up for your admiration, with the result that Dr Keating got 
into a state which has caused him to neglect his drink all evening 
To me, a foreigner, it seems that the learned historian might allow 
Adamnan’s story of the horse to cancel Gerald’s; but if not, I will 
throw a dog into the balance and an Irish dog at that ” 

Keating looked at the speaker with a countenance visibly brighter 
as he prepared to hsten to the tale of . . . 

III. THE DOG VIGI 

Hdtlarstein 

After Olaf Tryggvison had married the lady Gyda he continued 
to reside in England for the most part, though he occasionally made 
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business trips to the neighbouring islands. Once it happened that he 
lay off the coast of Ireland with a large fleet Provisions had run 
short, so that a land foray was necessary to obtain supplies. The 
foragers collected a great number of sheep and cattle, and drove them 
down to the strand where their boats lay. As they did so, they were 
followed by a certain Irish farmer or bo-mre, who begged Olaf to 
give him back the cows that belonged to him from among those 
the men were driving off Olaf told him to take his cows if he could 
pick them out and separate them from the others, if he could do so 
without delaying the men “But I think that neither you nor any 
man can perform that feat,” he said, “considering that there are many 
hundred cattle in the drove.” 

With the Irishman was his cattle-dog On hearing the king’s reply, 
he sent his dog among the cattle as they were being driven away, 
one man’s with another’s. The dog ran into the herd and drove out 
exactly the number which the farmer said he wanted They were all 
branded with one and the same mark, which showed that the dog 
did indeed know the right beasts. 

“O man,” said the king, “your dog is extraordinarily clever; will 
you give him to me?” For the king always coveted any object of 
superior quality or value “I will give him,” replied the Irishman 
In return, Olaf made the farmer a present of a gold ring, and prom- 
ised him his friendship m future This excellent dog was called Vigi. 
King Olaf owned him a long time after that. 

One summer a man named Grim went out to Iceland He was a 
member of King Olaf’s body-guard, and at one time had been a fore- 
casde man. That winter he stayed in Iceland, and in the summer at- 
tended the Thing. Also present at the Thing was an Icelander named 
Thorkel Fringe During the procession to the law rock he happened 
to stumble, and fell, and on account of the crowd, was trodden under 
foot. When Thorkel got to his feet again, he was very wroth. He 
recognized Grim as the man whose foot had been heaviest. 

With Thorkel at the Thing was a young man named Sigurd, noted 
for his strength and athletic prowess. Thorkel bade him take venge- 
ance on Grim for the shame he had suffered. Late that evening, 
while Grim was preparing for bed, Sigurd strode into his booth and 
killed him Grim’s kinsmen naturally started a suit for manslaugh- 
ter, and the upshot of it was that Sigurd was outlawed Thorkel 
Fringe assisted him to get away. Late in autumn, passing under an 
assumed name, Sigurd arrived in Norway in company of some mer- 
chants. 

When King Olaf learned that his man Grim had been slam, and 
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that the slayer was probably not far away, he became very angry, 
and caused ^e merchants’ ship to be searched. Sigurd was discovered 
and put m fetters. A Thing was summoned. Then the king ordered 
the prisoner to be stripped of his clothes, and gave judgment that 
he should bate the dogs till he was dead On the pronouncement of 
this doom one of Olaf’s body-guard spioke m Sigurd’s behalf, but 
without avail. “He shall die,” said Olaf, “so that other men may 
be afraid to kill my people without provocation.” The bishop was 
asked to intercede, and he bade the king set the man free. “The 
bishop IS not better able to judge a man than I,” said Olaf. “Strip 
off his clothes at once!” 

So It was done. A ring of men formed round the prisoner, and the 
dogs were let loose upon him as he stood before them, naked and 
with hands bound. But so keen was the dash of his eyes, it is said, 
that the dogs all turned back, and not one was so grim that it dared 
approach him when he turned his glance on it Thereupon Olaf 
called his dog Vigi, and stroking him gently, pointed out the naked 
man Vigi was somewhat hesitant, yet he stood up obediently, with 
hair bristling Then he sprang at Sigurd and tore him, and then he 
came back and lay down at the king’s feet When Sigurd felt the 
bitter pain, he gave a great leap over and beyond the ring of men, 
and fell down dead 

There were two friends, Raud of Godeys, and Thori, surnamed 
the Hart, of Vaga They were both heathen men, and Raud m par- 
ticular was very skilful in witchcraft. 

When Raud and Thori learned that King Olaf was sailing from 
the south with a great force to Halogaland, they gathered an army 
against him They met the king’s fleet, and at once joined battle. A 
great fight was there, and a great fall of men, but at last the heathen 
men were beaten down and their ships disabled. Raud fled out to 
sea with the aid of a magically induced wind Thori Hart made for 
land and leaped ashore with his men Olaf was hard at his heels, 
and with him was his dog Vigi When the king saw whither Thon 
was running, he ran after him, and to Vigi he said “Catch the hart. 
Vigil” The dog ran in upon the fugitive, whereupon Thori made a 
stand. Olaf threw his spear at him, while Thori thrust at the dog 
with his sword and gave him a great wound At the same moment 
the king’s spear went in under Thon’s arm, and came out on the 
other side of his body. Thori left his life there Vigi was borne to 
the ships; Olaf let send for a skilled leech, and he recovered from 
his wound. 
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In the island of Moster there dwelt an old blind man who had a 
reputation for second sight. Not long before the battle of Svold, King 
Olaf and his fleet stopped at the island The king and some of his 
men went to the old man’s house, giving out that they were mer- 
chants, and asked for tidings. “Alas!” said the seer, “in one ven- 
ture the men of Norway shall lose the four noblest things of their 
kind that ever came into the land. First is King Olaf Tryggvison; 
second is Queen Thyri; third is Olaf’s ship, the Long Serpent; and 
fourth is the king’s dog, Vigi.” 

We know that King Olaf disappeared from the Long Serpent when 
Earl Enc boarded her, but whether or not he went to his death is 
a matter upon which authorities do not agree. We know that Queen 
Thyri died of grief at his loss. And we know that the Long Serpent, 
after the battle of Svold, fell to Eric’s share of the spoil, but that 
she proved unamenable to the helm, and that the earl had her broken 
up after he reached the Vik On that voyage to Norway Einar Tham- 
barskelf, the mighty archer, was aboard, along with other men to 
whom Earl Eric had given quarter; and in the fore-room at the front 
of the ship lay Vigi, who had not stirred from that place during 
the entire time of the battle. 

When the earl finally brought the Long Serpent into the Vik, 
Einar Thambarskelf, before going ashore, went to the dog as he lay 
there and said' “We are masterlcss now, Vigi” At these words the 
dog sprang up growling, and then with a loud howl, as though 
stricken to the heart, ran ashore with Einar. He went to a mound 
not far away and lay down there He would accept food from no 
man’s hand, though he drove away birds, beasts and other dogs from 
his ration Tears welled from his eyes, and lamenting the loss of his 
master in this way, he lay there ull he died. 

“That was indeed a dog of admirable character,” said Alexander 
Neckam when Hallfred had finished, “the more so since he served 
a hard master.” 

“Pliny,” remarked Sir Thomas Elyot, “cites many cases of dogs 
that have faithfully served and loved their masters He says, for ex- 
ample, that a certain Titus Habinius and his companions were sen- 
tenced to execution. One of these men had a dog which could never 
be driven away from the prison Nor, later, would he leave his master’s 
body when it was taken from the place of execution, but howled 
most lamentably. One of the bystanders threw a piece of meat to 
the dog, and he brought it and laid it at his master’s mouth. And 
when the corpse was thrown into the Tiber, the dog swam after it 
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as long as he could, and even tned to bear it up to keep it from 
sinking.” 

“Some men there are," said Roger of Wendover, “who seem to 
inspire great loyalty, whether of humans or of dogs. The famous 
Ragnar Lothbroc was no less faithfully loved by his dog than the 
famous Olaf.” 

“Well,” said the Goodman of Pans, “I think French dogs are no 
less sagacious and faithful than others I recall Macaire . . .” But 
at this point the Goodman was checked by a fit of coughing. 

“You should do something for that cough,” advised John of Gad- 
desden. “I recommend — without charge — an ointment composed of 
honey and your wife’s spittle That was a medicament frequently 
employed by Lucius Vitellius, the father of the emperor.” 

“I have enough recipes of my own,” coughed the Goodman. 

“When I was travelling in Wales with the archbishop Baldwin,” 
said Gerald, “I heard of a dog belonging to Owen . . .” 

Gerald would have said more but was prevented by a burst of 
laughter. It was Roaring Dick, who thus gave voice to some inner 
amusement “The subject of dogs,” he said in reply to inquiry, “re- 
minds me of a curious story ” 

"Let us hear it,” said Elyot, “perhaps it will amuse us also.” 

112. SHEEP INTO DOG 

Roaring Dic\ 

Once upon a time I heard about a poor old man who was carry- 
ing a lamb to market to sell. As he walked along on his way he 
was observed by a certain practical joker, who perceived that he was 
old and simple. He said to some of his companions* “Do as I tell 
you and we shall get that sheep from the old fellow for nothi.ig” 
Thereupon he stationed his friends one by one at various points 
where the old man was likely to pass. As he came up to the first 
trickster the fellow said “O man, will you sell me that dog of 
yours?” The old man only looked at him askance and went on 
his way. When he came to the second joker the latter said; “Brother, 
will you sell me that hound ? I will give you a penny for him ” To 
this the old man replied* “Do not be making fun of me. It is a 
lamb, not a dog.” When the third hooligan asked him if he would 
sell his dog for a penny, the old man was wroth and answered: 
“This is a poor joke.” 

He continued on his way till he met the fourth joker, who also 
offered him a penny for his dog The old man was abashed and 
said nothing But when the fifth rascal also offered to buy his hound. 
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the old fellow began to wonder why so many people should want to 
buy a dog when it was no dog, but a sheep. He turned the matter 
over in his mind and finally came to a decision. “God knows I 
thought It was a lamb,” he said to himself, “but smce it really seems 
to be a dog, I will carry it no farther ” Therewith he threw down his 
burden and went his ways And when he had gone, the practical 
joker and his fellows came along, caught the lamb, and ate it. 

When Dick had finished he looked about somewhat fatuously as 
though expecting applause, or at least approval, but nobody laughed, 
not even John the Reeve 

“Your tale,” said the Clerk of Oxenford, “illustrates a principle 
which I have always supported, namely, that the educated man is 
he who not only can see things, but who knows what he is looking 
at when he sees it.” 

“Speaking of sheep,” said Henry Castide, “I once heard somewhere 
about a man who stole one of his neighbour’s sheep and ate it The 
owner went to a saintly preacher who dwelt near by and complained 
of his loss Speaking before his congregation the preacher many times 
commanded that whoever had the sheep should return it to its right- 
ful owner, but no one would admit having taken it. Finally, one 
holy day when all the people were gathered in the church the preacher 
commanded that by the grace of God the stolen sheep should bleat 
m the belly of the man who had stolen and eaten it, so that all men 
might hear. And so it did, and the thief was known, and forced to 
make amends for his trespass. And all others who were present at 
that miracle were ever afterwards afraid to steal.” 

“That was one of Patrick’s mmor miracles,” remarked John Col- 
gan “It would have been more instructive to tell how he contended 
with King Loegaire and his druids” 

“Will you tell It?” asked John Capgrave 

“Willingly,” replied Colgan, “on another occasion " 

“Your hero, or rather your villain, got off easily,” said Froissart 
to Castide “At the court of Sultan Bajazet the execution of justice 
was less haphazard and uncertain, especially when it was suspected 
that the thief had eaten his loot. 

“I recall,” continued the historian, “that one time when the Lord 
of Nevers and other French barons were with the sultan, a poor 
woman came to him in tears to demand justice against one of his 
servants, and said ‘Sultan, I address myself to you as my sovereign, 
and complain of one of the servants attached to your person This 
mormng he entered my house and seized by force the goat noilk 
which I had provided for myself and children, and drank it against 
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tny will I told him that I would complain to you of this outrage, 
but I had no sooner uttered the words than he gave me two great 
bullets, and would not desist, though I ordered him to do so in your 
name. O Sultan, do me justice, as you have sworn to your people 
that you would do, so that I may be satisfied, this injury punished, 
and everyone know that even the meanest of your subjects may ob- 
tain his rights.’ Now the sultan was determined that all crimes com- 
mitted within his dominions should be severely punished; he there- 
fore listened attentively to her words, and said that he would do 
her justice He ordered the varlet to be brought and confronted with 
the woman, who repeated her complaint The fellow, who dreaded 
Bajazet, began to make excuses, saying that the accusation was false. 
But the woman told a plain tale, and persisted in asserting its truth. 
Finally the sultan stopped her and said ‘Woman, consider your ac- 
cusation well, for if 1 find that you have told a he, you shall suffer 
death' ‘My lord,’ replied the woman, ‘I consent to that, for if what 
I say were not true, I could have no reason to come before you; all 
I ask IS justice.’ ‘Justice you shall have,’ replied the sultan 

“Then he ordered the servant to be seized and his belly opened, 
for otherwise he would not have known whether he had drunk the 
milk or not. The milk was found in the man’s stomach, for it had 
not yet had time to be digested. When the sultan saw this evidence 
he said to the woman ‘You had just cause of complaint Now go 
your way, for the injury done you has been punished ’ Then the 
woman was compensated for her loss, and she went home. This 
judgment of Bajazet was witnessed by the French lords who were 
in his country at the time ” 

“That was rigorous justice, indeed,” commented Sir John For- 
tescue. 

“Possibly too rigorous,” ventured William Langland 

“Unless,” said Thomas Linacrc, “they had the criminal .sewed up 
again When I was in Pans one of my colleagues told me about an 
interesting case. There was a certain franc-archer confined in the 
prisons of the ChStelet for divers robberies and sacrilege. For these 
crimes he was condemned to be hanged at Montfaucon, but he ap- 
pealed to the court of parliament, whither he was led for trial. The 
court dismissed the appeal and confirmed the sentence of the provost 
of Pans, to whom he was remanded for execution. But the surgeons 
and physicians of Pans petitioned the king that, as a variety of per- 
sons were afflicted with the stone and other internal disorders, and 
that as this franc-archer had complaints similar to those of which the 
lord of Bouchage now lay dangerously ill, it was requisite that the 
internal parts of a living man should be examined, and that no bet- 
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ter subject could have offered than this franc-archer under sentence 
of death. 

“The physicians and surgeons, in consequence of the king’s per- 
mission, opened his body, and having examined his bowels, replaced 
them, and sewed up the body By the king’s orders, every care was 
taken of him, and within fifteen days he was perfectly cured, and 
not only pardoned for his crimes, but a sum of money was given to 
him This was in the year 1474” 

“The same anatomical curiosity, or shall we say, spirit of research, 
animated the emperor Nero,” said Gilbertus Anglicus “According to 
an authority whom I will not name, the emperor had his own mother 
cut open to find out how he lived and was fed before birth ” 

“Nero had a nasty mind,” said the Clerk of Oxenford, “and if I 
might say so, stmtle gaudet stmtli " 

Gilbertus flushed and would have replied, but stopped, fascinated 
as It were, by the shaking hand and quivering jaw of the monk of 
St Evroult, who was obviously struggling to speak 

“I gather,” said Ordericus Vitalis finally, addressing Henry Cas- 
tidc, “that the miracle which you related took place in Ireland, par- 
ticularly since Colgan has ascribed it to St Patrick Now strange as 
It may seem, I have never been in Ireland, but . 

“A similar miracle took place at Santo Domingo,” interrupted An- 
drew Boorde, “if one can believe the townsmen who asseverate that 
a boiled cock crew in their mayor’s dish.” 

“I do not doubt you, doctor,” replied Ordcric; “but it was a miracle 
of a somewhat different nature that came into my mind, and has 
nothing to do with roosters, though it does touch briefly on sheep.” 

“Don’t quibble,” said William of Newburgh, “what came into 
your mind?” 

Ordenc gave a deprecating cough and then told the anecdote of . . . 

1 13. THE NUT-CRACKING THIEF AND THE CRIPPLE 

Ordencus Vitoits 

In a certain district of Normandy there stands a church outside 
the town upon a hill One evening two thieves met there and made 
agreement that one of them should go steal a lamb, and the other 
should go and steal nuts; and he who finished his business first should 
come back to the church and wait for his companion in the porch. 

He who had been appomted to steal nuts got through with his 
job quickly and returned to the porch and sat down While waiting 
for the return of his friend he passed the time cracking his stolen 
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nuts and eating them. Now it happened that the clerk came to the 
church to ring curfew. As he drew near to the porch and heard the 
noise of the nuts being cracked, he thought it was the devil, and in 
a great fright ran home to the priest’s house as fast as he could. “The 
devil,” said he, “is in the church porch” 

In the priest's house there was an old man and lame, and he scoffed 
at the clerk, saying that he was not afraid of devils in porches. And 
he said to a young hind also present in the room, a strong fellow, 
that if he would carry him to the church on his back, he would 
make sure whether or not the devil was in the porch The young 
man was agreeable, so the cripple climbed onto his back, and they 
set out. 

When the thief who was in the church porch saw someone com- 
ing bearing something on his back, he thought it was his friend 
with a lamb on his neck, and cried ouf “Is he fat?” On hearing this 
the young labourer who had the cripple on his back answered 
“Whether he be fat or lean, I will leave him with you.” And with 
that he threw the man to the ground, and fled home as fast as he 
could For his part, the old man gathered his strength and courage 
together and ran also, and reached home before the young man 
who had borne him And from that time, though he had been a 
cripple for seven years, he went about on his feet as well as any man. 

“I, too, have heard that story,” said John Bromyard, “though the 
details were somewhat different.” 

“Who hasn’t heard it?” asked John Skelton “In the version known 
to me the two thieves were a miller and a tailor ” 

"Furtum celari non potest," observed Fra Cipolla, “as I always say 
when I am preaching among the people I have often told the ex- 
emplum related by Roaring Dick as well as the tale to which we 
have ]ust listened But when I found a congregation more ihan usu- 
ally hard-hearted, and whose money-pouches were suffering from 
quinsy, there was one story I told which never failed to have a leni- 
tive effect’ 

“What was that?” asked Robert Mannyng 

“It was the story,” answered Fra Cipolla, “of . . .” 

1 14. THE THIEVES WHO WENT IN SEARCH OF DEATH 

Fra Ctpolla 

One day a certain hermit travelhng through a wooded place hap- 
pened upon a spacious grotto which lay in a retired position, and, 
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Since he was very weary, he decided to rest therein. As he drew near 
the grotto, he saw something gleaming brightly, and there indeed, 
was a heap of gold As soon as the hermit realized what he had 
found, he went away with all haste, fleeing to the desert as fast as 
he could As he fled he encountered three rascally brigands who 
dwelt in the forest for the purpose of robbing any who passed 
through Now they, who lay m ambush, seeing the hermit m such 
a hurry, though no one seemed to be pursuing him, were somewhat 
uneasy None the less they stopped him to ask why he fled, ior 
they marvelled gready thereat. 

Said the hermit “My brothers, I am fleeing from Death, who is 
following close on my heels ” The robhers, seeing neither man nor 
beast, replied’ “Show us the one who is pursuing you; lead us to 
the place where he is.” “Come with me, if you will,” said the her- 
mit, “and I will show you, though it would be far better for you 
to flee also.” But the robbers wanted to find Death and see what he 
looked like, and repeated their command Thereupon the hermit, see- 
ing that he could do no otherwise, and standing in fear of them, led 
them to the grotto which he had )ust left and said, pointing to the 
heap of gold “Here is Death who was pursuing me ” 

The robbers at once recognized the gold for what it was, and 
began to rejoice greatly They gave the good man leave to go where 
he would, and he went about his business, while the robbers mocked 
him as a simpleton. 

Now the bandits took stock of the treasure and began to discuss 
what they should do One said “It seems to me that since God has 
given us such good luck we should not leave without taking this 
treasure with us ” Said another “Not so Let one of us take some 
of the gold, sell it in the city and buy bread and wine and other 
things whereof we stand in need; let him do as he pleases, provided 
only that he bring provisions back to us" All agreed to this pro- 
posal 

The devil, who is sly and cunning in effecting all the evil he can, 
put an idea into the head of him who went to town for provisions 
“When I arrive in town,” said he to himself, “I will eat and drink 
my fill’ then 1 will buy certain things which I need just now, after- 
wards I will put poison in the provisions and carry them back to 
my companions Then, when they are both dead, I shall be lord 
of all that treasure And if 1 reckon correctly, there is so much of 
It that I shall be the richest man in all this district.” And as he 
thought, so he did He ate as much as he wished, and then poisoned 
all the remainder of the food, and so brought it to his fellows 

In the meantime, while he was on his way to town scheming how 



THE SECRET OF LOWRY LORC’S EARS 5II 

to kill the others and obtain all the gold for himself, those who re- 
mained behmd thought no better of him than he of them, and they 
said, one to the other: “As soon as our fellow comes back with the 
bread and wine and other things, we will kill him; then all this 
great treasure can be divided between the two of us; and since there 
wiU be fewer to share with, each will get a larger portion.” 

Now the first man returned, and when the two perceived him, 
they set upon him with knife and spear and killed him When he 
was quite dead, they sat down to eat the provisions he had brought. 
As soon as they had eaten their fill they fell over dead. Now all three 
had got their death 

Thus does God reward traitors They went in search of Death, and 
thus did they find him, in a manner which befitted them. But the 
wise man prudently fled, and the gold remained unpossessed as before. 

When Father Onion had fimshed his exemplum old Umbos stirred 
uneasily, and Martin Scabby shrank into his cloak Peter Bell shivered. 
“How did we get onto this subject?” he queried. 

“If 1 might be so bold,” said Henry Castide, “I should like to 
return to the matter which lately caused Doctor Keating so much 
annoyance, now that the historian of St David’s is no longer within 
earshot.” 

As a matter of fact, Giraldus Cambrensis was explaining the nature 
of dogs to an audience composed of Paul the Deacon, Bartholomew 
Anglicus, Sordello and Alexander Ncckam, while Ossian gave car 
with every evidence of great interest. 

“There may be something m Gerald’s account of the horse,” con- 
tinued Henry, “at least if one can put any belief in a story 1 heard 
while living in firm ” 

“Let us hear it,” invited Froissart. 

1 15. THE SECRET OF LOWRY LORC’S EARS 

Henry Castide 

It IS related of Labraidh Loinscch that his ears were shaped like 
those of a horse; on which account every person who cut his hair 
was instantly put to death in order that neither he nor anybody else 
alive should be aware of that blemish 

Now It was the habit of this king to have his hair cut once every 
year, that is, he was wont to get all ihe hair that had grown below 
his ears clipped off Lots were cast in order to determine the man 
who should perform this service, because the person upon whom the 
lot fell was put to death. 

One time the lot fell upon the only son of an aged widow who 
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dwelt near the king's residence. Upon hearing thereof she instantly 
betook herself to the king's presence, and besought him not to put 
her only son to death, as he was the only child she had. The king 
then promised to spare her son provided he would keep secret what- 
ever he might see, and would never disclose it to anyone till the 
hour of his death. After this, when the youth had cut the king's 
hair, the burden of that secret so operated upon his mind and body 
that he had to he down on the bed of sickness, and no medicine 
could have any salutary effect on him. 

When the youth had been thus wasting away for a long time, a 
certain learned druid came to see him, and told his mother that the 
burden of a secret was the cause of her son's disease, and that he 
could never recover until he had told it to something. He then 
told the boy that though he was bound not to discover the secret to 
any human being, he might, nevertheless, go to the meeting of four 
roads, and when there, turn to his right and address the first tree 
he met, and tell his story to it 

The first tree the lad met with was a large willow, and to it he 
declared his secret Hereupon the disease brought on by brooding 
over his burdensome secret was immediately dissipated, and he re- 
turned perfectly well to his mother’s house 

Soon after that it happened that Craftini broke his harp, and had 
to go to look for materials for another He chanced to hit upon the 
very tree to which the widow’s son had told his secret, and from 
It he made him a harp But when this harp was finished and put 
in order, and when Craftini commenced to play thereupon, it gave 
forth sounds which caused all who heard it to think that it uttered 
the words. “Da o fill for Labraidh Lore,” that is, “Two horse’s ears 
on Lowry Lore.” And as often as the harp was played upon, it gave 
forth the same sounds 

Now when the king heard of this he repented him of the numbers 
he had put to death in order to conceal his deformity, and he forth- 
with exposed his ears to his household, and never afterwards con- 
cealed them. 

“That IS just a romantic talc,” said John Gower, “which some 
Irish shannachie adapted from the anecdote about Midas” 

“Possibly,” admitted Harington, “but if I remember correctly, Midas 
had ass’s, not horse’s, ears ” 

“Speaking of intelligent brute beasts,” said John Mirk, “I have read 
somewhere a story which not only illustrates the perspicacity of ani- 
mals, but which might serve as an example of gratitude to men them- 
selves.” 
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1 16. THE KNIGHT AND THE LION 

John Mtr\ 

Once upon a time a knight was seeking adventures in a far coun- 
try. It fell out that as he was riding through a great forest he heard 
lamentations of some animal that seemed to be in distress He rode 
in the direction whence the noise came, and saw how a long and 
thick serpent had entwined a lion, binding him to a tree with his 
coils as he leaned there to sleep When the lion had awakened and 
found himself fast and helpless he made a hideous noise And when 
he perceived the knight, he made a still greater noise, as though be- 
seeching help from him 

The knight had compassion on the lion, it is true, and yet he 
feared that if he freed him, the lion might fall upon him However, 
since he was a true knight, and saw that the lion, king of all beasts, 
was in distress, he drew his sword and cut the serpent in two. As 
soon as the lion felt himself loosed, he fell down at the knight's 
feet as meek as a spaniel And from that hour, night and day, he 
followed this knight wherever he went, and lay at his feet at night. 

In tournament and battle the beast gave such assistance to his 
master that this knight and his hon were the subject of all men’s 
talk. Nevertheless, by reason of certain men’s counsel, he held the 
hon in some suspicion; wherefor, when he was ready to return to 
his own country, he got into a ship secretly while the lion slept, and 
so sailed away And when the lion awoke and missed his master, 
he gave a great roar and went after him down to the sea, and swam 
after the ship as far and as long as he could Finally his strength 
failed and he drowned 

“I have always felt sorry for that hon,” concluded Mirk 

“Certainly,” said Gower, “as you pointed out, the knight himself 
might have learned something about behaviour from his brute com- 
panion ” 

“My experience of lions has not been so exemplary,” put in Gerald. 
“At Pans I saw a lion which some cardinal had presented to Philip, 
the son of King Louis, when it was a cub. The hon was in the 
habit of frequenting the society of a silly girl, named Joan. If, by 
any chance, it became unruly and infuriated to the extent that no 
one else could approach it, Joan was called, and the sight and smell 
of her immediately pacified its rage Soothed by female allurements, 
It followed her where she pleased, and immediately changed its fury 
to love These brutes, both girl and beast, deserved death according 
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to Leviticus XX, 16. Then, too, I knew of a goat, and a woman who 
had seduced it to her love Both the goat and the woman belonged 
to Ruaidhri, king of Connaught . . 

At this point Michael O Cleingh and Geoffrey Keaung rose as 
one man; each seized Gerald by an arm and led him gently but 
firmly away through the door giving onto the western wall It was 
only a moment or two till Geoffrey and Michael came back. 

“How IS the night outside?” asked someone. 

“Wet,” said Geoffrey, “very wet.” 

“And muddy,” added MichacL 

“That IS what I call dirty weather,” said Roaring Dick, but no- 
body laughed at his joke but himself and John the Reeve. 

“Master Jehan,” said the Minstrel of Reims, “I recollect you said 
there was tale-telling at the house of the brewy where Lancelot took 
lodging after slaying the wild cats.” 

“That IS so,” answered Jehan. 

“Sir knight,” said the minstrel, turning to Lancelot, “do you remem- 
ber any of those talcs?” 

“Only vaguely,” replied Lancelot, wiping his moustaches with the 
back of his hand “You must understand that I was forwearied But 
the misfortune of the knight who had lost his eye reminded some- 
one of a similar incident in connection with Cranat Then, too, 
there was an account of a certain Blai Briuga, and another person 
related a story about Queen Meave of Connaught. After that I ex- 
cused myself and went to bed ” 

“Does anyone here know those tales?” asked the Minstrel. 

“I recall the miracle of Cranat’s eyes,” said Eices ind RigL 


1 1 7. THE EYES OF LOVE 

Etces tnd Rtgh 

About the time when Ida was king of Bernicia, and Gildas was 
writing his famous Epistle, Cairbre Crom, the son of Crimthann Srem, 
was king of Munster In Fermoy Finan was king, and his royal 
residence was Dun Tulcha Aird The daughter of his mother was 
Cranat, and she had her ascetic retreat in the heart of the Black Wood. 

Now on a time Cairbre the Crooked came to Dun Tulcha Aird 
to ask for Cranat’s hand in marriage The suit was pleasing to Finan, 
and he sent two servants, Cuanir and his brother, to bid Cranat come 
to speak with Cairbre. 

With Cranat were her two novices, Maelbracha and Laithche. They 
had gone but a short distance with the men when Cranat asked them 
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what was wanted with her at Dun Tulcha Aird “It will be a long 
time till you hear that from me,” said the one man. “May there be 
none of your race able to ask tidings,” said Cranat, whereupon the 
man went on ahead in wrath “What is wanted with me at Dun 
Tulcha Aird''” she asked Cuamr. Cuanir thought he had better tell 
her 

They went on after that. In her heart Cranat resolved that she 
would never violate her virginity, nor come near a man; and she 
appealed to heaven for aid in this case In the meantime she herself 
would do what she could. What she did was this she tore out both 
her eyes; one of them she gave into the keeping of Maelbracha, and 
the other of Laithche Maelbracha laid up the eye in the bosom of 
her smock, next to her body, but Laithche put the eye which had 
been entrusted to her into the fork of a tree, and covered it over 
with moss 

Cuanir told all this to Finan as he was sitting down to play fidchett 
with Cairbre The king went to meet Cranat, and saw that Cuanir 
had told the truth When the king of Munster was told how things 
had turned out, he was very angry, and said that Finan should lose 
his kingdom Then he went away to Cashel, and asked entertainment 
from Culcan, the saint of the church there Culcan offered him a 
sprig of cress Cairbre said he would rather fast “It shall be a per- 
petual fast,” said Culcan And Cairbre died at Cashel that night. 

As for Finan, he humbled himself to Cranat, and gave her his 
kingdom, in return for which she bestowed great excellences upon 
him Then she went till she was at the place now called Scathderc 
“Here,” said Maelbracha, “your eyes were plucked out ” “I need them 
now,” said Cranat “I have one by me,” said Maelbracha. “Put it in 
my head,” said Cranat Maelbracha put it into her head, and it fitted 
there as well as it had ever done “Give me the other eye now,” she 
said to Laithche The girl took it out of the tree and put it into her 
head But the dirt and detritus of the tree adhered to the eye; where- 
for, from that out, one of Cranat’s eyes always had a fierce look. 
“Henceforth,” said Cranat to Laithche, “your dwelling shall be under 
leaves and rubbish; but you, Maelbracha, shall be with me both on 
earth and in heaven ” 

After this Cranat went back to the Black Wood where she had 
her hermitage. 

“If I knew anything more of the life of Cranat, I would tell it,” 
said Eices 

“That tale has a familiar ring,” said John Colgan. “It would seem 
that your invention is thin, for Brigit, long before Cranat, had re- 
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course to the same expedient when her father Dubthach, and her 
brothers, wished to marry her to a certain wealthy neighbour of 
theirs ” 

“I have heard a similar story,” said fitienne de Bourbon, “but with 
different characters ” 

“How was thati*” asked Qilgan. 

“They say,” answered fitienne, “that one time King Richard of 
England was much attracted by the looks of a very beautiful nun 
in the cloister of Fontcvrault, but since he could in no manner bend 
her to the satisfaction of his desire, he threatened to destroy the cloister 
and bear her away by force When the nun learned his purpose she 
was led to inquire what there was about her that so excited his love. 
Richard replied that above all he was in love with her beautiful 
eyes Thereupon the nun, wishing rather to lose her eyes than her 
virginity, herself tore them out of her head and sent them to Rich- 
ard on .1 platter, with the message that he should sate himself with 
their beauty and leave her in peace.” 

“Nay,” objected King Richard, “Brother fitienne defames me. But, 
alas' the French never loved me'” 

“You must confess. Sire, that you gave them small reason to do so,” 
said William Marshal 

“Perhaps not However, I never needed to invade the cloister m 
order to find a bit of amorous interlude,” went on Richard “The 
good preacher has probably confused me with my brother John ” 
“Your taste ran rather to secular princesses, did it not?” suggested 
Higden, “whether Greek, Spanish or German” 

“Well,” answered Ridiard, “the German affair was not a matter 
of choice 1 was caught at a disadvantage” 

“Indeed?” asked the chronicler “How was that?” 

“Blondel knows the story, perhaps he will tell it and do me more 
justice than the good Dominican ” 

“Why should I?” asked Blondel “You still owe me wages. Let 
Ambroise tell it.” 

“Willingly,” said Ambroise “Though Richard owes me wages 
too . . .” 

“Like father, like son,” observed Wace. “Henry still owes me for 
the Geste des Bretons and the Geste des Normanz ” 

“But I have long since learned to expect no reward save in heaven.” 
Whereupon Ambroise told . . . 
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1 18. HOW KING RICHARD WON THE HEART OF MARGERY 
OF ALMAIN 


Ambrotse 


It IS not generally known that before King Richard entered upon 
the third crusade with the knights of his realm, he had already made 
a pilgrimage to the Holy Land to spy out the situation from the 
point of view of military strategy. He and his two fellow palmers, 
Sir Thomas Multon and Sir Fulk Doyly, had traversed the territory 
in length and breadth, and were on their way home through Ger- 
many There befell them an adventure from which arose mickle woe. 

One night at an inn they were breaking their fast on a pair of 
roast geese when a minstrel came in and asked if they would be 
pleased to hear any of his art For some reason Richard was not m 
the mood for music, and told the minstrel in vigorous terms to take 
himself off “O ye men,” said the minstrel, “you are unkind; you 
badly need a lesson in manners Do you not know that the courtly 
bred should offer food and drink to wandering singers? For the 
fame of the gentleman is in the mouth of the minstrel. I shall re- 
member that you gave me neither meat nor drink ” 

The gleeman was English, and well he knew by speech, hide and 
hair that the palmers were English also. He took his way to the 
castle of the king of Almain, and there he said to the porter “Go 
in and tell your king that three of the strongest men of Christendom 
have come to this land in the guise of palmers They are King Rich- 
ard, Sir Fulk Doyly and Sir Thomas Multon ” 

When King Modard heard this news he was glad indeed. “Ha*” 
said he, “King Richard is my deadly enemy, and he shall have rea- 
son for regret before he leaves my land, so help me God I” Then he 
sent knights to the hostelry to fetch the palmers “You must come,” 
said they, “to speak with our king, for he would fain heai tidmgs 
of overseas” 

“Richard,” said the king of Almain, “what are you doing in my 
lands? It must be that you have come to spy upon me so that you 
may work me some foul treason ” Richard replied mildly that he 
and his companions were palmers passing through Germany on a 
pious pilgrimage. But Modard only called him “taylard” and other 
shameful names, and threatened him with foul imprisonment. “That 
1 $ not right nor reasonable,” objected Richard; “you should do no 
harm to palmers on their pious journey 1 pray you, sir king, of your 
courtesy, do us no shame. It may chance that you yourself shall 
someday walk in a strange country.” But the German king com- 
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manded that they should be thrown into prison, and the sergeant 
led them away. 

Now the king of Germany had a son, named Ardour, who con- 
sidered himself the best and strongest man in all Germany, and he 
thought overweemngly that he could put Richard to shame The 
next morning he asked the keeper to show him the prisoners When 
Richard came out he said “Are you Richard, the fame of whose 
strength is in every land? If so, will you stand a buffet from my 
fist ? I give you leave to strike me a blow in return ” Richard agreed 
without hesitation What else could he do? Then the king’s son, 
keen and proud, gave Richard such a clout that he saw stars “By 
Saint Helen'” said the king, “I will pay my buffet tomorrow.” Ardour 
only laughed, but bade the porter give him his fill of meat and drink 
so that he might not grow too feeble in the meantime. 

The next morning Richard rose early, took some wax, and melt- 
ing It at the fire, waxed his hand thoroughly. Soon came the king’s 
son, like a true man, and stood before Richard to keep his agree- 
ment “Come on, Richard,” said he, “as you are a true knight, strike 
with all your strength, and if I stoop or budge, I hope I may never 
more bear shield ” Thereupon the king laid a buffet on the German 
prince’s check such that he brought away skin and flesh and broke 
the )aw, and Ardour fell down dead as a stone 

A knight hurried off to King Modard and told him these tidings 
“Alas'” cried the king, “now I have no son,” and fell to the ground 
in a swoon “Let be,” said the knight; “there is no help for it now.” 
’The noise attracted the queen “Well, now,” said she, “what is all 
this to-do? What is the reason for your sorrow and care?” “Dame,” 
said he, “your fair son has been killed. In all my life I never had 
such grief Indeed, I will kill myself, so heavy is my woe.” When 
the queen understood the import of these words, she almost went 
mad She gashed herself on the face hke a wild woman till it foamed 
with blood; she tore her robe to strips and wrung her hands. “Alas!” 
she cried, “and how was my son killed?” “There stands the kmght 
who brought the news,” answered Modard; “let him tell.” 

The knight brought the warden, and he explained the circum- 
stances fully and truly. “Ach!” said the king fiercely, “keep them 
straitly in prison; and it would be best to put them in fetters, too. 
If I have my way, Richard shall die for killing my son.” The man 
did as he was commanded, and that day Richard and his compan- 
ions got neither meat nor drink. 

In the meantime the news of Richard’s mighty single blow had 
penetrated to the ladies’ bower where the princess Margery was lymg 
at ease among her maids of honour. “Mein Gotti” said Margery; 
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“what a man! I must have a look at him; if only for silencing an 
overweemng fool — he was always going round flexing his biceps — 1 
must show him some sign of gratitude. If he could floor Ardour 
with a single blow, he must indeed be a man of excellent parts ” 

Forthwith she went off to the donjon, and three maids with her. 
“Warden,” said she, “let me see your prisoners at once.” “Surely, my 
lady,” said he, and opened the door. Richard was lying on his back, 
hands behind head, ankles crossed, far be it from me to say what 
his thoughts were, but he was humming a tune, and seemed uncon- 
scious of the presence of visitors. Margery stood in silence for several 
long moments, letting her eyes wander over his manly form Finally 
Richard turned to one side and saw the lady Immediately he sprang 
to his feet Whatever he had been thinking about, it was not about 
a buxom wench with two thick braids of pale hair dangling to 
her knees. Margery was tall and straight and high-bosomed, but a 
little thicker in the waist than our Norman and Gascon maids What- 
ever truth there may be in the story about the nun of Fontevrault, 
It must have been Margery’s eyes which brought him to his senses; 
they were blue, but pale, like her hair, like the ice I have sometimes 
seen in the fjords of Norway 

“Lady,” said Richard, “what is your will with me?” Margery’s pale 
eyes regarded him calmly. “Richard,” said she, “save God above I 
love you most of all things ” “Alasl” said Richard; “I am in no posi- 
tion or condition to talk about love In me you see a poor prisoner, 
unjustly put under restraint; for two days neither food nor drink 
has passed our lips ” “I will mend all that,” replied Margery. “Ser- 
geant,” said she, “take the irons off him and his comp.inions and 
bring him food. After supper dress him up in the garb of a squire 
and bring him to my chamber I will take care of him from then 
on ” 

The porter did as he was ordered, and brought Richard to Mar- 
gery’s chamber. For a sennight he played that game, coming and 
going privily, until, on one occasion, a certain knight happened to 
catch sight of him as he entered Margery’s bower Straightway he 
hurried to the king with the news that his daughter was forlain. 
“Ha!” said the king, “and who has done that foul deed?” “Sire,” 
said the knight, “I saw Richard both go and come ” 

As soon as Modard could speak he summoned clerks and bade 
them send for his council In a fortmght the counsellors had assem- 
bled, and then King Modard asked them to pass judgment on the 
traitor Richard, explaining how he had killed his son and forlain 
his daughter “I would fain have him dead,” said Modard, “but in 
these days the law says that a king may not be done to death ” 
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The council spent three days wrangling, but could come to no 
agreement, and they told Modard they could pass no judgment. Then 
stepped forward Eldrid, a wily knight, and said “Sire, if you will 
do according to my judgment, you will neither hang Richard nor 
draw him, for that is against the law. But take that lion of yours, keep 
him without food for three days till he is properly hungry, then 
put him and Richard together in the same room. Thus you shall 
be rid of your enemy without breaking the law.” 

Now It came to Margery’s ears, through her maid Hildegund, 
that a treacherous death had been planned for her king. She sent 
for him at once and laid bare the whole scheme “Sweetheart,” said 
she, “tonight we will gather together all the treasure in the castle, 
gold and silver enough to last us for our lifetime, and flee the land ” 
“Nay,” said Richard, “it would be discourteous to leave without the 
king’s permission, and 1 will not so insult him And as regards the 
lion, I don’t value him as much as a clove of garlic, for I have a 
plan how to kill him. I will make you a present of his heart before 
prime on the third day Take supper with me this evening in the 
tower, and bring forty kerchiefs of white silk with you Have no care 
for anything save that the silk be of the best quality ” 

That night Margery and her two maids went to Richard’s tower 
and supped richly As the night drew on Sir Fulk and Sir Thomas 
and the two maids seemed to have mingled with the deeper shadows 
of the room But Richard and that sweet bird dwelt together all 
that night 

In the morqing Richard prayed her to wend her way “Nay,” said 
Margery, "I shall die for my love. If you are killed, I’ll wait for my 
own death right here.” “Lady,” said the king, “if you do not go 
away quickly now you will vex me so sorely that I shall never 
love you more.” “Achl I could not bear that,” said Margery; “God 
be with you and save you if He will.” 

Richard now took the handkerchiefs and wound them round his 
right arm, and dressed only in a kirtle, he stood in the middle of 
the chamber waiting for that fierce mad lion. He had not long to 
wait The porter and two others let the lion in to him; its claws 
were sharp and long With a roar it sprang upon the man as though 
It would have swallowed him at a bite. But Richard feinted to one 
side, and with his left hand gave the lion such a knock on the 
breast that it spun him around. The lion was lean and hungry and 
lashed his tail furiously, to whip up his courage He crouched on 
all four paws and roared, and as he gaped, Richard thrust his right 
arm down his throat, rent out the lights, liver and heart, and any- 
thing else he could get hold of The lion’s hunger was gone 
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Richard was without scratch or wound, and knelt down and thanked 
God for his delivery Then he took the heart, warm and still pal> 
pitatmg, and walked unchallenged into the hall where the king 
had gathered hts men On a dais the king sat at meat with dukes 
and earls to right and left, in high good humour at the anticipated 
news of Richard’s accident Before the king stood the salt cellar. 
There Richard paused, pressed the blood out of the lion’s heart, 
wet the heart in the salt, and ate it down without so much as a 
crust of bread Modard and his dukes gaped in wonder “By God*’’ 
said the king, “this man is a devil and no man, though his name 
be Richard Since he has eaten my lion’s heart, let him be caUed 
Richard of the Lion-heart,” 

While the king and his company sat as though turned to stone, 
Margery took Richard by the hand and led him out of the hall 
Who was a sorry man now but King Modard i* 

“Well,” said Guilhem de Poictiers, “is that alP Don’t leave us 
hanging m mid-air. Richard had given the king of Germany three 
very bad quarter hours, it is true; but he was still inside the castle, 
very much a prisoner, if I follow you.” 

Richard gave a belly laugh. “Prisoner I was indeed,” he said; 
“Lion-heart 1 may have been, but it was Modard who had the tiger, 
or rather the lion, by the tail 1 was getting plenty of food now, 
and had a warm fire in my chamber; and Margery was always at- 
tentive, though I must confess those pole eyes of hers were begin- 
ning to get on my nerves — there was no life in them, if you know 
what I mean, and her forehead was always shiny Rut I had gained 
every gage so far, and I had no worries about the future. Do you 
know why? Some time before the affair of the lion I happened to 
be looking through a loop-hole of the tower, when whom should 1 
see but that rascal Blondel walking beyond the curtain wall. We 
made ourselves known to each other — But that is another story; per- 
haps he will condescend to tell that tale, since it is something to 
his own credit Hey, Blondel'” 

But the trouvere did not reply, and with good reason In the em- 
brasure of one of the north windows he and Jehan Madot were 
throwing dice, while John the Reeve, Roaring Dick, Umbos, Beryn 
and Richard Sheale looked on with interest Already he had lost 
his coat and mantle in pledge to Martin Scabby for some ready 
money, and the sweat stood out on his forehead in spite of the 
bnsk air. 

“Hey, Blondel'” bellowed Richard And at that moment the un- 
happy poet threw “hasart”' 
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“With your perimssion, Sire, 1 will tell the talc,” said the Min- 
strel of Reims. 

“As you will,” answered Richard; “nothing can be expected from 
Blondel in the present circumstances.” 

1 19. HOW BLONDEL FOUND WNG BICHARD IN GERMANY 

The Minstrel of Reims 

After a reasonable length of silence the barons of England and 
the families of Sir Fulk and Sir Thomas began to be uneasy as 
to the whereabouts of Richard and his two companions No news 
had been heard of them since they had left Tripoli. Now, as you 
know, Richard had reared up in his household a minstrel named 
Blondel This man determined to wander through all lands in search 
of his king until he should get sure news of him; and he was helped 
to this deusion not so much by patriotism and affection as by the 
fact that Richard owed him wages. 

Blondel took to the road and travelled hither and yon through 
the countries of Europe for a year and a half without hearing the 
slightest news of the king. Finally Fortune brought him to Ger- 
many, and as chance would have it, he went to the very casde 
wherein the king was imprisoned, though he was, of course, ignorant 
of that fact. He took lodgings with a widow dwelling near by and 
inquired who was lord of that strong and well-placed castle. His 
hostess replied that it belonged to the king of Germany, and that 
the present ch£telain was the duke of Austria “Good hostess,” asked 
Blondel, “arc there any prisoners lodged in it just now?” “Certes,” 
said the good woman, “yes, there has been one there for four years, 
but we could never find out his identity, for you must know 
that he is very carefully guarded We have come to the conclusion 
that he is a gentleman or a great lord ” 

When Blondel heard this his heart was marvellously lightened, for 
It seemed to him probable that he had at last found what he was 
looking for, but he was careful not to allow the hostess to observe 
his joy That night he slept well for the first time in many days, 
and when the watch cried the hour of daybreak, he went to the 
church to pray God to aid him. Afterwards he strolled to the casde 
and struck up an acquaintance with the chatelain, saying that he was 
a minstrel and would gladly remain with him for a time, if he 
wished The chatelain was a gay young blade, and answered that 
he would willingly retain him. You may be sure that Blondel was 
well pleased at this, and he went off to fetch his viol and other 
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gear. So well and so long did he serve the chUtelain and the others 
within the castle that he was well regarded by all the mciny. 

Blondel spent the winter in this way without hearing so much 
as a whisper concerning the identity o£ the prisoner in the tower. 
One day, about Easter, he was walking up and down in the inner 
ward near the tower, looking about him sharply if he might by 
chance catch a glimpse of the prisoner. It happened by the great- 
est good fortune that at that very moment King Richard looked 
out through an archer’s loop-hole, and saw his minstrel walking up 
and down Blondel could not, of course, see his master behind the 
narrow slit, and the king bethought himself how he might make 
known his presence and identity Then he recalled the words and 
tune of a canso which he and Blondel had composed together, and 
which was known to no one but the two of them, so he sang the 
first stanza loud and clear, for he had a good singing voice. When 
Blondel heard that song, he knew for a surety that his lord was 
behind the wall, and his heart was flooded with joy to think that 
he might get his back wages after all He returned quickly to his 
chamber, took his viol and began to play the music of the song 
Richard had sung. Thus things remained till Pentecost, and so well 
did Blondel bear himself that no one perceived anything of the mat- 
ter. 

Finally, when the weather had cleared somewhat and the roads 
were again fit for travelling, Blondel went to the chatelain and said* 
“Lord, if you would give me leave, I should very much like to be 
on my way, for it is a long time since I saw my own country.” 
“Blondel, my good fellow,” replied the baron, “don’t be in a hurry; 
wait a little yet, and it shall be to your profit ” “Indeed, my lord,” 
said Blondel, “I certainly will not stay.” When the duke saw that 
he could not retain him, he gave him permission to go, and pre- 
sented him with a rouncy and a new robe. 

Blondel travelled with what speed he was able to make till he 
reached England, and told the friends and barons of the king how 
he had found him in prison in Germany This news was an occasion 
for great rejoicing — save on the part of Prince John In council the 
magnates decided to send ambassadors to treat with the German 
king about the ransom 

When the messengers reached the castle of the Duke of Austria 
they said’ “My lord, news has reached us that you hold King Richard 
prisoner, and we beg that your royal master may be pleased to ac- 
cept ransom for him; and he may make his own terms.” The duke 
said he would seek counsel. 

In the course of a few days the duke returned to the ambassadors 
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and said- “Gentlemen, if you want the king’s body, you shall pay a 
ransom of 200,000 marks sterling. Take it or leave it.” The English- 
men held council with the barons at home, and in due time the 
money was collected and turned over to the duke. After subtract- 
ing a middleman’s fee of twenty per cent the duke turned the ransom 
money over to his royal master, and delivered King Richard to 
his friends I daresay Richard was glad to have a change of scene, 
for he had never remained in one place so long before. 

“It IS true,” said Richard, “that the ransom amounted to 200,000 
marks in money, but when Modard was informed of the ambassa- 
dors’ petition he spoke in other terms — ‘That strong traitor Richard 
has wrought me mickle woe,’ he said [Richard chuckled], ‘but since 
I may not do him to death, I wdl take ransom for his body, and 
indemnity for the shame he has done my daughter And this shall 
he his ransom From every church in England where there are 
two chalices, I shall have one of them, and if there be more than 
two, the half shall come to me When I get that, Richard shall be 
delivered ’ ” 

At the mention of money Martin Scabby had drawn near “Two 
hundred thousand marks sterling'” he exclaimed “If I had been 
your broker in the matter, I could have saved you something and 
died a richer man myself.” 

“It IS obvious,” said Giovanni Villani, “that you know not the 
ways of kings. The Bardi and Peruzzi, Florentine bankers, once 
loaned Edward III the sum of 1,365,000 gold florins, each twenty- 
four carats fine I would not venture to estimate the equivalent of 
this sum in English money — some say ^^4, 000,000; at all events, the 
worth of a kingdom After the bank of Crecy they had good hopes 
of recovering their money, but King Edward had other ideas. Later, 
I understand, he was able to make a present of 21,868 large pearls 
to Alice Ferrers However, the king’s nonchalance in money matters 
ruined not only the Bardi and Peruzzi, but their depositors as well; 
and the fall of these two columns of mercantile credit crushed all 
the smaller houses, and imposed great hardships on the commune of 
Florence ” 

Martin Scabby’s eyes glistened “What a pleasure just to try to 
imagine such amounts of money'” he said. 

“Of course Edward surpassed me,” admitted Richard, “but wealth 
had increased by his day My own ,^300,000 was a udy sum for those 
times, and was a delicate testimony of the esteem in which I was 
held by both friends and enemies St Louis of France never brought 
half that price to the Saracens of Egypt, I am told. Best of all, I got 
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the money back again, for as soon as I could collect men, I went to 
Cologne and had a heart to heart talk with Modard. He was glad to 
make restitution — and something more” 

“Did you see Margery again at Cologne asked Christine de Pisan. 

“Oh, yes,” replied Richard, “we had a rendezvous. But my favorite 
falcon fell sick and I could not go. Blondel went. I have never been 
in Germany since.” 

“An irresistible attraction for the ladies seems to be an hereditary 
trait in our family,” remarked Guilhem de Poictiers. “I suppose 
you also inherit some of my grand-daughter’s sex appeal as well 
as my own virihty Margery had you at considerable disadvantage, I 
must admit But what was the aftermath of the meeting at Cologne? 
I believe that I handled things better in my day ” 

“We should be glad to hear,” said the Goodman of Bath. 

120. TWO LUSTY LADIES OF AUVERGNE AND THEIR CAT 

Gmlhem IX 

One day I was riding quietly along in Auvergne, beyond Limousin, 
when 1 met the wife of Sir Gann and the wife of Sir Bernard. 
They greeted me courteously in the name of St Leonard, and one 
of them said in her dialect “God save you, sir pilgrim; you seem 
to me to be a proper kind of man, and yet one can never tell, for 
the world is full of fools” 

Now what did I say to this ? I replied neither l>ut nor l>at, but only 
babbled babartol, babanal, babartan Then said Agnes to Hermessen: 
“Ha! we have found just the fellow for whom we have been looking. 
For the love of God, sister mine, let us offer him our hospitality, for 
he IS certainly a deaf-mute, and wdl never be able to report the 
matter ” 

Thereupon one of them threw her mantle over me and led me 
into her chamber where a cheery blaze was going in the fire-place. 
That was indeed a welcome change from the drizzle outside. By 
the time I had well warmed myself they had prepared a meal of 
fat capons, more than a brace There was neither cook nor sculhon 
present — only the three of us. The bread was white, the wine strong, 
and there was pepper in abundance. 

All seemed to be going as well as a man could hope when one 
of the ladies said. “Sister mine, perhaps this man is foohng us, and 
only pretends he is unable to speak Fetch our red cat. he’ll make him 
talk, if, indeed, he is only feigning” So Agnes brought in the huge 
foul creature with long moustaches When I saw him my mtenuon 
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faltered, and I almost lost my courage. However, after we had eaten 
and drunk, I took off my jerkin, as they bade me, and while I was 
not looking, one of them seized the wicked creature by the tail and 
dragged him across my naked back from the nape to the heel. In 
that moment I got a hundred wounds, you may be sure; but I would 
not have uttered a sound if they had killed me “Sister,” said Agnes 
to Hermessen, “he really is dumb Let us make the bath ready now and 
enjoy ourselves ” 

For a whole week I remained with the charming ladies to our 
mutual satisfaction multiplied by i88 The wounds inflicted by the 
wretched cat healed, but not the memory of them Back in Poictiers 
again, I made a poem about the whole affair and sent it to the 
ladies with the compliments of the Duke of Aquitaine. Love, as you 
know, was always a joy to me. 

“Your Grace,” said Ralph Higden, “though it happened long before 
the time with which I am most familiar, I cannot say that I am 
surprised at your adventure, for I have read some curious things 
about Auvergne Among other matters one of my authorities says 
that Auvergne was the district which principally harboured and suf- 
fered from a great company of men-at-arms of divers nationalities; 
and though they were called a host without a head, their chiefs, I 
am sorry to say, were frequently Englishmen. These companies, says 
my author, wasted France greatly, and occupied many towns and 
castles in it, in spite of the efforts of the king of France and others 
to expel them.” 

“What you say is true,” said Froissart. “But Auvergne and Limou- 
sin were not the only districts ravaged by those men, nor were the 
leaders always English There were, of course, such captains as 
RufiSn the Welshman, Sir Robert KnoUes and Sir John Hawkwood 
But probably you refer to the circumstances which prevailed toward 
the close of Pope Innocent IV’s pontificate at Avignon At that time 
there was a certain knight. Sir Arnold dc Cervole by name, who 
caused the jxipe much alarm by his reiving in Provence. In the 
north there was another company of men-at-arms — robbers collected 
from all parts — who stationed themselves between the Loire and the 
Seine so that no one dared to travel between Pans and Orleans. 
This company had chosen as their leader the Welshman Ruflin or 
Griffin, whom they knighted, and who by his depredations acquired 
such immense riches as could not be counted. 

“On the sea coast of Normandy there was a still greater number 
of English and Navarrois, plunderers and robbers. Their leader was 
Sir Robert Knolles, who conquered every town and castle he came 
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to, as there was none to oppose him. Sir Robert followed this trade 
for some time, and by it he gained upwards of 100,000 crowns. 

“However, if you are interested, I will tell you something about 
these Free Companies, as they were called, and also relate an m- 
cident concerning one of their captains who operated m the dis- 
trict alluded to by Higden” 

“Pray do so,” cried King Richard and his father in unison. 

I 2 I. THE FREEBOOTERS OF AUVERGNE 

Jean Froissart 

After the Peace of Br^tigny and the return of Jean le Bon to 
France, the king, according to the articles of peace, dispatched com- 
missioners ordering all men-at-arms who were garrisoned in the dif- 
ferent castles and forts of France, to evacuate and surrender them 
to the king of France under pain of confiscation and death. Some 
of the knights and squires of the English side obeyed, but there were 
others, partisans of the king of Navarre, who would not surrender. 
There were also some from various lands who would not on any 
account leave the country: such as Germans, Brabanters, Flemings, 
Hainaulters, Gascons and bad Frenchmen, who had been impoverished 
by the war These persons persevered in their wickedness, and after- 
wards did much mischief to the kingdom 

When the captains of the forts, in accordance with the king’s or- 
ders, delivered them up and dismissed their men, these others, know- 
ing well that their return home would not be advantageous to them, 
and that they might perhaps suffer for the bad actions they had 
committed, assembled together and chose new leaders from the worst- 
disposed among them. 

They made their first stand in Champagne, usmg the castle of 
Joinville as their headquarters. From here they scoured the country 
and got together about 100,000 francs. Then they entered Burgundy, 
plundering and despoiling the land everywhere. Their numbers were 
continually increasing, for those who quitted the castles and towns 
on their being surrendered, and those who were disbanded by their 
captains, came to those parts, so that by Lent these companies num- 
bered at least 16,000 combatants When they found their numbers 
so great, they appointed many captains, all of whom they obeyed 
implicitly. Among these captains were Tallabaton, Guyot du Pm, 
Le Petit Mechin, Le Bourg de I’Espare, Le Bourg de la Salle, Robert 
Briquet, Abrethoury the Scot, Carnelle, Bourdonnelle the German, 
Aimenon d'Ortige, L’Ortingo de la Salle, and many others. 

When the king of France, Jean le Bon, heard how these free- 
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booting troops overran and pillaged his kingdom, he was mightily 
enraged. The council informed hi$ majesty that unless these bands 
were repressed they would multiply so greatly, and do so much mis- 
chief that France would suffer as much from them as during the 
war with the English. Accordingly the king commissioned Lord 
James de Bourbon to proceed against the freebooters This my lord 
James did with good will, for he had always served the king faith- 
fully However, he made the mistake of attacking the companies 
when they were in a strong posiuon at the top of a flinty hill With- 
out making a long story of it, the French were completely worsted, 
and Lord James was so severely wounded that he died on the third 
day following the battle. This was the Battle of Bngnais, fought on 
the Friday after Easter in the year 1361 

The freebooters of course rejoiced at the fortunate issue of the 
engagement They had been great gainers, as well by what they 
had seized on the spot, as from the ransoms of their wealthy prisoners. 
They now separated into two divisions, the smaller being commanded 
by Sir Seguin de Bastefol He devoted his attention to the region 
between Lyons and Nevers The other division, under the command 
of Carnellc, Robert Briquet, Ortingo and Bernard de la Salle, Le 
Bourg de I’Esparre, and many others, said they would go to Avignon 
to visit the pope and cardinals, and have some of their money; other- 
wise they should be well vexed. 

On their way south the companions got information that very 
great wealth had been assembled at the casde of Pont du St Esprit, 
seven leagues from Avignon. They thought the possession of this 
town would make them masters of the Rhone as well as of Avignon, 
so Guyot du Pin and Le Petit Mechm set off with their companies. 
After riding fifteen leagues they came at break of day to St Esprit, 
which they took, and all those of both sexes who were therein. It 
was a pitiful sight, for they plundered many a decent man, and 
violated many a virgin. After this they collected their companies and 
continued their march toward Avignon 

Pope Innocent VI and the Roman College now saw themselves 
threatened by these accursed people They were exceedingly alarmed, 
and ordered a crusade to be published against those wicked Chris- 
tians who were doing everything in their power to destroy Chris- 
tianity by ruining all the countries whither they resorted, by robbing 
wherever they could find anything, by violating women both young 
and old without pity, and by killing men, women and children with- 
out mercy, who had done no ill to them; for he was reckoned the 
bravest and most honoured who could boast of the most villainous 
actions 
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Now it happened that the pope and cardinals cast their eyes upon 
a very accomplished knight and a good warrior, that is to say, upon 
the Marquis of Montferrat, who for a long time had been engaged 
in war against the lords of Milan, and was at this time so em- 
ployed. With him they entered into a treaty whereby, in exchange 
for a considerable sum of money, he engaged to free the district 
of these freebooting companies, and lead them into Lombardy. The 
marquis negotiated with the captains of the companies, and managed 
so well that by means of the sixty thousand florins which he divided 
among them, and the high pay he promised them, they consented to 
follow him into Lombardy But they also insisted on receiving par- 
don and absolution from all crimes and sin When these articles were 
fulfilled, they gave up the town of St Esprit, quitted the territory of 
Avignon, and marched away with the Marquis of Montferrat 

Among these leaders was the right valiant English knight Sir 
John Hawkwood, who received for himself and his troops ten of 
the sixty thousand florins At the time of the Peace of Bretigny he 
had been a poor knight who thought there would be no advantage 
in returning home. When he saw that by the treaties all men-at-arms 
would be forced to leave France, he put himself at the head of 
those free companies called “late-comers,” and marched into Bur- 
gundy Hawkwood was one of the principal leaders, with Briquet 
and Carnelle, by whom the battle of Brignais had been fought, and 
who had aided Bernard de la Salic to take the Pont du St Esprit. 
When the war against Milan had been concluded, Sir John Hawk- 
wood remained in Italy, where he performed many most gallant 
deeds of arms. 

The agreement between the pope and the Marquis of Montferrat 
did not, however, empty France entirely of these pillagers; many still 
remained to harry and devastate the country Among these was a 
Breton called Geoffrey Tcte Noire This Geoffrey was a wicked man, 
he showed mercy to none, and would just as soon put to death a 
knight or a squire as a peasant His headquarters was the castle of 
Ventadour, one of the strongest castles in the world, on the borders 
of Auvergne and the Bourbonnais, from which he had evicted the 
old Count Montpensier de Ventadour In this stronghold he main- 
tained fully four hundred men, whom he paid regularly every month. 
The whole country was under such subjection and awe of him that 
none dared to ride over his lands His castle of Ventadour was more 
largely supplied with every sort of stores than that of any other lord. 
There were warehouses of Brussels and Normandy cloths, of furs, of 
merceries and other articles, which he sold to his pieople, deducting the 
price from their pay He had stores of steel, iron, wax, spices and 
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every necessity, in as great plenty as could be found at Paris. Some- 
times he made war on the English as well as on the French, in order 
to be the more dreaded. And his castle of Ventadour was always 
provided for a siege of seven years. 

With Geoffrey Tctc Noire there were other captains, who per- 
formed many excellent deeds of arms, such as Aymerigot Marcel, 
a Limousin squire attached to the English party, who took the strong 
castle of Cassuriel, situated in the bishopric of Clermont in Auvergne. 
From there he and his companions overran the country at their 
pleasure. It is about the fate of this Aymerigot that I intend to tell 
you. 

In 1388, as you know, a truce of three years was arranged between 
France and England This was a godsend to the peasants and small 
folk; but for the knights and squires, whose opportunities for en- 
gaging in adventures and splendid feats of arms were thus abolished 
by law, time passed wearily. Under such circumstances you can 
imagine the eagerness with which the knights of France, England 
and some other countries accepted the invitation of the Genoese to 
undertake an expedition against the kingdom of Barbary. Fourteen 
hundred knights and squires set out in galleys on St John’s day, 
1390. 

During the time of the assembly of this body of men-at-arms in 
France for the expedition to extend the Christian faith and gain 
renown, there were another sort of men-at-arms wholly given up 
to plunder in Limousin, Auvergne and Rouergue, who, in spite of 
the truce, were continually doing mischief in these districts The 
king of France had caused the truce to be publicly notified to the 
captains of the freebooters, particularly to Perrot le Bearnois, governor 
of Chalucct, Ohm Barbe, captain of Donzac in Auvergne, and Aymeri- 
got Marcel, who were personally named in the act; and they were 
assured that if the truce were in the smallest way infringed, those 
guilty should be corjxjrally punished without hope of mercy. This 
was done that there might not be any excuse made from ignorance 
of the treaty. 

Some of the captains kept the peace well, others did not. John, 
Count of Armagnac, and the Dauphin of Auvergne laboured hard 
to win over these captains so that the country might be at peace; 
and to this end a sum of 200,000 francs had been assessed in Auvergne, 
Cahorsin and Limousin The tax pressed so hard on rich and poor 
that men were forced to sell their mheritance to obtain peace. They 
imagined that having paid such sums they would remain unmolested 
by these robbers; but it was not so in many places, more espeaally 
m those parts where Aymerigot Marcel had his garrison. Notwith- 
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Standing the fact that he had surrendered his castle of Aloise in the 
heart of Auvergne, he continued to do much mischief to the in- 
habitants. He was so rich as to be able to pay down 100,000 francs 
for his ransom, if necessary, which sum he had gained by plunder 
during the ten years he had carried on his trade 

But It was not long till Aymengot repented that he had parted 
with the castle of Aloise, for by its loss he felt that the respect and 
dread which the country cherished for him was duninished At times 
he used to repine with his companions something in this manner 
“There is no pleasure or glory in the world similar to that which 
such men-at-arms as ourselves enjoyed How happy we were, when 
riding out m search of adventures, to meet a rich abbot, a merchant 
or a string of mules well laden with draperies, furs or spices. All 
was our own, or at least ransomed according to our will. The peasants 
of Auvergne and Limousin loved us, and provided our castle with 
corn, meal, baked bread, litter for our horses, oats, hay, good wine, 
fat beeves, sheep and all sorts of poultry We lived like kings, and 
when we rode abroad the country trembled Everything was ours, 
both in going and returning By my troth, this was a profitable and 
pleasant life.” 

Among his companions there were those who were ready enough 
to return to the old way of life, and by their advice and with their 
assistance that is what Aymengot did He and his companions took 
possession of a dismanded fort called La Roche de Vendais, a mesne 
fief on Limoges, and by degrees restored it to good repair. When 
they had made it sufficiently strong, they began to overrun the im- 
mediate neighbourhood, making prisoners and ransoming them They 
laid in stores of flesh and wine, iron, steel and other necessaries; 
nothing, indeed, came amiss to them that was not too hot or too 
heavy. 

The inhabitants of the country were astonished at this turn of 
events, for they had considered themselves secure on account of 
the truce. But the robbers seized whatever they pleased in their 
houses or in the fields, calling themselves “The Adventurers ” When 
the disbanded men, who were now out of pay, heard of these doings, 
they rqoiced greatly and flocked to Aymerigot’s standard m such 
numbers that he soon had more than he wanted Nothing was talked 
of in Auvergne and Limousin but the robbers of La Roche de Ven- 
dais, and greatly was the country terrorized by them 

But the good people did not bear this burden quietly. They sent 
a deputation to Pans to complain to the king, the Duke of Berry 
and Sir Oliver de Clisson. The king and his council did not delay 
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in attending to the business, and to the Viscount of Meaux was as- 
signed the task of chastising Aymerigot. 

Whether from pilgrims, spies or others, Aymerigot learned that 
a large body of men was marching against him, and he repented of 
what he had done He knew that if he was taken no ransom would 
be accepted for his life. “I have taken bad advice,” he said, “and 
avarice will be my ruin.” But he took care to send the greater part 
of his wealth to another fort near by. Saint Soupery, where his wife 
resided. 

The siege of La Roche Vendais lasted nine weeks. During this 
time Aymerigot, who was a vassal of the English king, determined 
to seek English mediation so that at least La Roche might be pre- 
served to him His messenger did, indeed, reach England, and spoke 
to such purpose that both the king and the Duke of Lancaster prom- 
ised to intercede Letters from both the king and his uncle were 
returned by Aymerigot’s messenger to the Viscount of Meaux and 
the Duke of Berry, complaining that the viscount was wrongfully 
occupying English territory and molesting an English subject, and 
bidding the viscount raise the siege at once. 

These letters made no impression on the viscount, so the mes- 
sengers took their way to the Duke of Berry The duke’s affection 
for his English cousins was such that he was pe'-’-.-aded to comply 
with their request, and he wrote to the Viseount of Meaux, bidding 
him raise the siege When the viscount had read the duke’s letter 
he said “Gentlemen, the duke commands me to raise the siege, but 
by my faith, I will do no such thing, for if the duke supports Aymen- 
got, we shall never have peace ” 

Finding that his plan had failed, Aymerigot now set out secretly 
to try to get aid in Pengord and other places, leaving his uncle 
Guyot du Scl in command of La Roche Before going he laid par- 
ticular strictures on his uncle never to sally out or open the bar- 
riers. “It shall be so,” said Guyot “I will remain shut up here till 
you return ” 

La Roche continued to be assaulted as usual, and one day Guyot, 
forgetful of his promise, sallied forth, was surprised by an ambuscade, 
and obliged to surrender the castle News of the loss of La Roche 
was carried to Aymerigot as he was raising troops to break up the 
siege. On learning that the castle had been lost through the impru- 
dence of Guyot du Sel he exclaimed* “Ah, the old traitor! By Saint 
Marcel* if 1 had him here I would slay him. He has shamed me 
and all my companions. This loss can never be recovered, nor do 
I know whither to make my retreat. Considering all things, I am 
in a distressing situauon I have too greatly angered the king of 
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France, the Duke of Berry and the barons of Auvergne to expect 
any favour, for I have made war on them during the truce, thinking 
to gain; but now I am more likely to lose everything. I wish my 
wife, myself and my fortune were at this moment in England, where 
we should be safe But how the devil to get there? I have forfeited 
my life, that is clear; and if I am taken and sent to Pans, I shall 
be punished accordingly, and lose my all My safest plan will be to 
make for Bordeaux, and have my wealth conveyed there little by 
little, and then remain there as long as the truce holds; for I am in 
hopies that after these truces — a curse on them I — the war will be 
renewed with more vigour than ever between France and England.” 

If Aymerigot had followed this plan he would have done well, but 
he acted otherwise, and, as the events will show, suffered for it. It 
is thus that Fortune treats her favourites* when she has raised them 
to the highest point of her wheel, she then suddenly plunges them 
in the dirt. In one day the foolish Aymerigot lost both his hun- 
dred thousand francs and his life So I say that Dame Fortune played 
him one of her tricks, such as she had played on others before, and 
she will do the same for many after him 

In the midst of his tribulation the thought came to Aymerigot 
that he would go to his cousin-german, a squire called Tournemme, 
and ask his advice. He thought to be well received on account of 
the relationship, but he was disappointed. Tournemme was hated 
by the Duke of Berry, as he well knew, so when Aymerigot entered 
his castle and laid aside his arms, Tournemme arrested him as a traitor 
who had broken the truce, alleging that it was on his account that 
the Duke of Berry hated him Aymerigot was seized, fetters were 
placed on his legs, and he was confined under safe guard in a strong 
tower. 

Tournemme wrote the duke, offering him the person of Aymerigot 
m return for his amity The duke laid the matter before the king 
and his council, who decided that Aymerigot should be brought 
to Pans and delivered over to the provost of the Chatelet, who would 
take good care of him. And so it was done. 

Aymerigot offered sixty thousand francs for his pardon, but no 
one would have anything to do with him; he was told that the 
king was rich enough and wanted not his money 

There was no delay in his trial, and he was condemned to a shame- 
ful death as a traitor to the crown of France. First he was carried 
in a cart to the pillory in the market-place, and turned round within 
It several times. His different crimes, for which he was to receive 
death, were read aloud Then his head was cut off, and his four 
quarters were hung over four different gates of Pans. 
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Such was the end of Aymengot Marcel; but I know not what be- 
came of his wife or his wealth 

“A rich widow docs not go begging,” observed the Goodman of 
Paris, “and I think you need be under no apprehension as to her 
fate.” 

“Thank you. Sir Jean,” said Higden. “I had but a vague idea 
of these matters, and of course most of what you have related oc- 
curred after my time.” 

“Outrages by such strong-armed ruffians were not unknown in 
my country,” said Sir David Lindsay, “at least up to the time of 
James I No king ever loved his country and his people as did he, 
and the reforms he instituted were designed for the lasting benefit 
of the kingdom No sooner had James accepted the crown when 
he made firm peace everywhere Neither the magnates nor the smaller 
folk dared to rage among themselves as they had been wont to do 
— like the Clan Quhele and the Clan Kay Everywhere, to the farthest 
bounds of the kingdom, tumults and disorders were put down, for 
there was no malefactor so high-hearted as to dare to ignore James’ 
commands If anyone proved obstinate, he suffered punishment with- 
out delay” 

“I remember very well,” said Hector Boece, “an incident which 
illustrates what you say; it happened soon after James came to 
the throne, and proved that the tender lover could also be a stern 
man of jusuce If the company please I will tell about it.” 

“Pray do so,” said Thomas Gascoigne. 


122. THE WIDOW WHO WORE HORSESHOES 

Hector Boece 

Beyond the mountains, in Ross, there dwelt a famous cateran named 
MacDonald, the greatest oppressor of his time, whether of rich or 
poor, in despite of any law Near the field of his operauons there 
lived a poor widow who had the courage to withstand him. From 
her he reived two cows She, lamenting her loss and being refused 
restitution, swore she would never wear shoes again till she had laid 
her complaint before the king. “You lie,” said MacDonald; “I will 
help you on your way to the king by having you well shod.” Forth- 
with he took a hammer and nails, and to the soles of the woman’s 
feet he affixed two horseshoes, driving the nails through flesh 
and bone and clinching them. “Now,” said he, “these shoes will 
protect your feet from bruises as you go along, whether by road or 
street.” 

The widow somehow made her way to the kmg and related 
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the facts all in order, showing the wounds in her feet as evidence. 
James straightway sent a message to the sheriff in whose distnct 
the rufSan lived, and he, with mne or ten of his fellows, was brought 
in bonds to Perth The king dung him into prison, where he re- 
mained a good while, until the widow’s feet were completely healed 
and she was able to walk again without pain. Then, convicted of 
robbery and malfeasance, the king ordered that MacDonald should 
be dressed in a tunic whereon was painted a picture of himself nail- 
ing the horseshoes to the woman’s feet, and thus dressed, he and 
his fellows be led with tongs and pincers through the streets of the 
city as a spectacle for the people Afterwards he should be dragged 
at the tail of a horse When this had been done, MacDonald was 
brought to the market-place and hanged on the gallows; or, as some 
say, beheaded, and his head set on a pole Afterwards, with the ap- 
probation of all, his companions were strung up on gibbets Such 
was the swift justice of the poct-king James I 

“A dastard’s blood,” said John Major, “would never have been 
allowed to stain steel It was a rope that met MacDonald’s neck, 
not a sword Moreover, it was not a picture of his horseshoeing 
prowess which he carried up and down the streets of Perth, but the 
very horseshoes which he had nailed to the widow’s feet, now 
nailed to his own.” 

“Your cateran,” spoke up Caesar of Heisterbach, “probably received 
due punishment, whether by rope or steel, according to the require- 
ments of the temporal law, but I have no doubt that his soul went 
to hell, where it received its real or adequate punishment — if we can 
draw any inferences from the case of Elias of Rheinbeck That knight, 
who had been burgrave of Horst, was seen in the abode of pain 
by a certain usurer named Gottschalk He was seated, facing the tail, 
upon a mad heifer that plunged and reared and dashed here and 
there, pausing now and then to throw up her head and gore knight 
Elias in the kidneys ‘Why are you tormented thus?’ asked Gottschalk. 
‘Because,’ answered Elias, ‘I had no pity on the poor widow from 
from I wrested this beast, and now 1 must pitilessly endure these 
thrusts from her horns.’” 

“Right you are,” agreed the Curtal Friar, “and yet it is not always 
necessary for justice to be done in hell, or even on the scaffold. The 
weak often have a weapon with which to defend themselves; force 
frequently finds itself at a disadvantage in a contest with wit, as Monk 
Eustace has already shown. An exercise of wit, for example, may save 
the owner his property, and the would-be aggressor from sin, as I 
will show by the talc of . . 
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123. THE CRAFTY FARMER 


The Cterud Fnar 


The song that I’m going to smg — 
I hope It will give you content — 
Concerning a silly old man, 

That was going to pay his rent. 


As he was riding along, 

Along all on the highway, 

A gentleman thief overtook him. 
And thus to him did say. 


“Well overtaken,” said the thief, 

“Well overtaken,” said he, 

And “Well overtaken,” said the old man, 
“If thou be good company.” 

“How far are you going this way?” 
Which made the old man for to smile; 
“By my faith,” said the old man, 

“I’m just going two mile 

“I am a poor farmer,” he said, 

“And I farm a piece of ground, 

And my half year’s rent, kind sir. 

Just comes to forty pound 

“And my landlord has not been at home. 
I’ve not seen him this twelvemonth or more. 
Which makes my rent be large — 

I’ve to pay him just four score ” 


“Thou shouldst not have told any body. 
For thieves there’s ganging many; 

If any should light on thee, 

They’ll rob thee of thy money ” 

“Oh, never mind,” said the old man, 
“Thieves I fear on no side. 

For the money is safe in my bags. 

On the saddle on which I ride.” 


As they were riding along, 

The old man was thinking no ill; 
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The thief he pulled out a pistol, 

And bid the old man stand still. 

But the old man prov’d crafty. 

As in the world there’s many; 

He threw his saddle o’er the hedge. 
Saying, “Fetch it if thou’lt have any." 

The thief got off his horse. 

With courage stout and bold. 

To search for the old man’s bag, 

And gave him his horse to hold 

The old man put’s foot i’ the stirrup. 

And he got on astride, 

To Its side he clapped his spur up. 

You need not bid the old man ride. 

“Oh, stay!” said the thief, “Oh, stay I 
And half the share thou shalt have ’’ 

“Nay, by my faith!” said the old man, 
“For once I have bitten a knave.” 

This thief he was not content. 

But he thought there must be bags; 

He out with his rusty old sword. 

And chopt the old saddle in rags. 

When he came to the landlord’s house. 
This old man he was almost spient; 

Saying, “Come, show me a private room. 
And I’ll pay you a whole year’s rent. 

“I’ve met a fond fool by the way, 

I swapt horses and gave him no boot; 

But never mind,” said the old man, 

“For I got the fond fool by the foot.” 

He open’d this rogue’s portmantlc, 

It was glorious to behold; 

There were three hundred pounds in silver, 
And three hundred pounds in gold. 

And as he was riding home. 

And down a narrow lane. 
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He espied his mare tied to a hedge, 

Saying, “Prithee, Tib, wilt thou gang hame?” 

When he got home to his wife 
And told her what he had done. 

Up she rose and put on her clothes. 

And about the house did run. 

She sung and she sung and she sung. 

She sung with a merry devotion. 

Saying “If ever our daughter gets wed. 

It will help to enlarge her portion.” 

“Achl my friend,” exclaimed Umbos, “you are right. Always I have 
thought that it is (he clever man who comes out From a boy even 
have I tried to have brains, for my father used to say ‘Hans,’ said 
he, ‘it IS brains that makes the mare go round.’ ” 

This speech was not entirely mtelhgible to some members of the 
audience till Fynes Moryson, who had been in Germany, came to 
the rescue. “He means, I think, that the destiny of the world is in 
the end shaped by ideas.” 

“Yes, yes, that is it,” cried Umbos. "Of the world I know nothing, 
but of myself, yes.” 

Hanngton Perhaps that is not an unmixed blessing, or even defi- 
nitely a blessing We cannot tell yet what the destiny of the world 
will be The year i,ooo passed, and nothing happened except that 
King Olaf lost the battle of Svold, and Pope Sylvester acknowledged 
Duke Stephen to be king of Hungary John Ball and Wat Tyler had 
some ideas; but we want no more of that kind, I think 

Machtavelh True enough Cola di Rienzo had an idea, but after 
a time the people of Rome had a different one, and he lost his life 
in a street not 

Fortescue Jeanne Dare’s idea led her no farther than the stake. 

Machtavelh Savonarola followed an equally selfless idea, of which 
today the only commemoration is a brass medallion in the Piazza 
della Signona. 

Hanngton I myself once had an idea about Ireland, but it came 
to nothing Prince Henry of Portugal and Cristobal Colon had ideas, 
and who can say that in the end they will not prove as disastrous 
— ^for the destiny of the world — ^as those of Guy Fawkes might have 
beeni* 

Roger Bacon It is obvious that ideas have to be tried before it 
can be determined whether they are good or bad 
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Langland Perhaps the difficulty hcs not so much with ideas as 
with men. 

Machtavellt: One must confess that if the world was not ready 
for Cola di Rienzo's idea, no more was he fit to execute it. 

“William Wallace had an idea,” said John of Fordun quietly, “which 
in the end contributed largely toward the liberation of Scotland from 
the heel of the invader." 

Sir Thomas Gray would have said something in reply to this, 
but was stopped by a faint smile in Snorri Sturlason’s eyes. 

“1 was only thinking,” said Snorri, “that ages ago the mythologists 
of my race had the best idea of all” 

“What was that?” asked Thomas Gascoigne. 

“Ragnarok ” 

“That seems very terrible,” said Adamnan. 

“And yet in your vision you saw the alternative,” answered Snorri. 

“Your poets may prove to be right,” said Marsiglio of Padua, “un- 
less in the meantime we can improve the quality both of men and 
their ideas, as Langland said.” 

“What IS your experience of the matter, Herr Meier?” inquired 
Fynes Moryson. 

“Of the world I know nothing,” replied Umbos, “but of myself, 
yes. I tell you how I come out, no?” 

This proposal aroused consternation among some of the guests, 
and there was many an anxious glance till Fynes Moryson again 
came to the rescue With the traveller acting in the role of interpreter 
Umbos was understood to tell . . . 

124 . THE STORY OF A SELF-MADE MAN 

Lnibos 

My real name is Mistmeier, but people call me Umbos, that is. 
One-ox; and I will tell you why When I started out in life I used 
to plough my Helds with oxen, but jealous Fortune, who interferes 
in the affairs of small men as well as of great, denied me the privi- 
lege of possessing more than one ox at a time. However many 1 
bought, one of two always died, or was killed by wild beasts. Hence 
my good neighbours jeered at me with the name Umbos. 

One time when an ox had died on me, 1 took the hide to market 
to try to get something for it; no one would offer me more than 
eight pence, so I took that On my way home I tarried a while m 
the forest. On rising to go, I stretched out my hand to one side, 
but mstead of leaves or grass, my hand fell upon three pots of gold. 
I had no idea of the extent of my good fortune, so when I arrived 



540 MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

home I sent my boy to the burgomaster to borrow his official measure, 
so that I might make an exact reckoning of my money. 

My request aroused no little surprise in the burgomaster’s mind, 
and he wondered how a man who had always been so poor should 
suddenly need a peck measure for estimating his wealth. He brought 
the measure himself, and when he saw my gold he accused me of 
having stolen it His attitude and his suspicion did not please me 
particularly, moreover, he had always been among those who had 
laughed the loudest when an ox of mine had died; so I told him 
that the gold was the proceeds from the sale of an oxhide at the 
market The mayor was apparently not quite convinced of the truth 
of this statement, for he went off to confer with his cronies, the 
steward and the parish priest. 

What talk these three had I do not know, but the upshot of it 
was that all three decided to slaughter their cattle and sell the hides, 
so that they might become as rich as I was Off they went to market 
with their load of hides, and spent a great part of the day wait- 
ing unsuccessfully for buyers Finally a dirty cobbler came up and 
cautiously priced their wares Three pounds per hide, said they. 
The cobbler laughed in their faces and asked if they were drunk 
Now these respectable personages were not accustomed to such an 
attitude on the part of an inferior, and some words passed back 
and forth. The bystanders took the cobbler’s part, and scoffed at 
the merchants derisively They grew angry, and words passed into 
deeds, with the result that the three were haled into court. There 
the judges asserted their ancient prerogative of interpreting the law 
in a manner most profitable to themselves, and whatever loose 
money my estimable co-villagers had about them was transferred 
from their pouches to those of the court In a towering rage they 
abandoned their hides in the market-place and went home with empty 
pockets, swearing that my death should wipe out the ignominy they 
had suffered. 

My boy, who had kept watch on them, told me all this, so that 
by the Umc they had reached my cottage I was prepared for them 
I made my wife smear herself with pig’s blood and lie down on 
the floor as if dead. When the three furious men burst m they 
were somewhat taken aback by the sight of what seemed to be 
a dead woman; recovering themselves, they forthwith accused me 
of murder “No,” said 1, “the woman is not dead; and if she is, I 
can bring her to life again quickly enough, as you will see.” Then 
I walked about the corpse, blowing a certain horn as I did so, and 
repeating the service for the Resurrection. On completing the third 
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arcuit I commanded my wife to stand up, whereupon she rose and 
washed herself 

Imagine the amazement of the three good men to see a young 
and beautiful woman in the person of one who had a moment ago 
seemed a wrinkled old hagi They determined to buy my horn, 
whether I wanted to sell it or not No sooner had the purchase 
— at a good price — been effected when they fell into a heated argu- 
ment as to which of them should first kill his old wife and restore 
her in the form of a beautiful young woman However, the priest 
slew his old woman first, and then the others killed their wives 
They walked about the corpses blowing and chanting But in vainl 
The women remained dead My boy was watching and listen- 
ing, and he reported that they cursed me roundly They swore 
to be the death of me this time But the boy ran home before them, 
and when they arrived I was ready 

In the stable I had a mare which, with a bushel of corn, was 
all my father had been able to bequeath me when he died. She 
was blind of one eye, lame and afflicted with both the botts and 
the heaves I took some of my gold pieces and stuffed them into 
certain natural apertures of her body, and then covered her care- 
fully with a blanket As the three furious dignitaries rushed up 
they found me rubbing the mare down Seizing a moment when 
their attention was fixed on my movements, I extracted the gold 
pieces coin by com, with appropriate exclamations of delight. They 
were so astonished at this marvel that they forgot their revenge. 
They purchased my mare for fifteen pounds and led her home as 
fast as she could hobble When they failed to get any gold out of 
the old nag, their rage knew no bounds, and they spent some little 
time in discussing what death would be the most painful kind to 
inflict on me They did, indeed, lay hold of me, and I offered no 
resistance; and since they could still not agree on how to make an 
end of me, I offered a suggestion “Tie me up,” 1 said, “and put me 
into a barrel; bind it round with hoops and throw it into the sea.” 

The three cronies thought this was an excellent idea, and thank- 
ing me for the suggestion, they did as I had said When they had 
rolled me, with considerable panting and puffing, as far as the strand, 
I bade them stop. “Here,” sa.d I, “are twelve shillings, and since 
you are hot and uncomfortable with your labour, pray take them 
and refresh yourselves at the tavern for a while There will be plenty 
of time to finish your work when you have had a drink or two.” 
This proposal also met with their hearty approval, and they went 
away to the inn 

While the mayor, the steward and the priest were getting drunk 
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on my money, 1 saw through the bung-hole a peasant driving a herd 
of pigs, and began to bawl He came up and knocked on the bar- 
rel with his staff: “Hey' what arc you doing in there he asked. 
“You would never believe me,” I replied, “but the villagers wanted 
to elect me mayor, and when I refused such a great honour, they 
shut me up here, and intend to drown me in the sea.” “Well,” said 
the herd, “you may not, as you say, be worthy; but I have no doubts 
about my own ability to fill that post. I’ll change places with you.” 
Thereupon he liberated me and got mto the barrel himself I fastened 
the hoops again and hurried away, driving the fattest of the swine 
with me. 

Sometime later the three eminent men returned to the barrel and 
rolled It a little farther down the shore “Stop!” cried the pig-herd; 
“I will be your mayor if you like” But befuddled with drink as 
they were, they paid him no heed, and sank the barrel in the deepest 
part of the sea. Then they staggered home in high glee, confident 
that they had seen the last of Umbos 

But I bided my time, and what was their astonishment, three days 
later, to see me driving a herd of swine through the town' Could that 
really be Umbos whom they had packed in a barrel and drowned? 
They approached me cautiously I let them wrangle and wonder 
for a while “Gentlemen,” I said finally, “I am indeed Umbos, and 
that drenching you gave me in the sea was the best turn you ever did 
me, for at the bottom of the ocean are innumerable herds of swine 
like these 1 drove away as many of the best ones as I could.” 

Once more the cupidity of the three eminent citizens was aroused. 
Away they dashed into the sea to get themselves herds of pigs as fine 
as mine Of course, they never came back From that out I was 
able to live in peace I converted my movable property into money, 
and that I have loaned out at usury these past two score years. 

“Brother,” said Martin Scabby, “that was an exemplary tale. I, too, 
can prove the rightness of your contention in iny own person. When 
I started life 1 had not the advantage of even a bushel of corn, 
for my mother, who was wanted by the sheriff, was forced to drop 
me in a gutter as she hurried through the town of Cahors. I knocked 
about the streets for a while as a waif, and so scurvy was my ap- 
pearance that people called me Scabiosus When I was a little older, 
I earned my bread by delivering meat for a butcher. I, myself, ate 
with the dogs, like St Alexis, and saved my money. Thus did 1 get 
together a few pence, which I loaned out at usury As my goods in- 
creased, I began to dress more respectably My fame as a usurer 
grew, and I accumulated so much money that people called me 
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Martin Scabiosus. When I had become rich I was called Master Mar- 
tm. Eventually I was numbered among the richest men in the city 
and was addressed as Sir Martin At last, when the practice of usury 
had made me the city’s wealthiest man, I was honoured by the title 
of My Lord Martin. Thus did the scabby waif and foundling rise to 
be the friend of kings ” 

“By the legs of God I” roared Richard the Lion-heart, “you he in 
your throat.” 

“Sit down,” said Henry II. “You were always too violent. You 
have your mother’s temper” 

“How did these people get into this company, anyway?” inquired 
Wichf 

“Your Reverence,” answered the Clerk of Oxenford, “usurers arc 
everywhere ” 

“Gcndemen,” spoke up Matteo Bandello, “whatever we may say, 
and keep on saying, it will still be necessary to say that this blind 
greed for money is a potent cause of many evils Not only docs it 
render a man ill-famcd, and cause him to be pointed out with scorn 
by all decent people, but in his own house he is frequently ridden, 
body and soul, by thirty pairs of devils. Wherefor I should like to 
teU you a tale of mine, which is a true story, and shows how ex- 
cessively greedy men grow impudent and careless of God.” 


125 TOMASONE GRASSO, USURER OF MILAN, DOES A SHREWD 
STROKE OF BUSINESS 


Matteo Bandello 


In our city of Milan there lived not long ago a usurer named 
Tomasone Grasso, who, in his time, profited as much in lending 
out money at usury as had ever any money-lender before him, where- 
for he became immeasurably rich Nevertheless, in order to conceal 
his sm, he was always the first to enter the church, and with his 
own hand he distributed large sums of money to whatever poor were 
within; he heard two or three masses, and made other similar demon- 
strations of piety, so that anyone who did not know better would 
have considered him the most holy and Catholic man in Milan When 
there was preaching, he never missed a sermon, but took his place 
directly in front of the preacher, and listened with the closest at- 
tenuon. 

Now Fra Bernardino da Siena, a famous preacher of those tunes, 
came to preach at Milan, later, as you know, the Church placed 
him among the number of the saints But as he was of advanced 
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age, and already a saint in the opinion of many, the whole city 
crowded to hear his sermons, wherefor he very soon acquired the 
respectful esteem of both high and low. 

Tomnsone let no day pass without hearing Bernardino, and having 
listened to twelve or more sermons, and observing that the preacher 
said nothing against usurers, decided that he would pay him a visit. 
Tomasone was a man of venerable appearance and authoritative bear- 
ing, and he dressed very well, though soberly Fra Bernardino re- 
ceived him very graciously, and sat talking with him on matters of 
virtue and decency for a while Tomasone assumed the Ser Ciappel- 
letto role, showing himself religious and zealous for the honour of 
God and the salvation of his soul After considerable talk he said to 
the holy man as follows “Reverend Father, we Milanese are deeply 
thankful to our Redeemer, Messer jesu Christo, for having inspired 
Your Saintliness to preach in our city, for by the grace of the Saviour 
I hope that your sermons will yield gfiod fruit and cause many, who 
live most dishonestly, to mend their ways Our city is smirched with 
sins and vices aplenty, but more prevalent and worse than any is 
the cursed and abominable sin of usury, for many of our citizens 
follow no other profession. 1, now, moved by a charitable impulse, 
have come to suggest that you reprove this foul vice in these most 
salutary sermons of yours, and thus uproot it from our city ” 

The holy man, who had no suspicion th.it Tomasone was other 
than the decent gentleman he seemed to be, thanked him heartily 
for his suggestion Thereafter Fra Bernardino preached most fervently 
against the vice of usury in such wise that in all his sermons he did 
nothing but blame and reprehend all who lent money at interest. 
This aroused no little disgust among his audience, with the result 
that he was visited by several honest gentlemen, who begged him 
not to labour so much at usurers, but to follow his usual manner of 
preaching. “You must not take this amiss,” said the holy friar, “for 
I was urged on by one of your citizens, he dresses in violet, and sits 
immediately in front of me every day when I speak.” From this and 
other indications everyone knew at once that it was Tomasone to 
whom he referred “Alas I” cried one of the gendemen, “what do 1 
hear? That man, O Reverend Father, is the worst usurer in all Italy, 
and in all Milan you can't find anyone from whom to borrow money 
save him. I myself, constrained by necessity, have borrowed money 
from him more than once at tremendous rates of interest.” 

When Fra Bernardino heard this he was greatly shocked, and wish- 
ing to be assured in his own mind, he sent for Tomasone, who came 
at once. The holy friar said it had come to his ears that he was a 
great usurer, wherefor he was much amazed that he had so earnestly 
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besought him to preach against usury. “I did so,” replied Tomasone, 
“because I wish to be the only one to follow that profession in this 
city, so that I may make more money Whoever told you that there 
are no others who lend out money on interest deceives himself, for I 
have observed for some time past that my income is not what it used 
to be; for which reason I am convinced that there are others as shrewd 
as myself who practise money-lending I assure you, O Father mine, 
that he who has not money, and plenty of it, is a fool. You — ^pardon 
me — ^are little versed in the ways of the world; your way of life is 
one, and ours is another. The sum of the whole matter is this — ^that 
he who wishes to be honoured and esteemed by the folk must have 
money. Even were a man most nobly born, were he of the house 
of the Visconti — which is the house of our lord duke — he would be 
held to be of no account unless he had money You must not think 
I am made of gold, but I do possess a few pence, and if I go to the 
castle to talk to the duke, 1 am admitted at once, even if he is in 
bed, for the reason that, on certain occasions when he needed two 
hundred thousand ducats, or three hundred thousand ducats, I served 
him readily, and with a profit for myself which was agreed upon be- 
tween us in advance Moreover, there is not a gentleman nor a mer- 
chant nor a burgher nor a poor man in all this city who does not 
show me honour, for I give my services to all Now you will tell 
me that I ought to lend my money without charging interest: Father 
mine, this manner of lending money is not in style, nor will it be 
made so by me I want the pledge in my hand, and I want my money 
to return home bringing a profit with it I force and constrain no 
one to borrow from me And since the possession of money is some- 
thing which immeasurably rejoices the heart so that the more one 
has, the greater one’s joy, therefore did I pray you to preach against 
usurers, so that I alone might get all the business and profit.” 

The saindy friar made a vigorous effort with true and holy words 
to remove this fantasy from Tomasonc’s mind, but he cited civil and 
canon law, the Old Testament and the New in vain Tomasone re- 
tained his point of view. The friar shrugged his shoulders with com- 
passion, and when the usurer had gone prayed God that He would 
unseal the eyes of his mind. 

Now since I have spoken of Tomasone at such length, I will add 
one more gem — a circumstance which took place a few days before 
the conversation reported above The usurer went, as 1 said, to hear 
the sermons every day Once when Fra Bernardino had preached 
valiantly against money-lenders, a poor shoe-maker, who had intended 
to borrow money from Messer Grasso, took fright on hearing the 



54^ MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

friar condemn such transactions so severely. As Tomasone was re* 
turning home from the sermon, he dared not approach him, but 
followed hesitantly at a discreet distance. Messer Grasso perceived 
him, and turning round said “My good fellow, do you want some- 
thing from me?” "I should indeed like something,” replied the cob- 
bler, “but since the friar has cried down money-lending so fiercely, I 
dare not ask you. I'm afraid you may have been converted, and be 
unwilUng to lend me any money” “My good man,” replied Toma- 
sone, “what trade do you follow?” “I am a shoe-maker,” replied the 
other “Good,” said Tomasone; “you have listened to the sermon, and 
now you are going home to your shop. What do you intend to do 
there?” “I am going to make shoes,” answered the poor fellow, “for 
1 don’t know how to do anything else” “And I,” said Tomasone, 
“have also heard the sermon, and I am going home to be a money- 
lender, for that IS my business.” And he lent the man what money 
he wanted. 

This was the same Tomasone, I should add, who later became 
converted, and restored all his ill-gotten gams, both in cases where 
he was sure, and m cases where he was not sure, and bequeathed such 
a sum for alms and pious works that the end of it has not yet been 
reached m Milan; and who, if he hved evilly, at least died a good 
Chrisuan, so far as we can judge. 

"I once heard,” said Robert Mannyng in a quiet voice, ot a usurer 
who was labouring at the point of death, but was unwilling to part 
with his money. Wherefor he called his wife and children and made 
them promise on their oaths that after bis decease they would divide 
his wealth into three equal parts* one part should be for his wife, 
so that she might marry again, another part for his children, and 
the third part they should tie in a sack round his neck, and bury it 
with him. After the man had been buried the family went to the 
cemetery to recover that immense sum of money, but fled in terror 
when, on opening the grave, they beheld demons stuffing red-hot 
coins into the corpse’s mouth ” 

Herr Meier’s rotundity seemed to have grown suddenly flabby, and 
Martin’s face was several shades paler behind his fur collar 

“But there is hope even for usurers,” continued Robert, “as you 
may learn by the tale of . . 
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126. PIERS THE TOLLER 

Robert Mannyng 

Saint John the Almoner says that Piers was a usurer, a niggard, 
exceedingly covetous and avaricious, and that he heaped up money 
in a store, as is the practice of usurers everywhere. 

It happened one day that poor men were sitting by the road-side 
warming themselves in the sunshine, and they fell to talking about 
those houses where they had received alms, and those where they 
had received none, praising the one and blaming the others While 
they were talking of this and that, they saw Piers coming along the 
road, and each of the beggars said “Here comes Piers, who never 
did a good deed in his hfe ” Each asked the other whether or not 
he had ever received any good at Piers’s hand. They all said they 
had not, and that no poor man would ever get anything from him, 
no matter how cleverly he begged. 

Then one of the mendicants spoke up “I lay you a wager,” he 
said, “that I shall get an alms from him, however fierce and grim he 
be” The rest of the company thought it highly unlikely that Piers 
would give him anything, but each promised to make him a gift 
should he succeed ^ he of whom I speak got up and went to the 
gate of Piers’s house. As he stood there quietly waiting for the evil 
fellow to come home, a servant approached leading an ass loaded 
with loaves of bread which Piers had bought. And when he saw 
Piers following along behind the beggar thought Now I will ask 
him for something “For charity’s sake. Piers,” said he, “give me some 
alms, if you please ” Piers stood very still for a moment, and looked 
at him angrily with grim eyes Then he bent down to look for a 
stone, but as it chanced, he could find none So instead of a stone 
he took a loaf of bread from the ass’s load and hurled it violently 
at the poor beggar. 

The poor man took the loaf up quickly and was very glad thereat. 
He ran back to his fellows and cried- “See what Piers has given 
mel” “Nay,” said the others, “Piers never gave anyone a gift like 
that” But he replied “On the contrary, I assure you that I had it 
from Piers’s own hand, I will swear to it on the holy relics in the 
presence of all of you.” The rest of the beggars were marvellously 
astonished that he should have had such luck 

Now on the third day after this, as I find it written. Piers fell 
grievously ill, and as he lay in his bed it seemed to him that a mes- 
senger came to lead him off to his doom He was brought before 
the judge to give an account of his deeds. Piers stood there in great 
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dread, abashed and bemused. On one side he saw a bend who was 
accusing him violently. His whole life since his birth was shown there 
before him, and particularly every wicked deed whereof he had been 
guilty since he had assumed charge of his affairs, and he was called 
upon to give a reason why he did them, and to what end On the 
other side were standing shining figures of men who would have 
saved him if they could, but they were unable to find any good deed 
that would rescue or release him The fair men said: “What shall 
we do? In his whole life we find that he has done no deed pleas- 
ing God except that once he let fly a loaf of bread at a poor beggar; 
and even that he did not give with good will, but hurled it at him 
wrathfully Not for the love of God or as an alms did he give it 
Nevertheless, it is true that the poor man got the loaf” Now the 
fiend laid Piers’s wicked works in the balance, and the fair men, since 
they had nothing else, laid the loaf in the other balance, and we are 
told that the one balanced the other. Then the fair men said to Piers- 
“Thus you can see, if you are wise, how this loaf teaches you to 
tend your soul with almsdeed ” 

Thereupon Piers woke out of sleep and began to think earnestly 
about his dream, sighing, and with mournful cheer, like a man in 
great distress He recalled how many fiends had accused him of his 
trespasses, and how they would have damned him had it not been 
for the mercy of Jesus Christ. These matters he turned over m his 
mind and at last he said to himself "Since a single loaf of bread 
given in ill will helped me out of my extreme peril, almsdeed per- 
formed with good will would be even more salutary ” 

From that time forward Piers became a man of such fair manners 
that no one could observe but that he was meek and kind to poor 
men A milder man, or one who gave alms more freely to the poor, 
could not be found anywhere. And he was compassionate also, as 
you shall hear 

One day on the road Piers met a poor man, naked as he was born, 
for he had lost all his goods in the sea. He begged an alms and some 
clothing. Piers pitied him, and took off his kirtle at once and put it 
on the other man, and bade him wear it for his love The man took 
It gratefully and went and sold it at once. Piers watched him do this, 
and was exceedingly wroth; he could not endure it, and went home 
grieving sorely It seemed to him that it was an evil sign which in- 
dicated that he. Piers, was not worthy of the beggar’s prayers, and 
that for that reason he would not wear the kirtle. 

When he had wept for a long time a part of his grief was assuaged 
and he fell asleep, for after tears it is usual for sleep to come quickly. 
As he slept Piers had a fair dream. It seemed to him that he was in 
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bright heaven, and there he saw God sitting clad in the kirtle which 
he had given to the poor man. “Why do you weep and lament'*” He 
asked. "Behold, Piers, this is your garment, which you gave to the 
beggar for my sake. Whatever you gave him in charity, every bit 
thereof have you given to me ” 

Piers woke and was much amazed “Blessed be all poor men,” said 
he, “since God loves them. Well off are they who are poor in this 
world since they are dear to God Wherefor I shall strive night and 
day to become poor, if I can ” 

Thereupon Piers gathered together his goods and gave all he had 
to the poor. Then he called his clerk, who was a notary, and bade 
him give heed “1 am going to confide to you a very secret matter,” 
he said, “and take care that you divulge it to no man. You shall take 
my body and sell it into bondage to some man so that I shall live 
in servitude Unless you do this, I shall be wroth, and you and yours 
shall be loathly to me But if you do it, you shall have ten pounds 
of gold, which I give you here I do not care to whom you sell me, 
except only that he be a Christian And the price which you receive 
for me you shall divide, withholding not so much as a farthing of it, 
among poor men.” The clerk was loath to do that deed, and con- 
sented only because of fear and Piers’s threat 

When the clerk had taken an oath to carry out his master’s in- 
structions, Piers put on a foul garment, and both took their way to 
the church to transact the business The clerk thought to himself: 
“Lord, whom can I find willing to buy this man^” Finally he re- 
membered an acquaintance of his who had once been rich, but who 
had lost much of his property through misfortune His name was 
Zoilus The clerk went to him, and Zoilus told him how it stood 
with him. “Well,” said the clerk, “my advice is that you buy a bond- 
man through whose service you may recoup your fortune ” “I would 
willingly employ my silver in such a deal,” said Zoilus. Said the clerk : 
“Lo, here is a true and well-mannered man who will serve you to 
your pleasure scrupulously in every way that he can. His name is 
Piers; you will profit much through him, God will bless you and 
give you increase.” So Zoilus paid over the price for Piers, and the 
clerk distributed the money among the poor of the town without 
keeping back a single farthing. 

Not long after this it happened that the emperor sent his messengers 
to look for Piers, but nowhere could they get news of rich Piers the 
Toller, nor learn what had become of him. 

Now Piers, who was once stout and rich, had come to low estate. 
Whatever any man bade him do, that he did gladly. He became so 
mild and meek that a milder man could not have been found any- 
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where, for his humility went so far that he willmgly swilled the pots 
and dishes. He performed great penance, fasting much and sleepmg 
little. He was patient and forbearing to rich and poor, high and low; 
he performed everyone’s bidding with humble subservience. And 
since he assumed such a soft demeanour, shrews did him evil often, 
considering that his meekness was a sign of folly or madness. Even 
his fellows spoke ill of him But he suffered their scorn and contempt 
without ever saying anything against them Zoilus, his master, readily 
fierceived that his good fortune and improved circumstances were 
due to Piers One day he summoned him and said: “Piers, you arc 
far more worthy of respect than I, for Jesus loves you well; He 
shows forth great virtue in you; wherefor I will set you free, and 
you shall be my fellow.” 

Piers did not agree to this proposition, for he wished to remain 
always for ever more in servitude, but he thanked his lord mildly 
for his great courtesy. Afterwards Jesus appeared to Piers in a vision, 
so that he might remain steadfast in his intention. “Let it not grieve 
you to do penance,” He said, “for I am with you in any chance that 
may befall I have you in mind. Piers Lo, here is the kirtlc which 
you gave for my sake; and for that I will grant you the grace to 
m.tke an end in all goodness ” 

It happened now that sergeants and squires who were formerly 
wont to serve Piers went on a pilgrimage to the country where he 
dwelt as a bondsman. 2k)ilus invited them home to his hall; and 
Piers, who was there, knew each of them very well He, who was 
wont to have their service, now served them They did not recog- 
nize him at once, for penance had changed his hue However, when 
they regarded him closely, one said to the other: “This fellow here 
IS very like Piers the Toller.” Piers concealed his visage as much as 
he could, but as they looked at him more and more, they knew him 
well at last, and said “Zoilus, is yonder fellow your page^ A rich 
man is m your service Him whom we find here has been sought 
far and near by the emperor” 

Piers heard what they said and went quietly to the porter. The 
porter had been deaf and dumb since birth, but by the grace of 
Christ a miracle was shown through Piers “Let me out,” he said to 
the porter; and he who was deaf and dumb replied. “Yea.” 

Piers went out the gate and wandered where it pleased God that 
he should go. The porter entered the hall and related the marvellous 
thing that had happened to him. “When he spoke to me,” said the 
man, “it seemed to me that a clear flame of Are broke from his 
mouth, and that flame made me both hear and speak. Blessed be 
God and Piers.” 
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The lord and all the guests in the hall were astonished at that 
miracle. They quickly set out in search for Piers, but their seeking 
came to naught, for they never found him anywhere, night or day. 
For He who took up Enoch and Ely, through His mercy received 
Piers for his meekness and good deeds into everlasting rest. 

Take example of Piers, you usurers, for you shall never have ]oy 
until you abandon that sin and distribute as alms what you have 
gained by usury. 

“Don’t go — yet — ” said the Clerk of Oxenford as Martin Scabby 
was helping Umbos to his feet “I want you both to hear a fine tale, 
which I read somewhere, which well illustrates the wit of the weak.” 


127. THE CHURL AND THE BIRD 

The Cler\ of Oxenford 

One time, more than a hundred years ago, there lived a rich villein 
or churl. I do not know his name, but 1 do know that he was very 
well provided with meadows, woods and plough-land, and whatever 
else constitutes wealth. His manor was so handsome and delightful 
that It had no peer in burg or village anywhere m the world; the 
description of it would probably seem to you like a fable Neverthe- 
less, 1 think no one will ever huild such a don)on nor such a high 
tower as he had Round about ran a river enclosing the domain. The 
beautiful orchard was likewise enclosed by water. The man who 
originally planned and executed this homestead was no fool — indeed, 
he was a well-born knight. But after the father the son succeeded 
to the property, and he it was who sold it to the villein of whom I 
speak. Thus it passed from hand to hand, for well you know that 
burgs and manors decay by reason of bad heirs 

But to return to the manor The garden or park was as excellent 
as one could wish. Many kinds of herbs, whose names I do not know, 
grew there. There too were sweet-smcIling flowers and such spices 
that anyone lying ill in a litter would come away whole and sound 
if he passed a night in the garden It was circular in form and very 
spacious. In the middle was a clear and wholesome fountain which 
bubbled up copiously, as cold as marble. Near by, shading it, was 
a lofty tree with beautiful spreading branches. It was so thickly leafy 
that in the month of May no beam of the sun could penetrate its 
foliage. This tree was held in great esteem, for such was its nature 
that Its leaves lasted always: neither wind nor storm was ever strong 
enough to detach a single leaf or a piece of bark 

Now I must tell you that morning and evening, twice a day and 
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no more, a bird came to sing in this pine tree. The bird was so 
beautiful that one would be hard put to it to describe him. He was 
smaller than a sparrow and somewhat larger than a wren He sang 
so well and sweetly that the song of the lark or the chalendre was 
not so pleasing to hear He was particularly adept in singing lays and 
new songs, rotrouenges and chansons It seems to me that in com- 
parison with him neither gigue nor harp nor viol, neither merle, 
mavis, nighungale nor starling was worth a haw You should know, 
too, that his song had a marvellous quality, the hke of which has 
never been known, for its virtue was such that no matter how sor- 
rowful a man might be, he would straightway forget his griefs and 
rejoice if he heard the song of the little bird And if he had never 
been in love before, he would straightway become enamoured, and 
consider himself as good as a king or an emperor. Moreover, if he 
were a hundred years old or more, whether churl or noble, if he heard 
the bird's song he would be so rejuvenated as to seem a youth, and 
think himself well worthy to be loved by maids and ladies 
But I must tell you another marvel, too The garden could endure 
only so long as the bird came to sing his sweet songs there; for from 
tlic songs arose the virtue whereby the flowers and the tree and all 
the demesne remained m vigour. If the bird should ever cease to come, 
the garden would wither, and the fountain cease to flow. 

Now the villein to whom the property belonged was in the habit 
of coming every day to listen to the bird’s sweet song One morning 
he came to the fountain under the pine tree to wash his face in its 
water, and as he did so the bird in the tree began to sing a delight- 
ful lay. And this is what the bird said in his language: “O layman, 
clerk or knight, and all you who have regard to love and suffer 
from Its ills, listen to my lay I also sing for you sweet maids who 
dehght in worldly pleasure. 1 tell you truly that first you must love 
God and obey His commands; go willingly to church and listen to 
the service, for no ill can ever come to you from so doing Indeed, 
God and love are one, for God loves honour and courtoisie, nor 
does He frown upon true love at all. God loves honour and bounty, 
and above all He approves largesse God listens to a fervent prayer, 
and love in no wise hinders it But the avaricious are greedy for gain, 
the spiteful are envious, churls are base and rascals are wicked. Love 
IS maintained by sense, courtoisie, honour and loyalty, and if you 
practise these you may win both God and the world ” 

So sang the bird; and when he saw the churl sitting under the tree, 
he sang again, but in a different strain: “Stop your course, O river, 
perish donjon, decay, O tower, fade flowers, wither trees! O tree, cease 
your office. Clerks, knights and ladies who cherished the fountain, 
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who hved longer and loved more amorously by virtue thereof, who 
were adept in courtoisie and prowess, who sustained chivalry and 
gave largesse wilhngly — such used to come to listen to me here. But 
now the one who listens to my song is a villein stuffed with envy, 
a churl who loves a penny better than gentle behaviour. My song 
has had no power to raise him from the slough of covetousness 
wherein he lies Gentlefolk used to listen to me for delight and for 
greater love and solace, but this fellow’s only concern is that he may 
eat more and better.” 

So saying the bird flew away. The churl sat still and considered 
that if he were able to snare the bird he could sell it for a good 
price; and if he couldn’t sell it, he would put it in a cage where it 
might sing to him early and late Accordingly he prepared his snare, 
observed carefully what branches the bird usually perched upon, and 
there he set it skilfully At vespers the bird returned to the garden, 
and flying to the pine was caught in the net Alas* the wretched 
one I He attempted to fly, but stuck fast. Such is the reward of him 
who serves a churl • 

“It seems to me,” said the bird, “that you have done ill to snare 
me, for I shall bring you small ransom ” “On the contrary,” replied 
the churl, “for I shall now hear many a song, you shall sing for 
me more frequently In the past you served me as you pleased, now 
you shall serve me as 1 please.” “The parts in this cantata are badly 
assigned,” answered the bird, “and I’ve got the worse one Once I 
had country, riverside, wood and meadow at my pleasure; now I am 
locked up in a cage Never more sh.ill I rejoice 1 used to live on 
what I could find; now I shall be fed by another, like any other 
prisoner. Let me go, good friend, for I assure you I will never sing 
m prison ” 

“By my faith,” cried the churl, “in that case I will cat you; you 
will not get out any other way ” “It seems to me I should make you 
a poor meal,” replied the bird “Your reputation would not be much 
enhanced by killing so poor a thing as myself If you let me go, I 
will do a good deed, kill me and it will be a sin ” 

Churl You’re wasting words; the more you beseech me, the less 
inclined I shall be to grant your prayer 

Bird. Alas, you speak truly You yourself have often heard it said 
that rational arguments make a churl wroth But another proverb in- 
structs us that necessity forces one to do many an unwonted and 
difficult thing My puny strength avails me nothing, but if you let 
me go, I will give you three precious articles of wisdom such as were 
never known by any man of your breed, and which will be of great 
profit to you. 
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Churl’ Well, if you will give me surety, I will do as you ask. 

Bird I loyally pledge you my faith. 

So the peasant let him go The bird flew up to the tree. He was 
soiled and ruffled, for he had been shamefully handled He rearranged 
his feathers with his bill as well as he could, while the churl impa- 
tiently waited to be informed of the three articles of knowledge. 
The bird was cunning and said. “If you pay attention you will learn 
something to your advantage. The first point is. Do not believe every- 
thing you hear " 

The churl scowled “1 knew that well enough already,” he said. 
“Cherish that knowledge carctuUy, then,” said the bird, “and don’t 
forget It” “Certainly, 1 am well on the road to hearing great wis- 
dom.” answered the man “You talk like a fool to bid me bear such 
things in mind I wish I had you here' But if you really intend to 
keep your bargain, tell me the next item, and I will give heed.” 

“if you arc able to understand what I say you will now learn some- 
thing of great significance,” answered the bird: “Never lament for 
the loss of something you never possessed” 

The villein was not a fool and exclaimed violently: “You have 
broken your faith I understood you to say that you would teach me 
three choice b’ts of wisdom such as none of my blood ever posssessed. 
But what you have just told me is the common property of all the 
world No one is or has been such a dolt as to bewail what he never 
had You have lied to me atrociously.” 

“Shall I continue?” asked the bird. “I very much fear that you 
will forget this point You are so ready for dispute that I doubt 
if you will be able to retain what I have to say” 

Churl I know such things better than you do, and have done this 
long time Curse anyone for thanking you for telling him what he 
already knows By my head I I’m not such a simpleton as you take 
me to be But since you have escaped me and I can no longer con- 
strain you, tell on But no more jokes 
Bird Listen well. The third item of knowledge is such that who- 
ever possesses it will never be poor. 

Churl Now that is a thing I should dearly like to know, for it has 
a bearing on business. But it is dinner time now, so tell me quickly. 

“Very well,” replied the bird ‘7 instruct you, O churl, not to throsv 
to your feet what you hold in your hand" 

The villein snorted with rage when he heard this, but after a mo- 
ment he said. “Is that all? These instructions are child’s prattle. You 
have lied and tricked me. I have been fully aware of all you have 
told me this long time ” 
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Bird' If you are so wise, you would never have let me go when 
you had me m your hands. 

Churl True enough; but I certainly knew the other two points 

Bird But this one is worth a hundred times more than the others. 

Churl How do you mean? 

Bird I’ll tell you, thick-skuU You really don’t know what has hap- 
pened to you If you had killed me, as you intended, by my eyes! 
you would have been the better off £or it all the days of your life 

Churl Pshawl what good are you? 

B/rd Well, base-born one, I will tell you. In my body there is a 
dear and precious stone weighing three ounces. Its virtue is so great 
that whoever possesses it shall never wish or ask for anything but 
that It will be his at once 

When the villein heard this he lamented his fault, rent his clothes 
with rage and tore his face with his nails, calling himself a miser- 
able wretch, while from his perch on the pine the bird looked on 
with pleasure. He waited till the man’s face was a mass of lacera- 
tions and then said. "Wretched oaf, when you held me in your hands 
just now I was lighter than a sparrow or a tomtit or a Hnch, which 
do not weigh half an ounce” "You are right,” replied the churl 
wrathfully 

Bird Well, then, O man, you must realize that I lied to you about 
the precious stone. 

Churl I know it well enough now, though I did believe you 

Bird O churl, now I have surely proved to you that you really 
did not possess the three articles of wisdom, and by your own words 
I have demonstrated that there is no greater fool than he who laments 
over something which he never had, for right now it seems to me 
you are blubbering for something you never had and never 'hall 
have My three articles of wisdom have astounded you. Dear friend, 
take care to learn them well. 

Therewith the bird flew away and never returned to the garden. 
The foliage fell from the tree, the park decayed and withered, the 
fountain dried up and the churl lost his pleasant domain. True is the 
proverb which says: He who covets everything shall lose all. 

“Before the conversation turned to these commonplace and churlish 
themes,” said Peter Bell, “something was said about Queen Eleanor’s 
sex appeal. Had it anything to do with her sixteen years’ imprison- 
ment?” 

“I know nothing about that,” said the Minstrel of Reims, “but I 
know what happened at Tyre between her and Salah ad-Din.” 
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“We all know,” answered Richard of Devizes, “but we haven’t all 
told It.” 

“There is no harm in it — ^now — replied the Minstrel 

128. QUEEN ELEANOR AND SALAH AD-DIN 

The Mtnstrel of Reims 

My lords, as you know, Louis le Gros had two sons. Robert, the 
elder, knew nothing, and Louis, the younger, had very little wit. But 
choosing the lesser of two evils, the magnates of France selected the 
younger son to succeed his father as king of France 

One day Louis decided that he would go to the Holy Land and 
liberate the sepulchre of Christ from the hands of the infidels Now 
this was an enterprise requiring considerable capital — much more 
than Louis had at his disposal. In vain did his barons try to dissuade 
him; the more they argued against it the more stubbornly set be- 
came his mind — or what there was of it Fmally one of the wise 
peers thought of an excellent expedient- “Sire,” said he, “you must 
marry There is Eleanor, daughter of Count Guilhem of Poictiers. 
She holds not only Poitou, but Limoges as well, and altogether more 
than three times the amount of your land ” “That’s the very thing'” 
said Louis. 

Eleanor was not much dazzled by the crown of France, but she 
had a taste for travel, which was considerably impeded by her single 
state, and so, expecting to reap some benefit herself, she consented 
to the match. 

On St John’s day the king and queen of France set sail, and in 
the course of a month they arrived with the army at Tyre. There 
the king rested all winter, recovering from the effects of seasickness, 
and spending Eleanor’s money Many times Salah ad-Din challenged 
the king to battle, but Louis always put him off with some excuse — 
It was too rainy, or he had a headache, or he was feeling liverish. 

Time, you may be sure, hung heavily on Eleanor’s hands Near by, 
the Orient seemed less colourful than when viewed through the glass 
of her imagination But when she heard stones of the worth, the 
prowess, the wit, the generosity and breeding of Salah ad-Din, life 
took on a new interest for her. It was not long before she loved 
him passionately, though she had never seen him With Eleanor to 
think, or rather to feel, was to act. Through an interpreter she sent 
a message of greeting to the Saracen, saying that if he were able 
to arrange the matter, she would renounce her faith and take him 
for her lord. 
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When Salah ad-Dm understood the import of the Frank queen’s 
letter, he rejoiced greatly, for he had long heard of Eleanor as the 
noblest and richest lady of Christendom Forthwith he armed a gal- 
ley and sent it from Ascalon to Tyre, where it arrived about mid- 
night. By means of a false postern the interpreter insinuated himself 
into Eleanor’s chamber “What ncws^’’ cried the queen “Lady,” an- 
swered the other, “behold the galley of Salah ad-DIn all ready and 
waiting for you. Make haste, now, before we are perceived ” “By 
my faith,” said the queen, “this is well and expeditiously done ” Then 
she bade two of her damsels pack some coffers with gold and silver 
as quickly as they could, and was about to send them to the galley 
when another of her maids caught the drift of what was going for- 
ward She sneaked out of the chamber quietly and made her way to 
the bed of tbe sleeping Louis “Sire,” she said, “evil is afoot. My lady 
IS on the point of going to Ascalon with Salah ad-DIn, the galley 
IS even now riding m the port For God’s sake. Sire, hurry upl” 
“Mon Dieul” exclaimed Louis, “is she taking her gold too?” “Two 
chests full, Sire,” replied the maid 

This information stung Louis into action A party of armed men 
under the command of his marshal found Eleanor at the port with 
one foot already on the galley The marshal took her by the hand 
and led her back to the king’s chamber, while the men-at-arms seized 
the galley and those within it, for the Saracens were too surprised 
to offer resistance 

“Eleanor,” said the king, “I am shocked and hurt Tell me, now, 
why did you want to do this thing to me?” “Why?” repeated Elea- 
nor with a nasty laugh “That’s easdy answered because of your 
cursed pusillanimity, for you aren’t worth a rotten apple. I have heard 
such reports of Salah ad-DIn that I amsider him a man worthy of 
being loved by a woman like me And let me tell you another thing: 
After this you shall never more enjoy possession of me ” 

These few words amply answered Louis’ question He had no de- 
sire to hear more, and sent his wife away under heavy guard 

Not long after this, acting on the advice of his council, Louis de- 
cided to go back to France, for his money was running low, and he 
had gained nothing at Tyre but shame. At Pans Louis assembled his 
barons, related the escapade at Tyre, and asked counsel what he 
should do with Eleanor. “By God'” exclaimed the astonished barons, 
“the best advice we can give you is that you get rid of her. She 
seems to be a devil, and if you keep her by you much longer, she 
will find some way of murdering you.” Louis turned pale. “More- 
over,” said another baron, “you have no male child by her.” “That 
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is probably not Eleanor’s fault," muttered the Count of Dreux under 
his breath. 

The king accepted the advice of his barons, and in so doing he 
acted like a fool. He should have walled her up, and then her exten- 
sive lands would have belonged to him during her lifetime, and the 
great evils which followed would have been averted. 

No sooner had Louis divorced Eleanor — on the grounds of con- 
sanguinity, the clerks said — than she sent for Henry of Anjou, whom 
she had met through his father Geoffrey, and who was attracting 
much attention to himself on the borders of her domams. Henry, 
disregarding his father’s warmng, married her, and two years later 
made her queen of England. 

“As you say,” agreed Peter Bell, “there is no harm in it. English- 
man that I am, I cannt blame Eleanor much, considermg that Louis 
was such a poor stick. But so far as I know, she never gave her sec- 
ond husband similar cause for complaint after she had become queen 
of England ” 

“If she had done,” replied the Minstrel, “it would have been sauce 
for the goose Probably you recall how Henry treated Alix of France, 
the betrothed of his own son, and how Henry Courtmande died of 
shame and a broken heart as a result” 

“You journalists,” said John Stow with a shake of his head, “possess 
an uncanny faculty for twisting the straightest story almost beyond 
recognition Though it is true that King Henry debauched his ward 
Alix at the age of twelve years, it was not to Henry Courtmantle — 
who was already married to Margaret — ^that she was betrothed, but 
to Richard And the prince died of dysentery, not a broken heart.” 

“As for Salah ad-DIn,” remarked Conrad of Montferrat, “at the 
time Eleanor was amusing herself at Antioch — not at Tyre — the Sara- 
cen was only ten years old, and was still memorizing the Koran in 
his father’s house at Damascus.” 

“Well, It makes a good story,” muttered the Minstrel 

“And truth makes even a better one The man who looked at the 
eggs but took the bacon was merely cross-eyed; but you journalists 
can plead no excuse other than an inveterate lust for sensationalism ” 

“It seems to me,” said Lord Burleigh, “that some of you read too 
much and others too little It is the light and unconsidered trifles 
which often preserve the real truth. Peter Bell has apparently never 
heard the ballet called ‘Queen Eleanor’s Confession.’ I see John de 
Rampaigne over there by the fire-place; he ought to know it.” 

“I do, indeed,” said John with a smile, “though Norman-French 
comes more readily to my tongue than English.” 
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However, he picked up a handsome rote, and after strumming a 
few bars, sang as follows: 

129. QUEEN Eleanor’s confession 

John de Rampeugne 

Queene Elia nor was a sike woman. 

And afraid that she should dye; 

Then she sent for two fryars of France 
To speke with her speedilye 

The king calld downe his nobles all. 

By one, by two, by three. 

“Earl Marshall, I’le goe shrive the queene. 

And thou shalt wend with mec.” 

“A boone, a boone,” quoth Earl Marshall, 

And fell on his bended knee, 

“That whatsoever Queene Elianor saye. 

No harme thereof may bee.” 

“I’le pawnc my landcs,” the king then cryd, 

“My sceptre, crowne and all. 

That whatsoere Queen Elianor sayes. 

No harme thereof shall fall 

“Do thou put on a fryar’s coat, 

And rie put on another. 

And we will to Queen Elianor goe 
Like fryar and his brother.” . 

Thus both attired then they goe 
When they came to Whitehall 

The bells did ring and the quiristers sing. 

And the torches did light them all. 

When that they came before the queene. 

They fell on their bended knee' 

“A boone, a boone, our gracious queene. 

That you sent so hastilee.” 

“Are you two fryars of France,” she sayd, 

“As I suppose you bee? 

But if you are two English fryars. 

You shall hang on the gallowes tree” 
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“We are two fryars o£ France,” they sayd, 
“As you suppose we bee; 

We have not been at any masse 
Sith we came from the sea " 

“The first vile thing that ever I did 
1 will to you unfolde: 

Earl Marshall had my maidenhed 
Beneath this cloth of gold.” 

“That’s a vile sinne,” then sayd the king; 
“May God forgive it thee I” 

“Amen, amen*” quoth Earl Marshall — 
With a heavye heart spake hce. 

“The next vile thing that ever I did, 

To you rie not denye — 

I made a box of poyson strong. 

To poison King Hcnrye.” 

“That’s a vile sinne,” then sayd the king, 
“May God forgive it thee I” 

“Amen, amen,” quoth Earl Marshall, 

“And I wish it so may bee ” 

“The next vile thing that ever I did. 

To you I will discover 

1 poisoned fair Rosamonde, 

All in fair Woodstocke bower.” 

“That’s a vile sinne,” then sayd the king, 
“May God forgive it thec^” 

"Amen, amen,” quoth Earl Marshall, 

“And I wish it so may bee ” 

“Do you sec yonders little boye 
A-tossing of the ballc? 

That IS Earl Marshall’s eldest sonnc. 

And I love him best of all 

“Do you see yonders litdc boye 
Aotching of the ballc ^ 

That IS Kmg Henrye’s youngest sonne. 

And I love him worst of all 
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QUEEN Eleanor’s confession 

“His head is fashyon’d like a bull, 

His nose is like a boare.” 

“No matter for that,” King Henrye cryd, 

“I love him better therfore.” 

The king pulled off his fryar’s t»at 
And appeared all in redde 

She shrieked and cryd and wrung her hands. 

And sayd she was betrayde. 

The king lookt over his left shoulder. 

And a grimme look looked hee. 

“Earl Marshall,” he sayd, “but for my oathe, 

A hanged man thou shouldst bee ” 

“Now,” said William of Wykeham, “it begins to be clear why Elea- 
nor had sixteen years in which to study prison architecture But I 
am somewhat surprised by the conduct of our host, Earl Marshal.” 

The earl glanced under his brows at Countess Isabel, who was re- 
garding her lord with more attention than she had bestowed on him 
for some time past “If you only knew,” said the earl sadly, “how 
that woman chased met We met at Lusignan, where I attempted to 
take vengeance for the murder of my uncle Patrick. I gave a good 
account of myself, and Eleanor looked on during the affray But, 
as you know, I was made prisoner through treachery Eleanor paid 
my ransom, and after that she would not take ‘no’ for an answer. I 
was twenty-three years old, and she was forty-fivel” 

“Do not be blaming the man, now,” said Ossian to Wykeham. 
“There are women and there are women Some are like Eleanor and 
some are not. No fault could be found with Emer, Cuchulain’s Wife, 
for example, nor with Etaine. But with one whose character is such 
as Eleanor’s, a man is but like a mouse under the cat’s claw. Take 
Celtchar’s wife, for instance.” 

“I have heard something about Celtchar,” said Henry Castide, “but 
never the whole story. Did he not have a famous spear?” 

“He did so,” answered Ossian, “but that is another tale, and first 
I will tell you about Celtchar’s wife and Blai Briuga” 

“You will not,” said Senchan Torpeist 

“Indeed?” queried Ossian 

“Not without the permission of the Great Bardic Association, of 
which I am head and professor.” 

“But you will give the permission?” asked Henry. 

“I will not,” replied Senchan. 
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"Very well,” conceded Ossian, “I will keep B14i Briuga and Brig 
Brethach out of it. But I will tell about the spear; the Great Bardic 
Assouation has no monopoly of that.” 

130. THE DEATH OF CELTCHAK MAC UTHECHAIR 

Ossian 

Marvellous indeed were the qualities of that spear. No one who 
was struck with it escaped death or disfigurement. When its cover- 
ings were removed, it emitted fiery flashes, and its blade was con- 
stantly overspread with a dew of poison Originally it belonged to 
Pezar, king of the Persians, and was called the Slaughterer The three 
sons of Bicrenn obtained that spear as part of the eric-fine which 
they owed to Lugaid for the slaying of his father. Lugaid called it 
the Yew. When it later came into Celtchar’s possession it was named 
the Luin Celtchair. One day Celtchar slew a pestiferous hound named 
Doelchu with it, and as he raised the lutn aloft after that deed, a 
drop of the dog’s blood ran along the shaft and went through him 
into the ground so that he got his death. After the hero’s death the 
lutn was owned by Get mac Magach, the famous champion of Con- 
naught, who slew Cumscraigh Menn, Conchobar’s son with it. Two 
hundred and fifty years later, in my time, it belonged to King Cor- 
mac mac Art, who called it the Blood-spotted Unfortunately, one 
of Cormac’s eyes was injured by that spear, for which reason one 
of Ireland’s wisest kings was forced to abdicate, since no blemished 
king might rule over Eriu. After this it was called the Poison Spear. 

Few people know what happened to the luin after that, but I 
know It came into the hands of Guaire Aidne mac Colman, who 
was king of Connaught during the high kingship of Tuathal Maol 
Garbh. Guaire, most generous of men, gave it to his brother Marvan. 

Now you recall that Senchan Torpeist once quartered himself on 
Guaire, hoping for an occasion to satirize him, and that Marvan came 
to Guaire’s aid in meeting the professor’s outrageous demands One 
of those demands had necessitated the slaying of Marvan’s white boar. 
This was very grievous to him, for that boar was his herdsman and 
his physician, his messenger and his musician. 

One day Marvan said to himself. “It is a long time since I pro- 
posed going to be avenged on the Great Bardic Institution for the 
loss of the white boar ” In the course of time he came to the abode 
of the Great Bardic Order, and he brought the Luin Celtchair with 
him. When Marvan arrived at the bardic mansion, it was not to the 
open door that he came, but to the best closed door of the building, 
and the door rose open before him The manner by which he en- 
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tered was thus, having the skirt of his mande full with wind, and 
there was not a person within doors that a portion of the wind did 
not blow into his bosom. The Great Bardic Association rose as one 
man; Senchan rose too, and inquired who it was who came to him 
agamst the wind. “You are in error there,” said Marvan; “it was 
ivith the wind I came, and in proof thereof I have brought much of 
it along with me” “What is your pleasure?” asked Senchan “I have 
heard,” answered Marvan, “that every person gets his choice of music 
or of arts from you, and I have come to ask my choice.” “You shall 
obtain that,” said Senchan, “if you can show your relationship to 
the arts.” “That is easy,” answered Marvan- “the grandmother of my 
servant’s wife was descended from poets.” “You shall obtain your 
choice,” said Senchan, “though your connection with the arts is very 
remote What art is it that you prefer?” “At present I desire no bet- 
ter than as much cronan as will content me,” replied Marvan “The 
professors here present can perform that art for you more easily than 
any other,” said Senchan 

Now as you know, the cronan is something like a lullaby, some- 
thing like the buzzing of a bee, something like the purring of a cat, 
and something like a bass obbligato Musicians came to Marvan, thrice 
nine of them, and they wished to perform the regular cronan. That, 
however, was not what Marvan wanted, it was the bass cronan that 
he desired, in the hope that they might break their heads, feet and 
necks, and that their breathing might the sooner be exhausted by it. 

The three nines were singing the bass cronan after that, and when- 
ever they wished to stop Marvan would say “Give us as much of 
the cronan as we desire, in accordance with your promise ” The three 
nines soon became exhausted, but Marvan desired that more of the 
cronan should be sung for him; only nine responded to his call, and 
they poor singers They lasted a shorter time than the others. "Let 
me have as much cronan as I desire,” said Marvan But there was 
no one to answer him. Three times he called for the music, and 
three nmes he did not obtain it 

Hereupon Marvan brought his spear, the Luin Celtchair, into a 
more favourable position, and took off its coverings Then Senchan 
said that he himself would perform the cronan for Marvan “It will 
be more melodious to me from yourself than from any other person,” 
said Marvan. 

Senchan raised his white beard up high and would have performed 
the regular cronan, but Marvan would have no other from him than 
the bass Whenever Senchan would wish to stop, then Marvan would 
say “Give me my fill of cronan. It seems to me that you are an in- 
different performer.” Senchan was ashamed of that He exerted him- 
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self to his utmost to content Marvan, and so much did he strain 
himself that one of his eyes started out of its socket and lay on his 
cheek. “That is enough cronan" said Marvan And picking up his 
spear, he went his ways 

Thus It seems that an accident to Senchan’s physical eye impaired 
the perspicuity of his intellect. 

“I am well satisfied with the information about Celtchar’s spear,” 
said Henry Castide, “but I confess that my curiosity is now aroused 
concerning his wife.” 

“Under the circumstances,” said John Bromyard, “you will prob- 
ably have to remain curious — Senchan’s misfortune, however, re- 
minds me of King Evclak’s clerk, who wished to dispute on reli- 
gious matters with Joseph of Arimathia When he attempted to speak 
It seemed to him that someone or some thing had hold of his tongue, 
and so violently did he force himself to give voice that both his eyes 
flew out of his head and fell at his feet ” 

“I daresay that silenced him,” said Adam Usk 

“If,” said Mac Conglinnc to the soldier, “you will come to me 
privately, I will tell you all about Celtchar’s wife” 

“Thank you,” said Henry Castide 

“Sir minstrel,” said Fynes Moryson, turning to the Minstrel of 
Reims, “if 1 understood you correctly, you disapproved of the way 
m which Louis VII treated his queen.” 

Minstrel Well, it would not have been my way 

Moryson You said something about walling her up, I believe 

Minstrel' 1 only meant that she should have been put in prison 
earlier 

Moryson Ah, yes It happens that a gendeman of whom I heard 
on one of my travels held the same opinion in regard to his wife, 
and actually put it into practice 

Goodman of Bath How was that? 

“I was in Germany,” answered Moryson, “on my way to Bam- 
berg . ” 

13 1 . THE LADY IN THE WALL 

Fynes Moryson 

After leaving Emden I and my English consorts hired a coach 
for thirty dollars to take us to Nurnberg, forty-eight miles distant, 
and the coachman paid for his own horse-meat On the first day we 
passed through fruitful hills of corn and came to Rauchell, where 
each of us paid for ours and the coachman’s supper, five silver 
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groshea Oa the morrow we passed through fruitful hills of corn, 
and arrived at Emersleben, where we paid three groshen for ours 
and the coachman’s supper. In the afternoon we passed over a dirty 
way of pleasant hills fruitful of corn, but having no woods, to Mans- 
field. Here each of us paid a quarter of a dollar for our own and 
the coachman’s dinner. On the fourth day we passed through pleasant 
hills of corn over a dirty way, and to our supper had a pudding as 
big as a man’s leg, for which we jointly paid fourteen grosh. On the 
fifth day we reached Erfurt where, with our coachman, we paid a 
dollar and twenty-one grosh for our dinner, with sour wine This 
IS a free city, and large, being a Dutch mile in compass, and pays 
some tribute to the Duke of Wineberg. Of old there was a umver- 
sity here, but Time hath dissolved it 

After dinner we passed by Armstadt where the Count of Schwartz- 
burg keeps his court, and arriving at Blaw we paid fourteen grosh 
for our supper On the sixth day we passed into the wood of Thuring, 
that IS, Thuring Forest, vulgarly called Thurmgwald. This forest hath 
many lords, that is, the Elector of Saxony, the Duke of Wineberg, 
the Duke of Coburg, and the Count of Schwartzburg The Duke 
of Coburg has a fair castle m this place, and here we paid sixty-four 
grosh for our supper and breakfast The seventh day . . . 

“God,” said Cohn Clout, “created the whole world in six days and 
rested on the seventh Will you not do as much for us^” 

The seventh day, in the morning, we passed three miles over dirty 
mountains, but fruitful in corn, to Coburg, which is seated in the 
province of Franconia. They say that of old this city was called Cot- 
burg, that IS, the city of dirt, and the dirty streets well deserve the 
name. Here one of the dukes of Saxony, called von Coburg, kept his 
court And our host told us that his duchess, for adultery, was there 
bricked up in a wall, the place being so narrow that she could only 
stand; it had no door, but only a hole through which they gave her 
food. Here we paid sixteen grosh for our dinner In the afternoon 
we rode two miles to the town of Clawsen, through fruitful hills 
of corn, and over a most dirty way, where we paid forty-nine grosh 
for our supper. . . . 

“Fair coz,” said Sir John Harington lazily, “a pox on your dirty 
ways and your supper. I thought you were going to tell us a story — 
not give an insulting imitation of William Camden Have done with 
your dollars, groshen, Dutch miles, Wineberg, Schwartzburg, Nurn- 
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berg, Coburg, horse-meat and the coachman's dinner. Come to the 
point, will you^ What about the Duchess von or zu Sachsen and 
Coburg?” 

"I told you,” replied Fynes, “the duke bricked her up in a wall.” 

“It would take a thick wall to accommodate my wife,” snickered 
John the Reeve. 

“Is that all you know about the affair?” asked Sir John. 

“That is all,” answered Moryson sourly. 

“Ah! what a romancer English literature was spared in you! Pray 
continue on your way to Bamberg while we remain here ” 

“I am sure that what he said was enough," said Christme de Pisan. 
“It was a disagreeable story any way you look at it. Sir minstrel,” she 
asked, turning to John de Rampaigne, “who was the Rosamund you 
mentioned in your song? Have you her history in a ballet, too?” 

“Lady,” answered the poet, “I have indeed, but my colleague, 
Richard Sheale, has a better one, and to him 1 yield the honour.” 

“Come up, Richard, and let us hear,” invited Lord Burleigh 

“Gentlemen,” said the minstrel, “it has been a long time — ^a very 
long time— since anyone besought me to sing. I thank your lord- 
ships. I will do what 1 can.” 


132. THE POISON CUP 


When as King Henry rulde this land. 
The second of that name, 

Besides the queene he dearly lovde 
A faire and comely dame. 


Richard Sheale 


Most peerlesse was her beautye founde. 
Her favour and her face; 

A sweeter creature in this worlde 
Could never prince embrace. 


Her crisped lockes, like threads of golde 
Appeard to each man’s sight. 

Her sparkling eyes, hke Orient pearles. 
Did cast a heavenlye light. 


The blood withm her crystal cheekes 
Did such a colour dnve 
As though the lillye and the rose 
For mastership did strive. 
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Yea Rosamonde, fair Rosamonde, 

Her name was call^ so, 

To whom our queene, Dame Ellinor, 
Was known a deadlye foe. 

The king therefore, for her defence, 
Against the furious queene, 

At Woodstocke budded such a bower 
The like was never seene. 

Most curiously that bower was built 
Of stone and timber strong; 

An hundered and fifty doors 
Did to this bower belong. 

And they so cunningly contriv’d 
With turnings round about, 

That none but with a clue of thread 
Could enter in or out. 

And for his love and ladye’s sake. 

That was so fair and bnghte. 

The keeping of this bower he gave 
Unto a valiant knighte. 

But Fortune that doth often frowne 
Where she before did smile, 

The king’s delight and ladye’s )oy 
Full soon shee did begude. 

For why? The kinge’s ungracious sonnc, 
Whom he did high advance, 

Against his father raised wars 
Within the realme of France. 

But yet before our comelye king 
The English land forsooke, 

Of Rosamonde, his lady faire. 

His farewelle thus he tookc: 

“My Rosamonde, my only Rose, 

That pleasest best mine eye, 

The fairest flower in all the world 
To feed my fantasye; 
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“For I must leave my fairest flower. 

My sweetest Rose, a space, 

And cross the seas to famous France, 
Proud rebcUcs to abase. 

“But yet, my Rose, be sure thou shall 
My coming shortlye see; 

And in my heart, when hence I am, 
ric bear my Rose with mec.” 

When Rosamonde, that ladye brightc. 
Did heare the king saye soe. 

The sorrow of her grieved heart 
Her outward lookes did showe. 

And from her clear and crystall eyes 
The tcares gusht out apace, 

Which like the silver pearled dew 
Ran downe her comely face. 

Her hppes, erst like corall redde. 

Did wax both wan and pale. 

And for the sorrow she conceivdc. 

Her vitall spirits faile; 

And falling down all in a swoone 
Before King Henrye’s face. 

Full oft he in his princclye armes 
Her bodye did embrace, 

And twentye times, with watery eyes. 

He kist her tender cheeke. 

Until he had rcvivde again 
Her senses milde and meeke. 

“Why grieves my Rose, my sweetest Rose 
The king did often say. 

“Because,” quoth shce, “to bloodye warres 
My lord must part awaye. 
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“The flower of mine affected heart. 
Whose sweetness doth excelle. 

My royal Rose, a thousand dmes 
1 bid thee now farewcllel 
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"But since your grace on Borrayne coastes 

Among your foes unkinde 

Must goe to hazard life and limbe, 

Why should I staye behind ? 

"Nay, rather let me, hke a page. 

Your sword and target beare. 

That on my breast the blowes may hghtc 
Which would offend you there. 

"Or let mee, in your royal tent. 

Prepare your bed at nightc. 

And with swcete baths refresh your grace 
At your returne from fighte. 

“So I your presence may enjoye, 

No toil I will refuse; 

But wanting you, my life is death — 

Nay, death I’ld rather chusel” 

“Content thyself, my dearest love. 

Thy rest at home shall bee 
In England’s sweet and pleasant isle. 

For travell fits not thee. 

“Faire ladies brooke not bloodye warres. 
Soft peace their scxe delightes. 

Not rugged campes, but courtlye bowers — 
Gay feastes, not cruell fightes. 

“My Rose shall safely here abide. 

With musicke passe the daye. 

Whilst I, amonge the piercing pikes 
My foes seeke, far awayc 

"My Rose shall shine in pearle and golde. 
Whilst I’me m armour dighte; 

Gay galliards here my love shall dance, 
whilst I my foes goe fighte. 

"And you. Sir Thomas, whom I truste 
To bee my love’s defence. 

Bee carefull of my gallant Rose 
When I am parted hence.” 
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And therewithal! he fetcht a sigh 
As though his heart would brcake. 

And Rosamonde, for very griefc, 

Not one plaine word could speake. 

And at their parting well they mighte 
In heart be grieved sore : 

After that day faire Rosamonde 
The king did see no more. 

Now when His Grace had past the seas, 
And into France was gone. 

With envious heart Queene Ellinor 
To Woodstocke came anone. 

And forth she calles this trustye knighte, 
In an unhappy boure. 

Who with hts clue of twined thread 
Came from this famous bower. 

And when that they had wounded him, 
The queene this thread did gette, 

And went where Ladye Rosamonde 
Was like an angell sette 

But when the queene with stedfast eye 
Beheld her beauteous face, 

She was amazed in her minde 
At her exceeding grace. 

“Cast off from thee those robes,” she said, 
“That riche and costlyc bee. 

And drinke thou up this deadlye draught 
Which I have brought to thee.” 

Then presentlye upon her knees 
Sweet Rosamonde did falle, 

And pardon of the queene she crav’d 
For her offences all. 

“Take pity on my youthfull yeares,” 

Faire Rosamonde did crye, 

“And lett mee not with poison stronge 
Enforced be to dye 
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“I Will renounce my sinfull life, 

And in some cloyster bide. 

Or else be banisht, if you please. 

To range the world soe wide. 

“And for the fault which I have done. 

Though I was forc’d therctoe. 

Preserve my life, and punish mee 
As you thinke meet to doe ” 

And with these words her lillie handes 
She wrunge full often there. 

And downe along her lovely face 
Did trickle many a teare. 

But nothing could this furious queene 
There with appeased bee. 

The cup of deadlye poyson stronge, 

As she knelt on her knee, 

Shee gave this comelye dame to drinke. 

Who tooke it in her hand. 

And from her bended knee arose, 

And on her feet did stand; 

And casting up her eyes to heaven. 

She did for mercy calle. 

And drinking up the poyson stronge. 

Her hfe she lost withalle 

And when that death through every limbe 
Had showde its greatest spite, 

Her chiefest foes did plaine confesse 
Shee was a glorious wighte. 

Her body then they did entomb. 

When life was fled away. 

At Godstowe, neare to Oxford towne. 

As may be seene this day 

“That was a sad tale,” said Huchown, clearing his throat. 

John Skelton shivered 

“Jealousy is a fearful sin,” said Robert Mannyng, “and entails con- 
sequences quite as fearful” 
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“That is so,” said Ossian, who had listened attentively. “Have you 
ever heard the story of the first jealousy of the Western World?” 

“Have you the tale^” queried Christine dc Pisan 

“I have, indeed,” replied Finn’s son and poet. 

“And will you tell it?” asked the Goodman of Bath. 

“I will not,” answered Ossian, “tell it on an empty stomach.” 

“I will tell It,” offered Cuan O Lochan. 

133 . THE UNTIMELY DEATH OF SAMHER THE LAP-DOG 

Cuan O Lochan 

For about three hundred years after the Deluge Ireland remained 
a desert place until Partholon, the son of Sera, the son of Sru, et 
reltqua, came and took possession of it 

Upon his coming to Friu Partholon fixed his dwelling on an island 
near Erni, a spot altogether delightful, abounding in flowers, fruit 
and fish. One day he went fishing along the shore, leaving his wife 
Dclgnat and his attendant Topa alone in the island When they were 
thus together it was not long till Delgnat began to solicit Topa, for 
he was young, handsome and well made. At first Topa said nothing 
in reply, but that did not satisfy Delgnat, so she stripped herself be- 
fore him, and they went together to the bed. Afterwards the two of 
them were seized with a great thirst 

Now there was with Partholon a vessel of delicious drink, and the 
manner of it was such that no one could drink from it save through 
a tube of red gold. The tube was brought, and the man and woman 
drank their fill. 

When Partholon returned from fishing he asked for some drink. 
As soon as he had tasted the liquor he sensed the savour of Topa’s 
mouth and Delgnat’s mouth on the tube, and a familiar spirit who 
used to accompany him revealed the shameful deed which the two 
had committed Said Partholon to Dclgnat. “Why am I not far from 
you? You have put me into a vexatious situation. The two of you 
have sullied the face of your lord, and I must have compensation 
from you for your misdeed ” 

“Nay,” replied Delgnat, “the fault is yours, and it is fitting that I 
should pass a judgment upon it. You know very well that it is not 
right to leave together two people who desire each other, as all the 
world will tell you. It is like leaving honey with a woman, milk with 
a boy, flesh with a cat, food with a generous man, a cutting tool with 
a wright; for when a woman is with a man, the one will go to the 
other when the desire — ^hard to be resisted — comes upon them It is 
you who owe compensation to me by reason of your neglect ” 
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While Partholon was digesting this judicial pronouncement Sam- 
her, Delgnat’s lap-dog ran in. Partholon gave him a slap with the 
palm of his hand so that he died. And that was the first jealousy 
ui £nu. 

“What a filthy business 1” exclaimed Robert Mannyng when the 
poet had finished. 

“Illogical, too,” remarked Matheolus “It was pure casuistry on the 
woman’s part ” 

“I wish Partholon had been more of a man,” sighed the Goodman 
of Bath. “His evil example has fostered evil consequences.” 

“Amenl” said Henry Castide. 

“King Henry, at least,” spoke up Peter Bell, “seems to have had 
little regard for ancient tradition, for it is a fact that Eleanor was 
in various prisons during sixteen years for some reason or other.” 

“Sonrtthing may be said for both Rosamund and Delgnat,” pro- 
tested Fenice, “for those who have had experience know that the urge 
of real love is hard to thwart.” 

“Rosamund should have put more faith in the clergy,” said lolo 
Goch. “I once read of a holy cleric who had the proper way with 
poison cups” 

“How was that?” asked Fenice 


134. samson’s adventures at the court of king hilde- 

BERT 


lolo Goch 


In the time of St Illtyd of Llanilltyd Vawr, which the English call 
Lantwit Major, there was a young man, his pupil, living on an 4 $land 
of the Severn Sea His name was Samson One day, on the eve of 
the Resurrection of Our Lord, an angel appeared to him and com- 
manded him to pass beyond the sea to Brittany. Nothing more is 
told of him till he came to Dol. 

In those days Count Commotus, a cruel and tyrannical person, 
governed all Brittany, having slain Jonas, the native count of the 
Bretons. Judual, Jonas’ son, he delivered up to King Hildebert and 
his queen to be kept in capuvity 

On hearing an account of these matters, Samson was grieved at 
the misery of the people, and went quickly to King Hildebert, de- 
siring him to release Judual from confinement, and deliver the people 
from a foreign ruler. 

When Samson entered the king’s palace he found there a certain 
count who was a demoniac; him he anointed on the face and breast 
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With holy oil, and thereby liberated him from the devil. As soon as 
the king heard this, and also that Samson had oome to mtercedc for 
Judual, he received the cleric with suitable honour and mvited him 
to dine. It was Hildebcrt’s queen, however, who held Judual m 
captivity. Not only would she not release him, but she abused Sam- 
son with shameful expressions, which vexed him greatly. And also, 
that she might destroy the holy man, she prepared for him a deadly 
drink. 

Now when the king and the archbishop sat down to dinner, the 
queen, at the instigation of the devil, mixed poison with wine in 
a glass, and sent it to Samson by a servant of hers Thereupon, being 
divinely inspired, Samson made the sign of the cross over the glass, 
which immediately broke into four parts, spilling its contents upon 
the hand of him who held it; and wonderful to relate I in the sight 
of all present, the flesh and skin were corroded to the very bone. 
“This drink,” said Samson, “is not fit to be drunk ” The king was 
abashed, and all the people wondered But Samson marked the 
hand of him who had been hurt and completely restored it 

After they had dined, Samson, with Hildebert’s permission, made 
ready to visit the place wherein Judual was confined The queen, 
whose animosity had been in no wise diminished, again tried to de- 
stroy him, for she sent a furious and unmanageable horse for him to 
ride on But the archbishop marked him with the cross, and when 
he mounted, the horse became as mild as though he had been tamed 
by the King of Heaven. 

But the queen’s heart was still hardened, and she ordered a fierce 
lion to be let loose upon tbe holy man However, instead of seizing 
him, the hon took to flight And Samson said' “I command thee 
in the name of Jesus Christ to hurt no one any more, and that thou 
speedily die. Thereupon the lion immediately leaped headlong into 
the air and expired” 

The king, beholding such marvellous miracles, released Judual from 
chains and delivered him over to Samson And now the queen, too, 
with her companions, fell prostrate at his feet, imploring his pardon. 
And Samson granted it. 

Afterwards the king said to Samson “In this province there is a 
serpent which grievously afflicts all who dwell in the vicinity of his 
lair; and because we see thee shine with such miracles, we beseech thee 
to dcLvcr us from it.” “Find me a guide for the way,” replied the 
archbishop, “and in the power of God I will expel the serpent from 
your parts.” 

A guide was found, and taking with him his two brethren, Sam- 
son set out for the serpent’s kir. When he came to the cave he bent 
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his knees and prayed to the Lord, and taking the serpent by the 
neck, brought it out and commanded it to swim beyond the river 
called Sigona, and there remain under a certain stone. The serpent 
dared not disobey, and hid itself under the rock, and soon after- 
wards, by his word alone, Samson drowned it in the sea. 

King Hildebert now loved Samson gready for his miracles, and 
freely gave him valuable gifts, and commended himself to his prayers. 

“You see,” added lolo, “Rosamund should have had a soul-friend 
upon whom she might have depended in emergencies.” 

“That may be so,” conceded Mannyng; “but it would have been 
far simpler for Henry to have left Rosamund alone, and to have 
been content with Eleanor. A man should cleave to one, and a woman 
take none” 

“Was that the rule you followed at Scmpringham?” inquired the 
Minstrel of Reims “I have heard queer tales Besides, life in the 
world IS seldom simple ” 

“Gentlemen,” hastily interposed John Stow, “let us face the facts. 
All this about Eleanor and William Marshal, Rosamund and the 
poison cup, IS mere literature.” 

Sir William atte Pole snorted. 

“The truth is,” went on the historian, “that the king imprisoned 
his queen because she was furious with him for neglecting her — 
she was ten-twelve years older than he — ^wherefor she fomented re- 
bellion among his sons in France Henry got wind of her machinations 
and arrested her as she was on the point of fleeing over to them in 
man’s apparel.” 

“You may be right,” conceded Higden “However, I have read that 
Hugh de St Maur and the queen’s uncle, Ralph de Fay, had already 
begun to stir up the Young King against his father while Henry 
was in Ireland in 1172, whereas Eleanor was not incarcerated till 1173. 
Sire,” said he, turning to King Henry, “why did you put your queen 
behind bars?” 

“She kept on talking about her first husband,” answered Henry. 

“Sir Minstrel,” said John Skelton, turning to Richard Sheale, “do 
you really think that Rosamund had pearly eyes, crystal cheeks and 
Illy hands ^ How could a man love a woman like that^ He might 
get himself one made at the goldsmith’s shop. In my younger days 
I loved a lady, but I would not describe her as you have portrayed 
Rosamund ” 

“How would you describe her?” asked Ariosto. 

“As follows,” answered Skelton. 
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135. A SATIRICAL DESCRIPTION OF HIS LADY 

John S^dton 

My fayr lady, so fressh of hewe, 

Good thryft come to your goodly face. 

Of colourys like the noble newe, 

As bryght as bugyl or ellys bolace. 

So wecl were he that myght purchace 
At good leyser with hire to been, 

Hire semly cors for to embrace. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 

For yif I shuld hire al discrye. 

Fro the heed to the novyl, and so forth down — 

I trowe there is noon suych alyve; 

For to begynne at hire mode crown. 

The whyght flckkyd with the brown, 

Shoorn as a sheep with sherys keen 
There is noon so fayr m all our town. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 

The kryspe skyn of hyr forhecd 
Is drawyn up and ontrustily bownde, 

Of colowrys dunne, yelewe, pale and reed. 

And therwithal hire cheekys been rownde; 

A reynbowe hew so fayr she is fownde. 

For whan the sunne shyneth sheen, 

Allas* she gevith myn herte a wownde. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 

Here smothe browys, blake and fyn, 

Arn soft and tendir for to fele 
As been the bruskelys of a swyn; 

Here pwys been rownde as purs or bele; 

What though hire herte were made of stele. 

And I ne myght hire nevir seen, 

Yit must I love hire cvir wele. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 

Here greet shulderys, square and brood; 

Here brcestys up here hire bely so large. 

For upon hire is a greet carte lood — 

She IS no bot, she is a barge; 
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A stouthe that no man may charge, 

Whoos boody may not suflysed been, 

And evir abrood she beryth hire targe, 
Undir hire daggyd hood of green. 

This fayr iloure of womanheed 
Hath too pappys also smalle, 

Bolsteryd out of lenghth and breed, 

Lyche a large campy ng balle; 

There is no bagpipe halff so talle. 

Nor no cormyse, for sothe as I ween. 

Whan they been ful of wynde at alle. 

And she have on hire hood of green. 

And forth to speke of hire entraylle, 

Liche a cow hire wombe is gret — 

Rympled liche a nunnys vcylle. 

And smothe berdyd liche a gete. 

Hire teeth been whight as ony jete. 

And lych a seergecloth hire nekke is dene. 
And for to kepe hire froom the heete. 

She weryth a daggyd hood of grene. 

Hire skyn is tendyr for to towche 
As of an hownd-fyssh or of an hake, 

Whoos tewhyng hath coost many a crowche. 
Hire pylche souple for to make; 

Whecr ovir many an hed hath ake 
In skorn whan she lyth on the splene; 

And yit she shal hym dene out shake, 
Undir hire daggid hood of grene 

Hire buttokys ar not lowe sunke, 

But brood as is a Spaynych stede; 

For febylnesse she is nat shrunke. 

Men may that se thorugh out hire wede: 
Hire crowpe doth the semys shrede 
Whan they so streyght lasyd been. 

Now good thryfft have he for hys mede, 
That best can shakyn hire hood of green. 

Hire Icmys not smal, but liche a spere, 

But ]umbielyd lyke as is an olyvaunt, 

The greet clocher up for to here, 
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A belfrey for the bodyfauat; 

Or cllys for to plcy at df. 

Or for an hasard of heightene, 

So weel were he that had a graunt 
To towche hire daggyd hood of grene. 

This IS the lady that I serve, 

That hath so many men on honde; 

For of hire can no man thank deserve. 

That trottyth on the drye londe, 

But on them she wyl have a bonde, 

As weel of bayard as of brende, 

And yit for sorelle she wyl stonde, 

Though men hire daggyd hood wolde rende. 

In cherysshyng of the yemanry 
She hath weykyd many a bowe. 

But moost she lovith specially 

Hym that can shote bothe styffe and lowe; 

And but the deer be ovir-throwe. 

The arwc was nat fyled kene, 

And to the deth she can weel blowe 
Whan she hath on hire hood of grene. 

Hire watir lyme is maad ful weel, 

Bothe for the cormeraunt and the snyte; 

The botoore that ebth the greet eel 
Is cause yif he wyl his rochys byte; 

The se-mewe with his fethcrys whyte. 

Nor the caldmawe, nouthir fat nor lene, 
Gooth nat from hire panteer quyght. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of grene. 

Of huntyng she beryth the greet pryse. 

For buk or do, bothe hert and hynde; 

But whan she dotyth and wyl be nyse, 

Maale deer to chaase and to fynde. 

That can hym feede on bark or rynde, 

And in hire park pasturyd been. 

That weel can beerc with a tyndc, 

Undir hire daggyd hood of green. 
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This sovereyn lady moost cnteer, 

On hobyng what she lyst to fare, 

With hire brood serkelys hire behynde, 
To make the larke for to dare. 

That fro hir gravys and hir snare, 

Goth not awey that comyth between, 
The thruschylcok nor the feld fare, 
Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 

It is deynty of this flowyr. 

That IS so boold upon hire braunchc. 
And wyl abyde every showyr, 

Whoos thrustc may noo stormys staunche; 
But the flood wyl ovir launche. 

That no man may wade, it is so kenc. 

It wyl not palle in hire haunche. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of grene. 

Now what she beryth I wyl yow telle. 
Although I can not armys blase. 

Nor to the fullc rynge hire belle. 

That IS so wrympiyd as a mase; 

So longe a man may loke and gase. 

To telle what shuld hire baggys been, 
Whoos fenestralle were hard to glase. 
Whan she hath on hire hood of green. 

Hire cote armure is duskyd reed. 

With a boordurc as blak as sabyl, 

A pavys or a terget for a sperys heed, 
Wyde as a chirche that hath a gabyl; 

For who shalle justyn in that stabyl. 

But he be shodde he is not sene, 

Litel Morelle were not abyl. 

Whan she hath on hire hood of grene. 

Hire cote armure, though it be rente, 

Yit hernyd she nevir the bak. 

Though many a robe hath be shente 
On hire sarpelere and on hire sak; 

Evir moore she stood for al the wrak. 
And for shot she lyst not to fleen — 

A castyng dart took no tak 
Undir hire daggyd hood of green. 
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Now fareweel hcrt, and have good dejr, 

Of yow me lyst nat moore to endight, 

Colowryd lyche a rotyn eey, 

In morwe among your pylwys whight; 

The blak crowe moote yow byght, 

Your byl clothyd thirke and onclene, 

A froward velym upon to wryt, 

Whan she hath on hire hood of grene. 

Now fareweel fayr and fressh so deer, 

For whoom I may noo mone take, 

Thowh I se yow not of allc this yecre, 

I can not moorne for your sake, 

Tyl every foul chesyth hys make. 

And the nytynggale that syngeth so sheen. 

And that the cokkow me awake, 

To look upon your hood of green. 

"If that IS your conception of female beauty,” said Ariosto, “I think 
you would find kindred spirits in Francesco Berm and Antonfrancesco 
Dorn” 

“Musha!” exclaimed Mac Conglinne, “1 prefer the Old Woman of 
Beare, myself. . . 

“Or the Gyre Carlmg,” said Blind Harry 

“But the portraits drawn by Berm and Doni were never displayed 
on canvas, to my knowledge,” went on Ariosto “Rather it was the 
ideas and ideals of womanly beauty advanced by such writers as 
Francesco da Barberino, Agnolo Firenzuola and Giangiorgio Tnssino 
that found reproduction in painting, as in the canvases of Sandro 
Botticelli and Bernardo Luini. Giovanni Nevizano in his Silva Nup- 
italts reduced the beauties of woman to thirty-four, three white, three 
black, three rosy, three long, three short, three slender, three large, 
three small, three narrow, three wide, in addition to white skin, white 
teeth, flaxen hair and black eyes. But this is a slavish and mechanical 
elenchus. I much prefer my own portrait of Alcina, even though it 
was reprobated by Roger Ascham and Luis Vives.” 

“Well,” said Skelton, “neither Ascham nor Vives is present, so let 
us hear; and it would make no difference if they were.” 

“Still,” answered Ariosto, “since there was an ob|ection to Alcina, 
I will draw for you instead the portrait of Olimpia, mistress of the 
faithless Bireno.— 

“Olimpia’s beauties are of those most rare. 

Nor IS the forehead’s beauteous curve alone 
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Excellent, and her eyes and cheeks and hair, 

Mouth, nose and throat, and shoulders; but, so down 
Descending from the lady’s bosom fair. 

Parts which are wont to be concealed by gown 
Are such as haply should be placed before 
Whate’er this ample world contains in store. 

“In whiteness they surpassed unsullied snow. 

Smooth ivory to the touch; above were seen 

Two rounding breasts, like new-pressed milk in show. 

Fresh t.-iken from its crate of rushes green. 

The space betwixt was like the valley low 
Which oftentimes we see small hills between. 

Sweet in its season; and now such as when 
Winter with snows had newly filled the glen. 

“The swelling hips and haunches’ symmetry. 

The waist more clear than mirror’s polished gram. 

And members seem of Phidias’ turnery, 

Or work of better hand and nicer pain. 

As well to you of other parts should I 
Relate, which she to hide desired in vain 
To sum the beauteous whole from head to feet — 

In her all lovehness is found complete.’’ 

“I see nothing to cavil at there,” said Skelton, “or nothing much. 
You go no further in your enthusiasm than is justified by poetic 
licence. I am a poet of sorts myself, but my genius has a matter-of- 
fact strain in it. To call a lady’s eyes diamonds, her teeth pearls, 
and her breasts two snowballs seems to me to do her a monstrous 
disservice, and to admit a lamentable barrenness of invention On 
second thoughts, I am not so sure about the cheese in that picture 
of yours; you would have done better to have followed the lead of 
Theocritus There is a certain oanstys of his . . .” 

“Good, now,” interrupted Mac Qmglinne somewhat impatiently. 
“Since even the most exacting lover or artist must be satisBed with 
either Ariosto’s or Skelton’s recommendations, we will leave the mat- 
ter. I should like to comment on certain aspects of lolo’s story. If 
It was any skill in thaumaturgy that Samson had, sure now, it is 
from the Irish he must have learned it. You mind how the poison 
offered to Patrick on one occasion turned to curds and fell out of 
the cup; and as for quelling dragons, it was Mac Creiche, alive in 
Ireland when Samson visited £riu, who was the champion dragon- 
qucller” 
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“Since you hold no high opinion of my skill as a slayer of dragons,” 
said Fulk Fitzwarin, “I am naturally eager to hear about anyone 
who elicits your approval Pray tell us about Mac Creiche.” 

“I will do so,” answered the Illustrious Scholar, “by the leave of 
Michael O Cleingh” 

136. HOW MAC CREICHE SLEW THE YELLOW PEST 

Mac Congltnne 

Mac Creiche, son of Pesslan, went mto his place of ascetic devo- 
tion between Formael and the nver Eidnech His hermitage was 
of four stones, that is, a stone at the back, a stone at the front, and 
a stone on either side He took no food with him into his hermitage 
save a loaf of bread and four sprigs of cress, and of these he ate 
nothing save on Sunday Great was his age from his birth till his 
death, namely, nine score years. 

In the time when great pestilences attacked all Ireland, and Wales 
too, for that matter, Mac Creiche performed many illustrious miracles. 
In his early days he reduced the Crom Chonaill to dust and ashes by 
raising against it the Finnfaidech, his melodious bell. Later he gave 
his attention to the Gribh Ingnech, the Buide Connuil, the Bolg Sighi, 
and the Broichsech of Loch Broicsige in Cinel Fcrmaic This last was 
a monster most vehement, strong, malignant and unwearied with its 
bestial rage upon it, and it wreaked great slaughter throughout the 
land generally. When it assailed the land its thunderous race was like 
the thunder-beat of fifty horses on the strand. What it would do 
was this: it would open its ravenous raging maw like a mad dog. 
With Its jaws all on fire, and emit a broad terrifying stream of harsh 
magical breath; and every man whom that poisonous breath touched, 
and every animal, died a premature and sudden death. It would come 
out of the loch with the dappled clouds of dawn and continue its 
rapine till its yellow hue spread over the sun, then it would return 
to the loch in the last third of the day. Wherefor the land was 
stripped of good men, whether by death or voluntary exile. 

Seeing the devastation of their land, the Cinel Fermaic assembled 
their sages, their seniors and their saints to know what should be 
done The clerks rang their bells and smote their pastoral staffs, and 
all the people shouted But the monster only waxed more fierce, so 
that the clerks were abashed at the helpless distress of the country. 

Now when Saint Blathmac was in his sleep the angel Victor came 
to him, and directed that he seek assistance from Mac Creiche on 
the brink of Loch Lem. “How will the land be protected till he 
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comes?” asked Blathmac. “Easy to say,” replied Victor; “I will smg 
a lullaby in its ear so that it will sleep for three days and three 
nights.” Thereupon Victor drove the monster into the loch and laid 
him asleep there. 

With twelve hundred in his company Blathmac went till he found 
Mac Crcichc. With the cleric were only Mainchin, his disciple, and 
the Finnfaidech, his sweet-tongued bell. Blathmac implored him to 
deliver the Cmel Fermaic from the rage of the Broichsech. “What 
shall I have for this''” asked Mac Crcichc. “Thy tribute to be ful- 
filled to thee every third year,” said Blathmac, “and two scruples 
for ever and for ever from every hearth, and the tax of thy bell 
every year” 

After this Blathmac returned and found that the Broichsech had 
awakened and was pursuing the people and slaughtering them. 
Mac Crciche came on the third day. When the people saw him 
approaching, they came to him on their knees; they commended 
themselves to him in servile rent of service, and to his monks after 
him. 

They had not been there long when they saw the monster ap- 
proaching, and they fled for refuge behind the saint. The monster 
came as far as the weir of Cell Subulaig, and as it came it kept 
discharging balls of fire through its ravenous raging maw. Great fear 
seized Mac Creiche, even though Mainchin was behind him with the 
Finnfaidech “Reach me my bell, O Mainchin,” said Mac Creiche. 
Mamchin gave it to him, and the saint struck the bell fiercely, so 
that the monster halted and stared It reared itself on its hind legs 
till it was higher than a bushy tail-topped eminent tree, or a round 
tower on a hill The numerous claws and talons growing out of 
it were horrible, and great fear seized the cleric at the thing which he 
saw. He prayed, and while he was making his prayer the Broichsech 
stood stiU Afterwards it hurled itself onto the weir with dreadful, 
horrible, unnatural fury; and with such rage did it discharge its 
balls of fire through its ravening maw and through its nostrils, and 
so violent was its bestial wrath upon it, that all its brisdes could be 
seen standing on end, with a drop of red blood on every hair of 
its body from ear to tail 

Hereupon Mac Creiche smote his bell, while the monster was 
traversing the weir. At the third stroke a ball of fire shot from the 
bell into the monster’s maw, and its gullet caught fire. When the 
Broichsech perceived that its maw was on fire it let out a horrible 
scream and screech, while the host of the Cinel Fermaic and the 
host of the cleric set up a shout of triumph. 

Now Mac Creiche began to drive the pest with his crooked staff. 
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He was behind the monster, Blathmac and the saints were behind 
him, and the people of the land were behind them, raising con- 
tinuous shouts and cries. In this wise they reached the loch, and 
the monster dived into its depths. 

But they had not been there long when they saw the loch break- 
ing in fierce red streams over its banks, and behold! the monster 
rose to the surface and stood erect as before. At this the hosts raised 
shouts of reproach, insulting the cleric. Mac Creiche was ashamed 
that the monster should reappear, and his heart bounded in his breast. 
He looked here and he looked there, but he found nothing with 
which to smite the Broichsech except one thing. He laid hand on 
the head covering of his tonsure, that is, his skull-cap, and he flung 
It against the monster. As he did so his tonsure-cap grew and ex- 
tended so that It appeared to all the people like a cowl of smelted 
iron enveloping the beast. After that they saw the monster curling 
Itself in twisted coils under the skull<ap which pressed it down to 
the bottom of the loch; thence it should never rise again till the 
brink and doom of life. 

Then both hosts raised shouts of )oy and gladness. Men, women 
and children offered themselves m servile labour to Mac Creiche and 
his monks, and all their stocks and tributes were driven towards 
him from every quarter; and the freeman who owned nothing but 
his arms placed himself at the saint’s disposal. And Mac Creiche gave 
thanks to God. 

“What'” exclaimed Fulk Fitzwann. “He took tribute and reward 
for a deed of Christian chanty^” 

“Cyrus, king of the Persians,” remarked John Stow, “refused to 
take pay from the Armenians for doing good But Cyrus was a great 
man.” 

“If I remember correctly,” rc)oined Mac Conglinne, “there was a 
hero named Beowulf who accepted reward for ridding Hrothgar’s 
court of a demon.” 

“True enough,” agreed John Leland, “but he said nothing about 
It, nor did Hrothgar. And anyway, Mac Creiche 's job was too easy: 
Beowulf had to use his bare hands.” 

“It seems to me cleverer,” answered the Illustrious Scholar, “to 
abate a demon by means of one’s wits.” 

“Su:,” said Froissart, addressing Cuan O Lochan, “you lately re- 
ferred to a demoniacal spirit that accompanied Partholon everywhere 
and betrayed Delgnat to him. The demons of your day — or Partholon’s 
— seem to have been much more malicious than those of ours. The 
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Lord of Corasse, at all events, had a familiar spirit of a somewhat 
milder nature.” 

“Would you tell us the tale^” asked the poet. 

“If you wish,” answered Froissart. 

137. ORTHON, FAMILIAR SPIRIT OF THE LORD DE CORASSE 

Jean Froissart 

About twenty years ago there lived in southern France a baron 
called Raymond, who had a suit before the pope at Avignon for 
the tithes of his church against a priest of Catalonia. The priest who 
claimed these tithes was very learned, and proved his case so clearly 
that Pope Urban gave definitive ]udgment in his favour. But the Lord 
de Corasse was doubtful, refused to part with his inheritance, and 
bade the priest begone The clerk, who knew Raymond to be a 
hard man, dared not persist, but he said: “1 am not so powerful 
in this land as you are, but since you deprive me of the rights of 
my church, I will send you, very soon, a champion of whom you 
will be more afraid than you arc of me.” Raymond was not alarmed, 
and the clerk departed. 

Some three months after this, when the Lord de Corasse was peace- 
fully sleeping in bed with his lady in his castle of Corasse, there 
came invisible messengers, who made such a noise, knocking about 
everything they encountered in the castle, that it seemed they were 
determined to destroy everything within it; and they gave such loud 
raps at the door of the knight’s chamber that his lady was exceed- 
ingly frightened. The knight heard it all, but did not say a word, 
since he would not have it thought that he was frightened, for he 
was a man of courage sufiicient for any adventure. 

On the morrow the servants assembled and went to Raymond, say- 
ing “My lord, did you not hear what we all heard last night?” 
“What was that?” asked Raymond When they related to him the 
circumstances you have heard, the knight laughed and said’ “It was 
nothing; you dreamed it, or it was the wind ” “By GodI” said the 
lady, “I heard it well enough” On the following night the noises 
and noting were renewed, and much louder than before; and there 
were such blows struck against the door and windows of the knight’s 
chamber that it seemed they would be broken down. 

Now Raymond could stand it no longer. He leaped out of bed 
and cried’ “Who is it who thus knocks at my chamber door at this 
unseemly hour?” Immediately he was answered: “It is I” “And who 
sends you hither?” asked the knight. “The clerk of Catalonia whom 
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you have wronged,” answered the voice, “for you have deprived him 
of the rights of his benefice, and 1 will never leave you in quiet till 
you have rendered him a just account, and such as will content him ” 
“What are you called,” inquired the knight, “who are so good a mes- 
senger^” “My name,” said the voice, “is Orthon.” “Orthon,” said the 
knight, “serving a clerk will not be much advantage to you, for if 
you put trust in him, he will cause you great trouble. I beg, therefore, 
that you leave him and serve me, and I will think myself very much 
obUged.” 

Orthon was ready with his answer, for he had taken a liking to the 
knight. “Do you really wish it?” he asked. “Yes, indeed,” answered 
Raymond, “but no harm must be done to anyone within these walls.” 
“Very well,” answered Orthon. “I have no power to do ill to any- 
one — only to awaken you and disturb your rest, and that of other 
persons ” “Do what I tell you,” urged the knight; “leave this worth- 
less priest and serve me.” “Well, since you will have it so, 1 consent,” 
replied the voice. 

Orthon took such a fancy to the Lord of Corasse that he often 
came to see him in the night-time; and when he found him sleep- 
ing, pulled his pillow from under his head, or made great noises at 
the doors or windows. On waking the knight would say “Orthon, let 
me sleep ” “I will not,” replied the other, “till I have told you some 
news” This so frightened the knight’s lady that the hairs of her 
head stood on end, and she hid herself under the bed<lothes. “Well,” 
replied Raymond, “what news have you brought me?” Orthon re- 
plied* “I have come from England, Hungary — or some other place, 
as It might be — which I left yesterday, and such and such things 
have happened.” 

Thus did the Lord of Corasse, by means of Orthon, know all 
things that were passing in different parts of the world. This con- 
nection continued for five years till at last the knight could not keep 
the matter to himself any longer, and discovered it to the Count of 
Foix, as 1 shall tell you 

The first year the Lord de Corasse came to the Count of Foix, 
perhaps at Orthes, and said to him* “My lord, such and such an event 
has happened in England,” — Scotland, Germany, or some other coun- 
try And the Count of Foix, who found that this intelligence proved 
true, marvelled greatly how he could have acquired such early in- 
formation He entreated him so earnestly that the Lord de Corasse 
finally told him how he came by his news and the manner of its 
communication. Hereupon the Count of Foix said* “Raymond, nourish 
the love of your intelligencer. I wish I had such an informant. He 
costs you nothing, and yet you are truly appnsed of everything that 
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passes in the world." “My lord,” answered Raymond, “I will do 
so.” 

Thus Orthon served the Lord of Corasse for a long time. I do 
not know whether Orthon had more than one master, but true it 
IS that two or three times every week he visited Raymond and told 
him all the news of the countries he had frequented. This Raymond 
immediately sent to the Qiunt of Foix, who was gready dehghted 
therewith. 

Once when the count and Raymond were talkmg the former 
said: “Raymond, have you ever caught sight of your messenger^” 
“No, my lord,” said the knight; “I have never pressed him in this 
matter.” “I wonder at that,” replied the count, “for had he been 
so much attached to me, I should have begged him to show him- 
self in his proper form. I urge that you do so, m order that you 
may teU how he is made, and what he is like.” “Since you request 
It, I will do all I can to sec him,” replied the Lord of Corasse. 

It fell out that one mght when the Lord de Corasse was in bed 
with his lady — who was now so accustomed to hearing the demon 
that she was no longer frightened — that Orthon arrived and shook 
the knight’s pillow. “Where have you come from?” asked Raymond. 
“From Prague in Bohemia,” he rejJied “How far 1 $ it hence?” “Sixty 
days’ journey,” said Orthon. “And have you returned thence in so 
short a time?” inquired the knight. “Yes, so help me God; I travel 
as fast as the wind, or faster.” “Have you wings?” asked Raymond. 
“Oh, no,” said the other. “Then how can you fly so fast?” “That is 
no business of yours,” said Orthon. “Perhaps not, yet I should like 
to see what form you have, and how you are made.” “That does 
not concern you either,” answered the other; “be satisfied that you 
may hear me, and that 1 bring you mtelligence upon whicl^ you 
can depend.” “By God!” answered the Lord de Corasse, “I should 
love you better if I had seen you” “Well,” said Orthon, “since you 
desire it so vehemendy, the first thing you shall see tomorrow morn- 
ing on quitting your bed will be myself.” “That suits me,” said 
Raymond. 

When morning came the knight arose, but his lady was so much 
frightened that she pretended to be sick, and said she would never 
leave her bed the whole day “Sir,” she said, “if I do get up, I 
shall see Orthon, and if it please God, I would neither see nor meet 
him.” “Well,” replied Raymond, “I am determined to see him.” And 
leaping out of bed he seated himself on the bedstead, thinking that 
he should see Orthon in his own shape; but he saw nothing that 
could persuade him that he had done so. 

The following night Orthon came and began to talk in his usual 
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manner. “Go away,” said Raymond; “you are a liar; you were to 
have shown yourself to me this mormng, and you did not” “Oh, 
yes,” said Orthon, “but I did.” “No, I say.” “Did you see nothing 
at all when you got out of bed?” Raymond considered for a while, 
and finally he said. "Yes, as I was sitting there thinking about you, 
I saw two straws turning and playing together on the floor.” “That 
was myself,” said Orthon, “for 1 had taken that form.” “That will 
not satisfy me,” replied the Lord de Corasse. “1 beg you to assume 
some other shape, so that I may see and know you.” “You ask too 
much,” replied Orthon; “if I comply with your request, you will ruin 
me and force me away from you” “You shall not quit me,” said 
Raymond. “If I had seen you once, I should not wish it again.” 
“Well,” said Orthon, “you shall see me tomorrow if you will pay 
attention to the first thing you catch sight of on leaving your cham- 
ber ” “I am content,” said the knight. “Now go your ways, for I 
want to sleep” 

On the morrow, about the hour of eight, the knight had risen and 
dressed. On leaving his apartment he went to a window and looked 
into the court of the castle The first thing he observed there was an 
immensely large sow, all spotted, with long, hanging ears, and a 
sharp-pointed, lean snout; but she was so lean that she seemed to 
be only skin and bones The Lord de Corasse was disgusted at such 
a Sight, and calling his servants he ordered them to loose the dogs 
on the sow so that she might be killed and devoured When the 
dogs were loosed on her the sow looked up at the Lord de Corasse 
leaning on the balcony, uttered a loud cry, and was never seen after- 
wards, she vanished so suddenly that no one knew what had become 
of her. 

The knight returned very pensive to his chamber, for he now recol- 
lected that Orthon had told him that if he ever angered him, he 
should lose him forever. And Orthon kept his word, for never did 
he return to the Hdtel de Corasse, and Raymond died in the follow- 
ing year. 

When the chronicler had fimshed there was silence for several 
moments Finally a sombre voice spoke from the half-shadow. “A 
great deal of time has been spent, and a great deal of sympathy 
wasted, it seems to me, on the imprisonment of Eleanor of Aquitaine,” 
said Bernardo del Carpio. “After all, she got what she deserved, if 
the anecdotes related by her biographers here present have any truth 
in them.” 

“The worst fault of Henry’s gesture,” said Ulrich von Lichtenstein, 
“was the bad example it afforded Philippe Auguste. His treatment of 
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Ingeborg of Denmark will hardly be mentioned by the tongues of 
gentlemen ” 

“To what do you refer asked Peter Bell. 

Ulrich remained silent. 

“Perhaps a simple monk may speak at certain times when a gentle- 
man must hold his peace,” said Ralph Higdcn. “I will tell enough of 
the story to satisfy your curiosity. — The chroniclers write that in the 
year 1200 Philippe II of France married Ingeborg, sister of Cnut VI 
of Denmark, but that on the morning after the wedding he shut her 
up in prison He asserted that her breath stank, and when this was 
proved to be a shameless lie, he said that he had been kept from his 
wife by the arts of necromancy And so powerful was Philippe at 
home and abroad that neither Ingeborg nor her friends were able to 
effect her release.” 

“The treatment my father received at the hands of Alfonso the 
Chaste,” continued Bernardo, “was much more bitter and shameful, 
and constitutes one of the darkest blots on the pages of Asturian 
annals ” 

“How was that?” asked Giovanni da Procida. 

“You must excuse me,” said Bernardo huskily 

“By your leave,” said the Bachelor of Salamanca, “I will tell the 
story.” 

138. THE LOVE, IMPRISONMENT AND TREACHEROUS SLAYING 
OF SANCHO DIAZ, AND WHAT BERNARDO DEL CARPIO 
DID ABOUT IT 

T he Bachelor of Salamanca 

When Alfonso the Chaste sat upon the throne of the Asturias there 
lived a young noble called Sancho Diaz, Count of Saldana. One day 
at the court he had seen Ximena, the sister of the king, and loved her. 
She, in return, loved Sancho with an ardour equal to his Many times 
they evaded the eyes of the curious to meet in some hidden recess of 
the palace until Alfonso dismissed the cortes. Then, instead of re- 
turning to her own lands, I>oha Ximena accompanied Sancho to Sal- 
dana. In the course of tune a child was born of their love, and they 
called him Bernardo. 

The news of these matters, on reaching the ears of King Alfonso, 
oppressed his heart as though with a weight of lead. Not for nothing 
was he called “the chaste.” He was outraged, not so much by the 
alliance, irregular as it seemed to be, for the count was of as good 
birth as Ximena, but by the fact that one of his blood had been de- 
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filed by the pleasures of the flesh. His militant chastity was shocked. 
In some respects he resembled his great contemporary, Charlemagne, 
who, though not chaste, always opposed the matmg of any of his 
female km. Well did AlWso illustrate the old proverb that the dog, 
though he can eat no corn himself, can keep the oxen from the 
manger. 

For many days the king brooded m silence. Finally he commanded 
his cortes to assemble at Leon, and addressed the barons as follows: 
“My friends, 1 marvel greatly that Sancho Diaz does not come, or 
that he is so tardy. Under the circumstances it seems to me desirable 
that he should be fetched. Let two knights go and greet him from 
me, and say that we have need of him, and will do nothing without 
him.” 

In the court were two nobles of high rank, Onos Godos and Count 
Tiobalte They said they would bear the king’s message to Sancho 
“Take no equipage with you,” said the king, “save what is mdis- 
pensable.” 

At Saldana the knights delivered their message. Sancho greeted 
them well, though he thought it strange that if they wished to show 
him honour they should have come with so small a retinue. 

As the count and his companions rode into Leon no one came to 
greet them, for the king had forbidden it. This grieved the count 
deeply, and it seemed to him an omen of evil. On learning that 
Sancho had arrived, the king caused certain men to stand armed, 
and instructed them to lay hold on the count in such a way that he 
could not escape When the count entered the palace, greeting every- 
one as he advanced, no one returned his salutation nor said a word. 
The king saw that all stood in some awe of him and cried out- “Why 
do you delay ^ Why do you not seize him^” The men now under- 
stood that his command had been in earnest, so they seized Sancho 
and bound his hands so that the blood gushed from beneath the 
finger-nails. 

“Alas I my lord the king,” exclaimed Count Sancho, “why do I re- 
ceive such treatment? 1 do not think I have deserved it” “You have 
indeed deserved it,” replied King Alfonso, “for we know the whole 
story of your affair with Doha Ximena.” “Ah, my lord,” answered 
Sancho, “if you are really determined to ruin me because I love your 
sister, I pray and beseech that you will at least rear up our son 
Bernardo.” 

After this Alfonso caused the count’s eyes to be put out, loaded him 
with irons, and threw him into prison in the castle of Luna. Latec he 
seized Ximena and put her willy-mlly mto a cbister, where she was 
closely guarded. 
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As regards the boy Bernardo— the king had him educated at court, 
where he grew to young manhood, handsome of face and figure, in- 
telligent and well mannered Above all he was skilful in the use of 
arms, and a splendid cavaher. 

News of his son’s prowess and brilliant career from time to time 
penetrated to Sancho Diaz in prison. He had been a youth when he 
had entered Luna, but now his beard was long and white. The tears 
of his sightless eyes brought no rehef to his mind, and served only 
to deepen the rust which shackled his hands, feet and waist. “Alas I 
my son,” he would cry, “you were bom in an evil hour — are you for 
that reason unhlial and forgetful? To what end your splendid feats, 
your courage and daring, if not that one day you should set me free?” 

But Bernardo was neither undutiful nor forgetful. When he learned 
the story of his father’s imprisonment, his blood seemed to curdle in 
his veins; and he put on mourning dress, swearing never to lay it 
aside while his father remained in durance. 

Many times Bernardo had implored Kmg Alfonso to release Sancho, 
but the king had always put him off with ill words and dark looks. 
Once, when closely pressed by the Moors of Merida, he had unwill- 
ingly consented to free the count m return for Bernardo’s services. 
But, the danger past, the memory of his promise passed with it, and 
to rid himself of a gloomy and importunate suitor, he banished Ber- 
nardo from the court. 

This was an unwise move on the part of the king, for Bernardo 
now fortified the castle of Carpio on the confines of Salamanca, and 
gathering about him a group of friends, raided and harried Alfonso’s 
kingdom. It was a situation which the temper of Alfonso the Chaste 
was not calculated to endure In royal wrath he sent letters to Ber- 
nardo, summoning him to a cortes at Leon. Bernardo threw the letters 
into the fire and gathered his men. 

When the knights and men-at-arms had assembled Bernardo said: 
“Four hundred friends I see about me — ^friends and men-at-arms who 
have eaten my bread and salt. Never before have you been separated 
one from the other; but today one hundred shall remain in Carpio 
to defend the castle; one hundred shall guard the roads so that none 
can pass; two hundred shall go with me to speak with the king. If 
he gives me evil, worse shall he receive ” 

Arrived at Leon Bernardo posted one hundred men to guard the 
city gate; fifty he left at the door of the castle so that none might 
pass; thirty he distributed up and down the staircase; with twenty 
retainers he went to hold audience with Alfonso the Chaste. 

“God preserve you, mighty king,” said the knight, “and your court 
with you.” “Bernardo,” said Alfonso, “in an evil hour have you come. 
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traitor that you are, and son of a traitor!” “O king,” answered Ber- 
nardo, “you he m your teeth! No traitor am I, nor is there traitorous 
blood in all my line. You should remember Encmal — when your ene- 
mies hedged you so closely about that they slew your horse. Was he 
a traitor who then put them to flight with his lance, covered you with 
his shield, and plucked you from their midst.? That day you gave me 
Carpio as a reward, to hold as my fief; and you promised me the 
liberty of my father— and broke your kingly oath.” 

“Seize him, men,” cried the king, “and stop his foul insulting 
tongue'” But all looked on and dared not lift a hand, while Bernardo, 
winding his mantle about his arm, drew his sword “To me! To me! 
my valiant men-at-arms,” he shouted, “you who eat my bread and 
salt, for the day has come when you may pay for it ” 

As Bernardo’s men crowded about him Alfonso flushed and paled. 
“Ah, my dear nephew, what ill manners you have' Can you not give 
them up for a moment ? What a man says in jest you should not take 
in earnest. I give you Carpio, Bernardo, by my oath, for your heredi- 
tary fief.” “Evil are your jests, O kmg,” replied the knight, “and such 
as ill beseem you. And as for Carpio, no one can give me what is al- 
ready mine, and I know well how to disappoint anyone who seeks to 
take It from me.” And with that Bernardo rode away with his men, 
while the king’s guard stood still in their tracks. 

Now It happened that since Alfonso had no heir of his body, he 
made an agreement with Charles of France that after his death the 
French king should succeed him The nobles of Spam, however, re- 
fused to accede to what they considered treason on the part of their 
sovereign, and callmg upon Marssil, king of Saragossa, they forced 
Alfonso to meet Charles m batde array when he crossed the Pyrenees 
to solemnize the agreement It was due primarily to the heroic valour 
of Bernardo — ^whose personal wrong could not yet make him the 
enemy of his native land — and of Marssil, that the French were beaten 
and driven back with dreadful loss that day at Roncesvalles In that 
battle fell Don Roldan, Count Anselm, Guiralte, and many another 
noble man of France. 

After the victorious battle at Roncesvalles, in which he had several 
times saved the life of his uncle, it seemed to Bernardo that he had 
well earned pardon for any crime of which his father nught have been 
guilty, as well as the thanks and gratitude of his sovereign. 

One day a handsome knight, lance tilted, shield on arm, rode 
through the streets of Leon on a spirited roan charger. All Leon ad- 
mired him, and the king, too, looked from his balcony “That,” said 
he, "is Musa of Granada or else Bernardo del Carpio ” “O king,” said 
Bernardo, pausing before the balcony, “though I am the son of your 
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sister, I am called Bastard. It is you and your people who say it, for 
no one else would dare. But I tell you that those who call me by that 
name lie in their beards never was my father a traitor, nor my 
mother a whore, for at my birth my mother had been duly married. 
My father you threw into chains; my mother you encloistered; Spain 
you would have sold to the king of the Franks — a treason which cost 
the blood of many a noble Spaniard. At Roncesvalles I saved your 
life and I saved your kingdom. Now I have come, not to ask, but to 
demand, nay, to exact the liberty of my sire.” 

Bernardo had ridden alone into the square without a single squire. 
But now there was a group of men-at-arms gathering at his back 
whose numbers were growing swiftly. Alfonso looked about him 
covertly and saw only scowling faces, and neither beside nor behind 
him did he see anyone save Count Tiobalte “Hal” said the king 
“You still preserve your bad manners, O Bernardo. Carpio I gave 
you once, but I will surrender to you Don Sancho’s person if you will 
now give It back to me.” “I ask no more,” replied Bernardo, and 
therewith rode out of the square “Quick!” said Alfonso to Tiobalte; 
“off to Luna”; and whispered in his car. 

That night Don Sancho ate and drank well Alas' he drank too 
well of the king’s spiced wine. They bathed his corpse so that almost 
all the stains of the rusted fetters were washed away; in rich robes 
they clad him, of cendal and scarlet. And then they set him, with a 
face like wax, upon a horse, and brought him riding to the palace of 
the king. Bernardo rushed to meet Don Sancho, and took his hand to 
kiss It. But at the touch of the cold flesh he looked up at the pallid 
face and perceived the truth. “Ay' Don Sancho Diaz,” he cried. 
“Evil was the hour in which you begot me' Evil was the hour in 
which I sought to free you from your chains' Of all men I am the 
most unfavoured by Fortune in this world Since you are dead, and 
since Carpio 1$ lost to me, happiness also is forever lost, and refuge 
there is none What happens to me now I care not. But one duty I 
still have, and that I will fulfil.” 

Bernardo sent his men to the convent where his mother dwelt, and 
they forcibly brought out Dona Ximena. She was led to the palace, 
and there laying her hand in that of the dead Count of Saldana, her 
former secret marriage with him was now publicly confirmed. No 
longer should Bernardo be called Bastard 

Of the further history of Bernardo del Carpio I know nothing save 
that with ten of his men he passed into the service of Musa of 
Granada, seeking on the field of battle a wound to quench the bitter 
sorrow of his heart 
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The company were silent. The fire had burned low. The Curtal 
Friar threw on an armful of fresh logs, and as it blazed up brighdy 
again the tension lessened. 

“I have been wondering,” said Conrad of Montferrat, “I have been 
wondering why Bernardo, so powerful, with so many good men at 
his back, did not storm Luna and hberate his father by force?” 

“Bernardo was— and is — ” replied the Bachelor, “a man of honour. 
By such a deed of violence Don Sancho’s name would not have been 
cleared; only a voluntary act of the king could have done that.” 

“One aspect of your tale,” said Dick O the Cow, “reminds me of 
an incident that took place in Leicester in my time. A tragedy, m> 
deed, and yet not without its amusmg side.” 

“How was that?” asked John the Reeve. 

139 . FUN WITH A CORPSE 

Dic\ O the Cow 

In the town of Leicester there was once a very famous abbey of 
monks One among them, whose name was Dan Hugh, was more 
famous than the others He was young and lusty, and had a fancy for 
fair women, and was forever on the watch for them. 

Now in Leicester there dwelt a tailor, wedded to a fair and good 
woman, whom he loved and she him. For seven years Dan Hugh had 
sighed sorely after the tailor’s wife, and was always pondering how 
he might find her alone in order to have either “yes” or “no” from 
her own lips. One day he said to her: “Fair dame, unless I have some 
pleasure of you I am like to go out of my wits.” “Sir,” she replied, “I 
have many a shrewd fit from my husband every day.” “Dame,” said 
Hugh, “do not refuse me, for I must have you, whatever it may cost 
me.” Said the wife: “If that’s the way it is, come tomorrow; 1 shall 
be ready to do your will, for my husband will be out of town; we 
shall have a good time But first, Dan Hugh, tell me what my reward 
shall be.” “Dame,” said the monk, “by my faith, you shall have twenty 
nobles of good money, and we shall make good cheer to boot.” Then 
they kissed, and each went about his business. 

When the tailor came home that evening his wife told him the 
whole story of Dan Hugh’s proposal, how she had agreed to receive 
him the next morning, and how she vras to have twenty nobles. 
“Whatl dame,” said the tailor, “will you make me a cuckold’s hood^ 
That would grieve me sorely.” “Nay, sir,” said she; “I will keep my- 
self a good woman, and yet keep the money too. Before Dan Hugh 
arrives tomorrow mornmg I will hide you in the chest; when he 
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comes, about live o’clock, as he said, 1 shall call out for you, and then 
take care that you come quickly.” 

Early the next morning Dan Hugh took his way to the tailor’s 
house m great haste, fearing lest he be late for his appomtment. The 
goodwife answered his knock and bade him enter, and Hugh immedi- 
atdy took her in his arms “Sir,” said the wife, “let be, for shame. 
First I wish to see what I shall have, for when I have it, I shall not 
crave it; give me the twenty nobles first, and then do as you please.” 
“By my troth,” answered Hugh, “you shall have the gold and silver 
at once, and ask it of me no more. Lo, mistress, here are the nobles.” 
And therewith he threw them into her lap “Gramercy,” said she. 

Dan Hugh thought that sufficient time had been spent on accidents, 
and now wished to attack the substance of the matter; but the good- 
wife said "Sir, wait a moment till I have laid up the money” She 
went to the chest and opened it, as if to put the com in safe-keeping, 
and out sprang the tailor her husband. “Sir monk,” said the tailor, 
“stand where you arc, and I will give you such a stroke with my 
brand that you will have little lust to meddle with my wife now or 
at any future time.” And therewith he hit Dan Hugh upon the crown 
so that he fell down stark dead “Alas'” cried the tailor’s wife; “you 
have killed this monk, what shall we do now^” “Well,” answered the 
tailor, “we must get nd of him, have you any suggestion?” “Yea, sir,” 
said the wife “Leave him here till evening, then carry him to the 
abbey when it is dark, and set him up straight by the wall, then come 
away home as quickly as you can.” And so it was done. 

Now the abbot had been seeking Dan Hugh, and when he learned 
that he was out of the cloister, he became angry, and swore he would 
never rest till Hugh had been found. He sent a servant to seek him, 
with the message that Hugh should come to speak with him The 
man went out and looked here and there till he happened to see Hugh 
leamng, as he thought, against the wall. “Dan Hugh,” said he, “I 
suppose you don’t know that 1 have been looking for you this long 
while?” But Hugh said nothing Said the servant: “Well, you must 
come to the abbot now, or you will be blamed ” But when Hugh 
answered nothing at all, the man thought he would seek counsel, and 
returned to the abbot. “Sir,” said he, “come and see where Hugh 
stands by the wall, staring at one spot hke a man out of grace; and 
he will not answer a word to what I say ” “Ha'” said the abbot; “give 
me a staff, and I shall see whether or not he will answer me.” 

The abbot came up to the wall where Dan Hugh was standing and 
addressed him in this wise “Ho, false rascal, why do you not attend 
to your services projierly and like a true man? Come here; you shall 
smart for your negligence.” But Hugh said never a word. “Whatl 
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whoreson,” cried the abbot; “you say nothing? Speak up now, or by 
God! I will give you such a tap on your skull as will stretch you 
dead.” And with that he gave Hugh such a rap that he fell down 
forthwith And thus was Dan Hugh slam the second time. 

“Sir,” said the abbot’s man, “you have killed the monk, and for 
that crime you will be suspended from this place, I have no doubt.” 
“Can you save my honour?” cried the abbot. “If so, you shall have 
forty shillings ” “Well,” said the fellow, “you must know that he was 
always hanging about a certain tailor’s house to woo his pretty wife. 
I will take him there and set him up standing so that no one shall see 
or know it, and everyone will say that the tailor has slain him in 
anger for coming to see his wife so often." 

The abbot thought this was good counsel, so the servant took up 
Dan Hugh and set him at the tailor’s door, and came away again 
as fast as he could In the meantime the tailor and his wife had gone 
to bed, very uneasy lest some harm come to them on account of the 
monk 

In the morning the tailor said to his wife “All last night I dreamed 
that that miserable wretch came back to our door.” “Jesus!” said his 
wife, “what a man you are to be so afraid of a corpse; you killed 
him dead, or so it seems to me ” “Well,” said the tailor, “I’ll go and 
see, anyway”; and he caught up a pole-axe as he went to the door 
When he saw Dan Hugh standing there, you may be sure he was 
like one bereft of his wit After a little be called to his wife’ “Dame, 
I am a dead man unless I kill this fellow first ” And with that he hit 
Dan Hugh such a crack on fhe head with his pole-axe that he fell 
down dead Thus was Dan Hugh three times slain. 

“Alas I” said the tailor’s wife, “this wretch is certainly too bold” 
“Dame,” said the tailor, “what shall we do now?” “Sir,” answered 
the woman, “lay the monk up in the corner till tomorrow’s dawn; 
then take him in a sack and cast him into the mill-dam ” 

In the grey morning, therefore, the tailor put Hugh into a sack and 
hastened off to the mill-dam As he approached, he saw two men, 
thieves for the nonce, who were hurrying towards him from the mill. 
When they caught sight of the tailor, they were very much frightened, 
for in the dim light of the morning they mistook him for the miller. 
They hastily laid down their sack and drew away to one side. When 
the tailor came upon the sack, he laid down his own burden and 
looked into it; it was full of bacon which the thieves had stolen. So 
he left Dan Hugh where he was and went away home as fast as he 
could with the thieves’ sack. 

The scoundrels now returned, took up the sack lying on the ground, 
and went away home. One of the thieves said to his wife: “Dame,” 
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said he, “look in this sack; it is full of fine bacon to make us good 
cheer.” When the woman unbound the sack and found the dead 
monk therein she cried ouf “AlasI you have slain Dan Hugh, and 
you shall be hanged, if it come to be known.” “Nay, good dame,” 
said the thieves; “it was the rascally miller who killed him.” There- 
upon they took Dan Hugh and carried him back to the mill, and 
hung him up on the beams whence they had stolen the bacon. 

Now when it was fully mormng the miller’s wife rose to fetch 
some bacon for breakfast, but when she looked up and saw the monk 
hanging there, she was aghast “By cock’s bones,” said she, “here 
hangs the knavish monk who was always dallying with men’s wives; 
somebody, probably the devil of hell, has paid him out amply. More- 
over, our bacon is stolen I call this sharp practice. I don’t know what 
we shall cat this winter.” 

“Never mind the bacon,” said the miller; “give me some good sug- 
gestions as to how to get rid of this corpse.” “Sir,” said the wife, “lay 
him m a dark corner till nightfall Near by is the abbot’s close, and 
a good horse roaming at his will therein When it is dark, go fetch 
him We will bind Dan Hugh upon his back, and tie a long pole 
under his arm as though he were armed against enemies In the 
morning when the abbot rides abroad on his mare to oversee his 
workmen, the horse will run to her ” 

The miller thought his wife’s advice was good, and did as she had 
suggested He bound Dan Hugh securely on the horse’s back so that 
he could not slip o£F, took him by the halter and led him where he 
could get wind of the marc As the miller’s wife had foreseen, the 
horse made for the mare at more than a pace when the abbot rode 
out in the morning When that worthy man saw Dan Hugh riding 
toward him at a great rate, lance couched, he was frightened almost 
out of his wits “Help'” he cried, “for the sake of the Trinity Dan 
Hugh IS seeking vengeance. I am a dead man I” And therewith he 
slipped off his mount and ran At his outcry the abbot’s men ran up 
to Dan Hugh, and laid on thick and fast with staves and clubs till 
they had cast him to the ground Thus they killed him once again. 

Such IS my story how Dan Hugh was once hanged and four times 
slam, and finally buried I pray God send us all good rest. 

“Sir,” said Sighvat Skald, ignoring Dick and turning to Bernardo, 
“your sad story reminds me in some measure of the vengeance taken 
by a son of the North. In spue of the climate, to which the poet of 
Troyes has so bluntly, and I might say ignorantly, referred, our sense 
of right and wrong is no less keen than that of more southern peoples 
With the permission of the company I will tell . . 
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140. HOW OLAF TRYGGVISON PAID A DEBT 

Sighvat Sl(eid 

As you know, King Trygve Olafson was set upon and killed at 
Vegger by the men of King Gudrod Bjornson. Now King Trygve 
had married a woman called Astrid, the daughter of a great man who 
dwelt at Ofrostad After Trygve’s death Astrid fled, taking with her 
all the loose property she could find Her foster-father, Thorolf Lusis- 
kiaeg, accompanied her and never left her, and others of her faithful 
followers spied about to discover her enemies, and where they were 

Astrid was pregnant with a child of King Trygve, and she went to 
a lake and concealed herself in a holm in it with a few men Here 
her child was born It was a boy, water was poured over it, and it 
was called Olaf after the grandfather Here Astrid remained all sum- 
mer, but when the weather began to be cold, she was obliged to re- 
turn to the mainland with Thorolf and a few other men She went 
to her father Eric, and when she had been there a short time, her 
attendants left her, so that she was alone save for her two servant 
girls, her son Olaf, and Thorolf Lusisktaeg with his son Thorgils. 

Now in the spring Astrid's enemies began to hunt for her, and 
when her father Eric got wind of this, he sent her to Hakon the Old 
of Sweden The Swedish king received her with honour and respect, 
and with him she remained for two years 

Astrid had a brother called Sigurd who had long been abroad with 
King Valdemar in Russia, and was held in great esteem by him. Her 
circumstances being such as they were, Astrid thought she might well 
seek out her brother m Russia Hakon the Old gave her good at- 
tendants and what was needful for the journey, and she set out in 
the company of some merchants As they were sailing out into the 
Baltic they were captured by Esthonian vikings, who made booty of 
both the people and the goods, killing some and dividing others as 
slaves. 

In this affray Olaf was separated from his mother An Esthonian 
called Klerkon got him as his share of the spoils, along with Thoralf 
Lusiskiaeg and his son Thorgils Klerkon thought that Thoralf was 
too old to be much good as a slave, and that there was not much 
work to be got out of him, so he killed him Later he sold the boys, 
and eventually Olaf was purchased for a good cloak by a man called 
Reas. With him Olaf remained for a long time, and was well treated. 

After this it happened that Sigurd, Astrid’s brother, came mto 
Esthonia from Novgorod to collect taxes for King Valdemar. In the 
market-place he happened to observe a very handsome boy, and know- 
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mg that he was a foreigner, asked his name and family. The boy, 
Olaf, told him the circumstances of his life, whereupon Sigurd ar- 
ranged to buy him and Thorgils from Reas. He took them back to 
Novgorod with him. 

One day Olaf Tryggvison was in the market-place of Novgorod, 
where a great number of people had gathered Among them he recog- 
nized Klerkon, who had killed his foster-father, Thoralf Lusiskiaeg 
At the moment Olaf had a little axe in his hand Therewith he clove 
Klcrkon’s skull down to the brain and ran home to his lodging, where 
he told his friend Sigurd what he had done Sigurd immediately took 
Olaf to Queen Olga’s house, related to her what had happened, and 
begged her to protect the boy The queen replied that the lad was 
far too comely to be slam, and ordered her people to get under arms 

At that time it was the law in Novgorod that whoever was respon- 
sible for the death of a man, save by judgment of law, should be put 
to death Uy reason of this law and usage the whole people rose in 
tumult and sought after the boy who had slain Klerkon When it 
was reported to the king that the slayer was m the queen’s house and 
under her protection, he went there with his suite and would allow 
no bloodshed At last it was peaceably settled that the king should 
name a fine for the murder, and the queen paid it Olaf afterwards 
remained with Queen Olga and was much loved. 

After these events Sigurd told the queen of what family Olaf was, 
and for what reason he had come to Russia, namely, because he could 
not remain safely in his own country, and he a.skcd her to speak to 
the king about the matter. The queen did so, and begged the king to 
help a king’s son whose fate had been so hard In consequence of her 
entreaty Valdemar promised to assist Olaf He received the youth into 
his court and treated him nobly, like a king’s son. 

Olaf was nine years old when he came to Russia, and he remained 
nine years more with King Valdemar He was the handsomest of 
men, very robust and strong, and m all boddy exercises he excelled 
every Northman who was ever heard of. 

“A remarkable feat, indeed, to be performed by one so young,” said 
King Richard. “I wish I might have known Olaf as a man,” he added 
with a sigh. 

“It seems incontestable that he was a man’s man, as the saying goes,” 
remarked Matthew Pans, “but I have read that he was not always 
equally successful with women ” 

“To what do you refer?” asked Hallfred Vandraethaskald 

“Probably,” interrupted Einar Ratdescale, “he is thinking of the 
aifair with Iron Skeggi’s daughter ” 
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I4I. JARNSKEGGl’s DAUGHTER 

Einar Rattlescale 

There was a man from Ophaug in Yriar. His name was Jarnskeggi. 
During the famous battle between Earl Hakon and the Jomsberg 
vikings in H]orungvag, Jarnskeggi had shared with Svein Hakonson 
and Rognvald the leadership of the earl's left wing 

Towards summer Olaf Tryggvison collected men and sailed north 
to Nidaros in the Thrandheim country. He called a Thing at Froste 
and exhorted the assembled chiefs and bonders to accept Christianity. 
The bonders, however, told him to be quiet, and Jarnskeggi was fore- 
most in speaking against the new religion Olaf saw that the men 
were in a nasty temper and that his force was outnumbered; so he 
temporized, saying that he would attend their sacrifice festival. This 
apparently mild attitude appeased the bonders, and the festival was 
set for midsummer at Maere. 

Now when the time appointed for the festival of sacrifice drew 
near, Olaf held a great feast at Lade On the morning after the 
carouse, the king made an announcement to his assembled guests — 
the great men of the district — ^to the effect that he himself would 
provide for the forthcoming blood-sacrifice; on this occasion, however, 
the sacrificial victims should not be slaves or malefactors, as in the 
past, but they should be noble men worthy of the gods Thereupon 
he named eleven of the greatest chiefs present, ordering that they 
should be seized forthwith It was now the bonders’ turn to give 
ground Seeing themselves in the minority, they sued for peace and 
accepted baptism 

Elated with this success, Olaf now went to Maere in Thrandheim, 
where the chiefs and great bonders who opposed Christianity were 
assembled. He summoned a Thing, and harangued the men, urging 
them to accept the Christian faith. Again Jarnskeggi replied on behalf 
of the bonders, saying that they were still of the same mind as for- 
merly, namely, that Olaf should not break their laws The bonders 
applauded this speech, and agreed that they would have things as 
Jarnskeggi had said, and that Olaf should offer sacrifice as kings be- 
fore him had done “Well,” said Olaf, “I will go into the temple and 
see how things are done.” Inside the temple sat an image of Thor 
adorned with gold and silver Olaf lifted his axe and struck Thor so 
that the image rolled to the ground. At the same time Olaf’s men 
threw down all the other gods from their seats. 

When Olaf went into the temple, Jarnskeggi waited outside at the 
temple door. As soon as the violence broke out within, the kmg’s men 
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outside struck down Jarnskeggi and killed him. Olaf now offered the 
bonders the choice of two things: either that they should fight with 
him, or that they should accept Christianity. Since Jarnskeggi was 
dead, and the bonders were thus left without a leader, they agreed to 
the second condition, and were baptized 
Hereafter, as a matter of policy, Olaf appointed a meeting with 
Jarnskeggi’s km, and offered them the compensation which was due 
for his death Many bold men had an interest in the business, on one 
side as well as on the other, and it was a long time before any sat- 
isfactory conclusion could be reached However, Jarnskeggi had a 
daughter named Gudrun, and it was finally agreed between the parties 
that the king should take her in marriage. The girl’s wishes in the 
matter were not consulted 

When the wedding-day came, King Olaf and Gudrun went to bed 
together. As soon as Gudrun thought the king was asleep, she drew 
a knife, with which she intended to run him through. But the king 
saw It and took the knife from her, whereupon he got out of bed and 
went to tell his men what had happened Gudrun, for her part, took 
her clothes, and went away with all the men who had followed her 
thither. Gudrun never came into the king’s bed again. 

“That was the story I had in mind,” said Matthew Pans, “but I 
never heard the rights of it before ” 

In the group of guests composed of John Capgrave, Paul the 
Deacon, John Wiclif and William of Wykeham there was consider- 
able hum of talk about the ethics of this situation 
“Well,” broke in Snorri Sturlason, “you could not really blame the 
girl, could you, for giving expression to a natural resentment against 
him who was at least indirectly the cause of her father’s deaths We 
admit that according to certain standards the homicide would have 
been deplorable had Gudrun succeeded But all this company knows, 
as Gudrun did not know, that there are always some who are trodden 
down and crushed by the march of events Jarnskeggi could not avoid, 
and Gudrun could not correct or repair the blind force of circum- 
stance IS always stronger than the hearts of men ” 

No one contested Snorri’s words. 

“Good, now,” said Mac Conglmne, “you have heard how a lad 
avenged his foster-father, and how a daughter attempted to take venge- 
ance for her father’s murder. In the anuent histones of my country 
I have read how a son avenged the murder of his mother. With the 
permission of Doctor Keating I will relate the circumstances ” 

And without waiting for leave from Keating or anyone else, Mac 
Conglmne told the story of . . . 
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142. QUEEN MEAVe’s LAST BATH 

Mac Conghnne 

Eochaid Feidlech, the son of Finn and king of Ireland, had three 
sons, Bres, Nar and Lothur, and three daughters, Eithne Uathach, 
Meave of Cruachan, and Clothru of Cruachan 

When Eochaid’s three sons would have wrested the kingship from 
him, their sister Clothru met them and tried to put them off. “Do 
you realize that it is your father against whom you are preparing this 
outrage^” she asked “If you were to succeed, it would be a great 
wrong ” “Nevertheless, it cannot be helped,” replied the young men. 
“Well, then, since you shall lose your own lives there, probably you 
have children to come after you,” said Clothru “None to speak of,” 
replied the brothers “Come in to me then,” said their sister, “for my 
time is upon me, and we shall see if you may have offspring by me.” 
And so It was done; they lay with her one after the other Good 
came of that, for Clothru bore Lugaid of the Red Stripes, son of the 
three Findemna. Thereafter Clothru said. “Abandon this hosting 
against your father now, you have been guilty of sufficient unright- 
eousness in lying with your sister; do not increase it by bearing arms 
against your sire” But those three brothers would not be hindered; 
they fought that battle at Druim Cnad. and fell in it because of their 
sin 

Now It was in Inis Clothrand in Loch Ri that Clothru administered 
the laws of Connaught It is said that her sister Meave killed her, 
and that the child with which she was pregnant, namely, Furbaide 
mac Conchobuir, was taken from her side with swords Thereupon 
Meave seized the lordship of Connaught and took Ailill to be her 
consort 

In respect of Meave I must tell you that she was under a gets or 
in] unction to bathe every morning in a spring at the head of the 
island. One day Furbaide, Clothru’s son, went to Inis Clothrand and 
set up a pole at the spot where Meave was accustomed to bathe, and 
the pole was as tall as Meave; and he stretched a cord from the top 
of the pole across Loch Ri from east to west, then he took that rope 
home with him When the other youths of Ulster were at play Fur- 
baide’s game was this By means of his rope he would measure the 
distance between two poles, and practise slinging between them; nor 
did he leave off till he was so expert that he could hit the apple that 
was on the head of the one pole 

On a day there was a great gathering round Loch Ri of the men 
of Connaught from the one side, and of the men of Ulster from the 
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Other. Early in the morning Mcave went to bathe in the spring above 
the loch, as she was bound to do “How beautiful is yonder figure 1” 
said everyone “Who is it?” asked Furbaide “It is your mother’s sis- 
ter,” said all At that time Furbaide was eating a piece of cheese. He 
did not delay to pick up a stone, he put the cheese into his sling, and 
when Meave’s forehead was turned toward them, he slung the piece 
of cheese and lodged it in her head By a single cast he killed her, 
and thus avenged his mother. 

“You have added several unnecessary details,” said Geoffrey Keating. 

“A picture must have a setting,” answered Mac Conghnne. 

“Among the old heroic legends of the North,” spoke up Thormod 
Kolbrunarskald, there is one which I think will compare favourably 
with any of its kind Some of our critics, such as Chretien de Troyes, 
have reproached us with what seems to them sluggishness, or even 
stolidity Nothing could be farther from the truth than such an opin- 
ion, which IS voiced only by those who, like Chretien, know nothing 
of us by actual contact, whether m the flesh or in our literature. A 
certain callousness or seeming indifference was merely an assumed 
shell of protection for those whom Wyrd never allowed any rest. 
Under correction from Snorri Sturlason, it seems to me that Gudrun, 
Sigurd’s wife, had lived long enough to realize the hopelessness of 
her struggle, but not long enough to become reconciled to it Ham- 
ther. Sorb and Erp sensed impending disaster too, Randver and Svan- 
hild died young, but none the less heroically Wyrd always won, but 
over victims who never fully acknowledged themselves beaten. 
Therein lies the heroism of the North Oedipus, Antigone, Orestes, 
were vanquished from the start But — am not going to give you a 
lecture, but tell you the story of . . .” 


143. SVANHILD AND RANDVER 

Thormod Kolbrunars\ald 

After the murder of Sigurd the Volsung, Gudrun, as you know, 
was married to King Atli You remember how Atli slew Gunnar 
and Hogni, and how Gudrun took revenge for that deed — first by 
slaying the two small sons she had by Atli, serving him their blood 
in his mead-cup, setting their roasted hearts before him to eat, and 
finally by slaying Atli himself Thereafter she set fire to the hall and 
went her ways down to the strand. 

When Gudrun came to the seashore, she took stones in her arms 
and waded out into the sea, for she had no desire to live longer after 
the sorrows she had borne But the billows upheld her, and drove her 
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along over the sea till she Wiis borne to King Jonakr’s land. The king 
took her and wedded her, and they had three sons called Hamther, 
Sorli and Erp. 

With King Jonakr, too, was reared Svanhild, Gudrun’s daughter by 
Sigurd Of all women she was the fairest, and, like her father, so 
eager-eyed that few could abide her glance. King Jormunrek the 
Mighty heard of her beauty, and he called to him his son Randver 
and said. “You and my counsellor Bikki shall go on an errand of 
mine to King Jonakr; for with him is Svanhild, daughter of Sigurd 
Fafnir’s-bane, and I know indeed that she is the fairest maid under 
the sun Rather than all others would I have her for my wife, and 
you shall go and woo her for me” “My lord,” replied Randver, “it 
IS fitting that I should go on your errands.” 

The prince and Bikki set forth on their journey. At the abode of 
King Jonakr they saw Svanhild, and marvelled greatly at her beauty. 
One day Randver approached the king and said “King Jormunrek 
the Mighty would fain be your son-in-law; he has heard tell of Svan- 
hild, and It IS his desire to have her to wife I hardly think she could 
be given to a mightier man than he.” King Jonakr rephed that the 
alliance did him honour Gudrun was against the match, but through 
the king’s favour and approval the wooing was accomplished. 

Svanhild was taken to ship with a goodly company, and took her 
place in the stern beside Randver Bikki watched them as they sat 
and talked together, and finally he said to the prince; “It would be 
right and good if you, rather than your father, who is an old man, 
were to take such a lovely woman for your wife, for you are both 
young.” That counsel was very pleasing to Randver, and he spoke 
sweet words to Svanhild, and she to him likewise 

So the voyage wore on till at last they came to land and went home 
to King Jormunrek Then said Bikki “My lord, even though the tell- 
ing be hard, it is proper that you should know what has fallen out, 
for It concerns your beguiling by your son He has obtained the full 
love of Svanhild, and she is no other than his mistress. Let not that 
deed of treachery remain unavenged ” 

Now Bikki had given the king many an evil counsel before this, 
but of all his ill reports this stung him most. In quick wrath he cned 
out that Randver should be taken and tied up to the gibbet. 

As the prince was being led away to the g^lows, he took his hawk 
and plucked ofiF all its feathers, and bade his guards show it thus to 
his father When the king saw it he said • “Now all men can see very 
well that Randver thmks all my honour is gone from me, just as the 
feathers are gone from this hawk.” And therewith he ordered the 
execution to proceed. 
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When Randver was dead Bikki approached the king and said; “You 
have still greater cause for resentment against Svanhild; let her die a 
shameful death.” “Yea,” answered the king; “I will do as you advise.” 
Accordingly Svanhdd was bound in the gate of the burg, and horses 
were driven at her to tread her down; but when she looked at them 
with her flashing eyes, the horses durst not trample her Bikki saw 
how It went, and he ordered that a bag should be drawn over her 
head. They did that, and thereupon Gudrun’s daughter lost her life. 

“I heard the matter somewhat differently,” interrupted Snorri “It 
was related to me that when ]ormunrek saw the featherless hawk he 
realized that, just as the bird was now powerless and useless without 
Its feathers, so he, the king, was shorn of his might, since by his own 
act he had made himself childless After this, when he was riding 
home from the hunt, he happened to sec Svanhild washing her hair 
outside the house, and as he looked at her, it seemed to him that she 
was the cause of all his woe; so he and his men rode her down under 
their horses’ hooves.” 

“However that may be,” continued Thormod . . . 

When the slaying of Svanhild was reported to Gudrun she spoke 
to her sons and said. “Why do you sit here in peace and idle pleas- 
ure when Jormunrek has slain your sister, trampling her under the 
hooves of horses in shameful wise^ My blood runs thin in you- Gun- 
nar and Hogni would long since have avenged their kinswoman ” 
Hamther answered that it would be a good thing to kill Jormunrek. 
Then Gudrun laughed She provided her three sons with good byrnies, 
and helmets so strong that iron would not bite on them, and other 
needful implements of combat And she told them that when they 
came to King Jormunrek they should go to him as he slept, that Sorli 
and Hamther should hew off his hands and his feet, and that £rp 
should smite off his head. And she warned them not to use stones 
or other heavy materials, for it would be to their scathe if they did 
so. Then said Hamther “This is our last parting, for when you hear 
tidings of us again, you will be able to drink one death-ale over us 
and Svanhild ” 

The brothers went their ways. The two of them asked Erp what 
help they might expect of him, and he answered. “Even such aid as 
the hand gives the hand, or the foot the foot ” Hamther and Sorli 
said that the help which the foot received from the hand was alto- 
gether nothing; and they were wroth with their mother for sending 
him with them on this errand. So they killed Erp, for him their 
mother loved best. 
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Now It was not long before Hamther stumbled, and he put down 
his hand to steady himself. “It appears that Erp spioke nothing but the 
truth,” he said, “for 1 should have fallen just now had my hand not 
steadied me ” A little afterward Sorb stumbled, but he turned about 
on his feet and succeeded in keeping his balance “Yea, now had I 
fallen too,” he said, “if I had not supported myself with both feet ” 
Both agreed that they had done evilly by their brother Erp 

Thus they went their ways tiU they came to the abode of King 
Jormunrek They set upon him at once Hamther cut off his hands, 
and Sorb cut off both his feet The king called out to his men Said 
Hamther • “The head would be off by now if Erp were alive.” Jor- 
munrek’s men attacked them, but they defended themselves in manly 
wise, and were the scathe of many a warrior, for no iron would bite 
on their armour 

Then there came a certain aged and one-eyed man who said “Do 
you call yourselves men and cannot bring these two to their endi*” 
“Perhaps you can give us some good advice^” suggested Jormunrek. 
“1 can indeed,” replied the old man “Smite them to death with 
stones ” They did that The stones flew thick and fast, and that was 
the end of their life-days 

When Gudrun heard these tidings she retired to her chamber, her 
heart swollen with sorrow “O Sigurd,” she cried, “do you not remem- 
ber the time when we sat together on the bed, and you promised 
that you would come again, even from hell, to meet me? Come now.” 
And to her men she said “O ye earls, rear the pyre of oak-boughs 
now, and make it the highest that ever a hero had Then let the 
fire burn and melt away the sorrows of my grief-filled breast.” And 
so It was done. 

“What a woman I” murmured Andrea Dandolo 

“What a woman indeed'” exclaimed Paul the Deacon “Did she by 
blood achieve the alleviation of her sorrow, or restore her daughter 
to life’’ And you, O Illustrious Scholar, what did Furbaide gain? Did 
he win the kingdom of Connaught, or even the rule of Inis Cloth- 
rand? Did he secure the health of his own soul? In my view, venge- 
ance IS often a two-edged sword If you like, I will illustrate my be- 
lief by telling how a daughter avenged her father." 

“Tell on,” invited John Gower. 
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144. rosmunda’s revenge 

Paul the Deacon , 

During that dark period of human history subsequent to the death 
of the great emperor Justinian there dwelt in Pannonia, a plain at the 
junction of the Danube and the Mur, a people called Gepidae. Be- 
yond them on the banks of the Theiss to the east lived the Lango- 
bards, or Lombards, and north of them a terrible Hunnish race — the 
Avars 

Alboin was king of the Langobards and he said to the Khan of 
the Avars “Let us unite our strength and crush these Gepidae; your 
part of the spoil will be my present lands, and Pannonia too; I, with 
my people, will pass on into Italy ” 

When Cunimund, king of the Gepidae, learned that this coalition 
had been formed against him, he was in despair “Let us fight first,” 
he said, “against our more inveterate foes, if we vanquish them, we 
shall doubtless also be able to drive the Huns beyond our borders.” 

Cunimund and his warriors marched to meet Alboin Both sides 
fought stubbornly, but at the close of day there was hardly a single 
man of the Gepid race alive to tell the story of his people’s defeat 
In this battle Alboin slew King Cunimund— an old man — in hand to 
hand combat, and with the taste which has rightly been character- 
ized as barbarian, cut off his head. From the skull of his fallen foe 
the Langobard made a drinking goblet, and thinking no doubt to 
dignify the object and palliate the deed, adorned it with silver and 
pearls Ever afterwards, on solemn festivals, that gruesome goblet, 
handed to the king full of wine, recalled to his savage heart the tri- 
umph of that blcxidy day But something more precious he carried 
away from battle — ^Rosmunda, Cunimund’s daughter, and s.mce his 
former wife, Chlotsuinda, had died, he married her 
Rosmunda was a king’s daughter, and with sturdy fortitude she 
bore for nearly four years the fortunes thrust upon her by war and 
defeat. Then one day at Verona, when Alboin sat unduly long at the 
feast, and the recollection of his former mighty deeds had been re- 
freshed by copious libations, the memory of the battle with Cunimund 
and Its ghastly souvenir came distortedly to his mind “Bear,” said he 
to his attendant, “this goblet of wine to my wife, and bid her from 
me to drink merrily with her sire” 

Rosmunda gave no sign and spoke no word, though her mind was 
torn with anguish. In her heart she planned that Alboin should pay 
dearly for the shame done her father, and for the gratuitous insult 
now offered to herself. But whom could she, a foreigner in a strange 
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land, enlist in her aid^ Who among the king’s retainers had ready 
access to her husband’s person? Fortune fcivoured her. 'There was a 
, young man, Heimechis, the king’s shield-bearer and foster-brother. To 
him she offered her hand and the Lombard crown if he would com- 
pass Alboin’s death. 

Heimechis was prouder of his looks than of his strength, and 
though he was willing to accept the lady and the kingdom, he pre- 
ferred that someone else should actually commit the murder “Who?” 
asked Rosmunda. “Peredeus the chamberlain,” replied Heimechis, “for 
he IS very strong of arm ” 

Peredeus was also, as rarely happens, strong of mind, for he refused 
to enter into the plot But where is the man whom a woman cannot 
beguile or trick into doing her will? Was it not a woman who de- 
ceived Solomon and ruined Samson, and made a saddled and bridled 
fool of the wise Aristotle ? Why say more ? It happened that Peredeus 
was in love with one of Rosmunda’s chambermaids. One night the 
queen substituted herself in the maid’s bed, and when Peredeus had 
lam with her she said- “Whom do you take me to be^” “Why, are 
you not Addua^” asked the chamberlain “It is not as you think,” 
replied Rosmunda. “I am the queen; and now you must either kill 
Alboin or he will put you to the sword on my representation.” 

Peredeus well understood the weakness of his position. One day 
while Alboin was enjoying his noonday siesta Rosmunda removed all 
the arms from his chamber except the sword at the head of his bed; 
that she left, so as not to arouse suspicion, but she tied it so fast that 
It could not be removed nor the blade withdrawn Heimechis, for 
his part, secured quiet by dismissing the usual guards. When all was 
ready, Peredeus entered. Alboin sensed danger and awoke; since he 
could not draw his sword, he defended himself for a long while with 
a footstool, but at last sank beneath the assassin’s stroke. They buried 
him under the palace steps Cummund was avenged. 

But should not Alboin be avenged? His subjects thought so Only 
by flight were Heimechis and Rosmunda able to save themselves from 
the fury of the Lombards, going by night to Longinus, the Prefect 
at Ravenna, and not forgetting to take with them the Lombard 
treasure 

But a lion’s den is scarcely a safe retreat from a pack of wolves. 
“You,” said Longinus the Prefea to Rosmunda, “are beautiful, and 
though a barbarian, move me strangely Moreover, you are rich, and 
your gold will go far to help me wipe out the shame of my many 
admimstrative failures. Get rid of this milksop husband of yours, 
and I will make you lady of Ravenna. Accede to my wishes, or I 
will kill Heimechis myself, and dehver you over to the Lombards.” 
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What could Rosmunda do? While Helmechis was relaxing in the 
frigidanum after the bath, Rosmunda handed him a cooling drink, 
which she said would do much for his health. The unfortunate youth , 
had drunk no more than half of it when he felt the hery poison cours> 
ing through his veins. “Alasi” said he; “I forget my manners. Ladies 
should be served first Do not hesitate to drink. I insist at the point 
of this sword.” 

“Truly," concluded Paul, “vengeance is a matter wherewith mortals 
should not meddle.” 

“To that opinion, reverend sir, I cannot wholly subscribe,” coun- 
tered Froissart, “though by profession I also am a man of peace.” 

“Which adequately explains, I suppose, why you spent most of 
your life writing about wars and what you call gallant deeds of 
arms,” said Wiclif. 

“And as you are a man of justice,” went on Froissart, “I think you 
will admit that the case I am going to lay before you was one in 
which revenge was well bestowed. At least such was the judgment 
of heaven.” 


145. HOW SIR JOHN DE CAROUGES AVENGED THE HONOUR 
OF HIS WIFE 


/«r« Froissart 


In the household of Peter, Count d’Alenqon, were two young men, 
a squire called James le Gris, and a knight. Sir John de Carouges. 
Both men were highly esteemed by the count, but particularly James 
le Gris, whom he loved above all others, placing his entire confidence 
in him. 

It chanced that Sir John de Carouges took it into his head that his 
fame would be enhanced if he undertook a pilgrimage to the Holy 
Land, whither he had long desired to go He took leave of his lord, 
the Count d’Alen^on, and of his vwfe, who was then a young and 
handsome lady, and left her m his castle, called Argenteil, on the 
borders of Pcrche. There she remained with her household, living in 
the most decent and virtuous manner. 

Now It happened that the devil entered the body of James le Gris, 
and, by divers and perverse temptations, induced him to commit a 
crime. He cast his thoughts on the lady of Sir John de Carouges, 
whom he knew to be residing with her attendants at Casde Argen- 
teil. One day, therefore, he set out, mounted on the finest of the 
count's horses, and arrived, full gallop, at the castle. The servants re- 
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ceived him cordially, for they knew he was a particular friend, and 
attached to the same lord as their master. The lady, thinking no 
, ill, welcomed him with pleasure, led him to her apartment, and 
showed him many specimens of her handiwork Then James, fully 
intent on accomplishing his wickedness, begged her to conduct him 
to the donjon, since his visit was partly to examine it. The lady in- 
stantly complied and led him thither; and, as she had the utmost 
confidence in his honour, she was not accompanied by maid or valet. 

As soon as they had entered the donjon James le Gris fastened the 
door unnoticed by the chatelaine, who was preceding him; she, as 
indeed James gave her to understand, thought the wind had blown 
It shut When they were alone thus the squire embraced her and dis- 
covered what his intentions were. The lady was much astonished, 
and would have escaped had she been able, but the door was fastened. 
James, who was a strong man, held her tight in his arms, flung her 
down on the floor and had his will of her Immediately afterward he 
opened the door of the donjon and made ready to depart. The lady, 
exasperated with rage at what had happened, wept silently But as the 
squire was going she said “James, you have not done well in thus 
forcing me. The blame, however, shall not be mine, but the whole 
of It shall be laid on you if it please God that my husband ever 
return ” 

James laughed and mounted his horse, and made such good speed 
that he was present to attend the rising of his lord the Count d’Alen- 
<;on at nine o’clock I should say that he had been seen in the count’s 
hotel at four o’clock that morning I am thus particular because such 
circumstances were inquired into and examined by the commission- 
ers of parliament when the case came before them 

On the day when this unfortunate event befell her, the Lady de 
Carouges remained in her castle and passed it off as well as she could, 
without mentioning a word of it to v,ilet or chambermaid, for she 
thought she would have more shame than honour by making the 
matter public But she retained in her memory the day and hour when 
James le Gris had come to the casde. 

The Lord de Carouges returned from his voyage and was joyfully 
received by his lady and household, who feasted him well When 
night came Sir John went to bed, but his lady excused herself, and 
on his gently pressing her to come to him, only walked pensively 
up and down the chamber At last, when the household were in bed, 
she flung herself on her knees at his bedside and bitterly bewailed 
the outrage she had suffered. Sir John could not believe the thing 
had happened, but at length, so strongly did she urge it, he did be- 
hevc her and said “Lady, if the matter has happened as you say, I 
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forgive you, certainly, but the squire shall die. I will consult your 
relatives and mine on the subject: should you have told me a false- 
hood, never more shall you live with me. The chatelaine again and , 
again assured him that what she had said was the pure truth. 

On the morrow the knight asked his friends to assemble at Argen- 
teil. When they had gathered he led them to his apartment and 
told them the reasons for summoning them, and made his lady relate 
most minutely everything that had happened during his absence. 
When the friends and kinsmen had recovered from their astonish- 
ment, he asked their advice how he should act They replied that he 
should wait upon his lord, the Count d’Alenqon, and apprise him of 
the facts. 

As Sir John had been advised, 50 he did, but the count, who much 
loved James le Gris, disbelieved the story However, he appointed a 
day for the parties to come before him, and desired the lady might 
attend to give her evidence against the man whom she thus accused. 
Lady de Carouges attended, as desired, accompanied by a great num- 
ber of her kinsmen, and the examinations and pleadings were earned 
on at great length before the count 

James le Gris boldly denied the charge, declared it was false, and 
wondered much how he could have incurred such mortal hatred from 
the lady He proved by the count’s household that he had been seen 
in the castle at four o’clock in the morning The count said that he 
was in his bedchamber at nine o’clock, and that it was quite impos- 
sible for anyone to have ridden twenty-three leagues and back again, 
and do what he was charged with, in four hours and a half The 
count told the Lady de Carouges that he would support his squire, 
and that she must have been dreaming He commanded that hence- 
forward all should be buried in oblivion, and under pain of incurring 
his displeasure, nothing further done in the business. 

Sir John, being a man of courage, and believing what his wife had 
told him, would not submit to this, but went to Pans and appealed 
to the parliament The parliament summoned James le Gris, who re- 
plied, and gave pledges to abide by whatever judgment the parlia- 
ment should give The case lasted upwards of a year, and they could 
not in any way compromise it, for Sir John, from his wife’s informa- 
tion, was positive of the fact, and declared that since it was now so 
public, he would pursue it till death h'or this reason the Count 
d’Alengon conceived the greatest hatred against the knight, and would 
have compassed his death had he not placed himself under the safe- 
guard of the parliament. 

The pleadings dragged on, and the parliament at last, because they 
could not produce other evidence than the lady herself against James 
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Ic Gns, judged that the case should be decided m the tilt-yard by a 
duel for life or death. The knight, the squire and the lady were in- 
stantly put under arrest until the day of this mortal combat, which, 
by the order of parhament, was fixed for Monday ensuing m the 
year 1387. 

At this time the king of France and his barons were at Sluys in- 
tending to invade England. When he heard about the duel he de- 
clared that he would be present at it, and sent orders to Pans to 
postpone the day thereof till he should arrive. 

When King Charles had returned to Pans the lists were made for 
the champions in St Catherine’s Square behind the Temple. The two 
contestants entered the lists armed at all points, and each was seated 
in a chair opposite the other. The Count de Saint Pol had charge of 
Sir John de Carouge.s, and the retainers of the Count d’Alenijon stood 
by James le Gns. On entering the field the knight went to his lady, 
who was dressed in black and seated in a chair, and said “Lady, 
upon your accusation, and in your quarrel am I thus adventuring 
my life to combat James le Gns. You know whether my cause be 
just and true” “My lord,” she replied, “it is so, and you may fight 
securely, for your cause is good.” 

Seated there in her chair the Lady de Carouges made fervent pray- 
ers to God and the Virgin, humbly entreating that through her grace 
and intercession she might gain the victory according to her right. 
Her affliction was profound, for her life depended on the event: 
Should her husband lose the battle, she would be burned and her 
husband hanged. 

The two champions mounted their horses and made a handsome 
appearance, for they were both expert men-at-arms. They ran their 
first course without hurt to either Thereafter they dismounted and 
prepared to continue the fight on foot. Both fought with courage and 
address; but Sir John, in the first onset, was wounded in the thigh, 
which alarmed all his friends Still, in spite of his wound, the Lord 
de Carouges fought so desperately that he struck down his adversary, 
and thrusting his sword through the body, caused his instant death. 
Turning to the spectators the knight asked if he had done his duty, 
and they replied that he had. Then Sir John approached the king 
and fell on his knees. The king bade him rise and ordered one thou- 
sand francs to be paid him that very day. He also retained him as a 
gendeman of his household, with a pension of two hundred livres a 
year, which he received as long as he hved. After thanking the king 
and his lords. Sir John went to his lady and kissed her. They went 
together to make their offering m the church of Notre Dame and 
then returned home. 



THEBA&NSOI>AYK 613 

The body of James le Gns was delivered to the hangman, who 
dragged it to Montfaucon and there hanged it. 

“The Count d’AIen^on’s legal adviser — ^if he had one — was clever,’' 
remarked Adam Usk. “He called no witnesses from among the serv- 
ants of Castle Argenteil.” 

“In this instance,” conceded John Major, “an appeal to arms seems 
to have been justified The verdict was sharp and neat, and invested 
with a finality seldom achieved by the slow and equivocal processes 
of verbal or statute law.” 

“Feudalism was not all bad, you sec,” said Earl Marshal. “It was 
not afraid to make decisions, nor to abide by the consequences of 
them once made. It may have unintentionally caused the death of a 
number of innocent persons, but it did not condone crime, nor con- 
nive at the evasion of criminals. Such things were reserved for a 
later age, though even in yours. Master Chronicler, we may see, in the 
attitude of Pierre d’Alenijon, the beginnings of that failure of nerve 
to which Bernardo del Carpio has alluded.” 

“ 1 ,” said Blind Harry, “hold with Froissart. To my mediocre mind 
It seems that there may at times be circumstances which extenuate 
revenge. There are some injustices so bitter, some acts of treachery so 
black, some deeds of blood so cruel that they inevitably generate an- 
other deed of blood. 1 should be ashamed to own myself a Scot if my 
countrymen had not on one occasion retaliated with equal violence 
upon their violent oppressors.” 

“Two wrongs do not make a right,” said Paul. 

“But they cancel each other and clear the field,” answered the poet, 
“as you will see if you give car to my tale.” 


146. THE BARNS OF AYR 

Blind Harry 

In February of the year 1397 the English made a truce with 'Wilham 
Wallace, and it was kept faithfully till the end of March. In the in- 
terval the English employed all their wits and subdety to find some 
means whereby they might confound the Scots 
When April had come the king of England summoned a council 
at Carlisle The Scots had no reason to be pleased at that. Many an 
Enghsh captain came there to his king, but no Scot was summoned 
to attend save Sir Aymer, that ancient traitor. Of him they mquired 
how they might go about it to scour the faithful blood out of Scot- 
land. Said Sir Aymer: “Their chief is a mighty man in war, and he 
has great power at his back; and their boldness is increased by this 
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truce. But if you were to follow my advice, I could tell you how to 
make this present peace cost them dear.” Then he and the false 
Southrons debated and deliberated how they might best hang the 
'Scots barons 

At that time there were great barns standing in Ayr, which had 
been built for the king when he had had his quarters there. They 
were so constructed that only one man at a time could enter, and that 
without seeing or being seen And there it was that the Southrons 
decided the Scots lords should be slain. 

The result of their deliberations was laid before Lord Percy, but 
he replied stoutly that he would not himself see hanged the men who 
had kept faith with him so long, but that since he was their foe he 
would not warn them, and he said he would retire to Glasgow. 
Under these circumstances they appointed a sturdy Justice fierce and 
fell, named Arnulf, a very high magistrate of Southampton, and he 
undertook to make the Scots stretch rope Also, they ordered a simi- 
lar court to be held at Glasgow on the same day for the Clydesdale 
men, and they charged that court earnestly not to let Wallace escape 
by any means, for they knew that if his men were beaten or dispersed 
they might enjoy Scotland as their own. 

When these matters had been thus arranged at Carlisle, they put 
their seals to the order, and Kmg Edward went south again Lord 
Percy, as he had declared, betook himself to Glasgow, and the new 
Justice took up his quarters in Ayr The court was set for June i8. 
Inasmuch as there was peace in the land, the Scots marvelled what 
reason the English could have for setting this business on foot 

On the day before the assembly Wallace’s uncle, Sir Reginald, ajv 
pointed a meeting with his friends at Monkton Kirk There came 
Wallace and paid his devotions at the church, after which he had a 
wonderful vision. Then he rode home to Corsby with his uncle and 
passed the night there. The next morning they prepared to attend the 
Justice’s court, and rode on their way as far as Kingace Suddenly 
Wallace felt a pang of apprehension, and he asked Sir Reginald if 
he had the charter of peace with him “Nephew,” replied the knight, 
“it IS at Corsby in the chest where you yourself put it, and no one 
else knows about it.” “If the English prove to be treacherous,” said 
Wallace, “they would not be able to beat us down if we had the 
charter to show as evidence.” “Son,” answered Sir Reginald, “only you 
and I know where the charter is; do not send, but go back for it 
yourself ” 

Wallace turned about, taking three of his men with him, Kerle, 
Kneeland and Baird — stout fellows. Sir Reginald continued on his 
way to town, all unaware that treachery was brewing Alas, the mis- 
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chance that led him on so that he tarried not for Wallace and the 
charter* Alas that Saturn was in ascendancy at this time* 

Sir Reginald rode on to the designated building. Such a toll-booth 
had never been seen before, for therein was a beam with stout ropes * 
hanging therefrom. Stern men were set to guard the entry, no one 
might pass in before he was called Sir Reginald went in first to do 
homage for his land They did not keep him standing long* they 
slipped a running cord over his head and hanged him dead from the 
beam. Sir Brice Blair passed in next, and him also they quickly 
hoisted to his death — hts head was in the snare as soon as he entered, 
and he was strung up tight to the beam The third who went in, 
alas* was Sir Neill of Montgomery, and after him many other landed 
men of the country-side. 

Many went m, but no Scots came out. Many a Crawford came to 
his end there, Kennedy s also they slew, and Campbells, who had 
never been false; never had they rebelled against their rightful lord, 
and therefore the Southrons ruined them Berkeleys, Boyds, Stuarts — 
all good families — the English brought to their end there No Scot 
who entered the barn escaped, and when they had hanged them from 
the beam, they cast the bodies into the nook beside the other dead. 
Since the beginning of the war the Saxons had not brought to their 
death so many Scots m a single day Eighteen score bold barons and 
worthy knights they put to a shameful death on that occasion 

When the Southrons had killed the worthiest they made no further 
inquiry about the lowly The bodies they cast into a yard, despoiled 
of clothes and as naked as they were born 

In the meantime Robert Boyd, who had been left in command, 
gathered twenty of Wallace’s doug'ity and fierce warriors m a tavern 
One of them, Stephen of Ireland, happened to walk into the street 
There he met a true Scotswoman and asked her what had hap- 
pened at the Justice’s court “Sorrow is there and nothing else,” she 
replied “Where,” she asked, trembling, “is Wallace?” “He left us, 
and turned back at Kingace,” said Stephen “Go warn his men,” 
said the women, “and urge them to get out of Ayr I myself will 
warn Wallace ” Stephen returned to his companions at the inn and 
related the dire misfortune that had occurred Thereupon they lost 
no time in going to Laglane Wood. 

Now WaUace was returning as fast as he might, for he stood 
in great fear for his friends He hastened on to the barn, ignorant 
of the tragedy that had taken place there. The woman of whom I 
spoke called out to him “O brave Wallace, a cruel tempest has 
raged during your absence Our countrymen have been slain so that 
It IS a pity to see, hanged over a beam like brute dogs, one by one 
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as they entered the barn ” Wallace reined m his horse to inquire more 
closely into the matter. “Dear niece," said he, “tell me if you know; 
IS my uncle dead?” “I saw him earned out of yonder barn,” an- 
swered the woman, “and cast naked onto the cold earth, there I 
kissed the frosty mouth of him who a moment before had been a 
noble figure of a man, now despoiled and dead. I covered his corpse 
with a cloth- 1 could do no less for him who never shamed a woman 
m all his life. You are his sister’s son, noble and brave. Avenge that 
deed if you can, for God’s sake; and as I am a true and loyal 
Scotswoman, I will help you.” 

Wallace wept for the death of his kinsman. “If you know Robert 
Boyd,” he said, “and Wilham Crawford, and Adam Wallace, for 
Mary’s sake, bid them come to me I pray God they are all alive I 
Also, spy out the Justice’s lodging and tell me what his circumstances 
are Then we will concert our plans in Laglane Wood, which has so 
often been our refuge.” 

Wallace turned his horse and rode away, and such mourning did 
he make for his kinsman that it seemed his heart would break. As 
he rode off in sorrow and wrath fifteen Englishmen, brave and 
sturdy men, rode after him with a mace-bearer to bring the Scot 
before the law. Wallace turned about angrily and went among them 
with his sword. One he cut nearly in two in the middle; another 
he banged on the head; another he cleft through the side; the fourth 
he drove violently to the ground; the fifth he dinged with great 
ire; and in this wise he left all five dead. In the interval his three 
men had slain another five, whereupon the remaining five fled 
to their lord and told him what had happened. 

The Southrons were astonished at this tale of ten dead men, and 
guessed that it was Wallace who had slain them. Said an old knight: 
“If he has escaped this court your recent activities will serve only to 
increase our trouble.” The Justice was wroth “How fearful you would 
be of many foes,” he said, "you who flee from one man, though 
you do not know whether it be Wallace or another! And even though 
It be he, I take little account of him. Whoever bides here will be 
a knight, for tomorrow I intend to divide the Scots’ property among 
English-born.” 

The Southrons retired to their lodgings without more ado; four 
thousand of them stopped that night in Ayr; the Justice lay m the 
barns outside the town with many bold barons, and he caused to be 
proclaimed everywhere that no Scot should remain among them. Pro- 
visions were brought to them from the sea, along with Irish ale, 
the strongest that could be brewed. No watch was set, for they had 
no fear of Scotsmen dwelhng round about They indulged copiously 



THE BARNS OF AYR 617 

in wine and ale, observing no restraint, like beasts. Soon slodiful 
sleep slid into their limbs, and they lay stupefied like swine in their 
gluttony. Bacchus had taken over the command. 

Wallace’s men assembled in Laglane Wood. The knight drew his* 
sword and took oath that he would neither eat nor sleep till he 
had avenged the death of his uncle and the other noble men who 
had perished in the barn. “Since they are drunk,’’ he said, “it seems 
to me best to visit them with fire’’ He had chalk brought, and 
ordered his niece to mark the doors of the houses where the English 
lay. Twenty men he bade gather withes, a pair to each man. 

The woman went to the town and chalked the doors; the men 
came after and fastened the doors securely, binding withes to staple 
and hasp. Boyd was dispatched to the castle, with fifty men under 
his command, to seize it if the garrison made a sortie on seeing the 
fire. The rest of the men-at-arms went with Wallace to the barns. 
There they set brisk blazes in every single nook The knight com- 
manded his men that they should dlow no Southron to break out; 
if anyone, whoever he might be, were to rescue anyone from the 
red fire, he himself should be cast into it. 

Soon the flashing flames roared high “This,” said Wallace, “is a 
cheery sight, and should bring some comfort to our hearts. When 
these arc done for, the power of the remaining English will be less 
in the land” And to the Justice he called out. “We will bail our 
men, those who escaped alive from your court and your false law. 
You shall not apportion their lands to any followers of yours, as 
you will presently be convinced by the fate that hangs over you.” 

Keen and fearful cries arose as the fierce fire burned up brighdy; 
that wakening was not sweet to sleeping men. From outside the sight 
was awful to see. Nowhere save in purgatory or in hell could there 
be greater pain than that which those within were forced to endure. 
Mad folk were hampered in many a hold as the buildings burned; 
none got away, captain, knave or knight. When the brands from 
the burning rafters fell among them, some leaped violently into the 
air with the strong bitter pain; some, all naked, burned to an ash; 
some never rose, but smothered where they lay; some rushed wildly 
here and there, seeking to escape to the town, but blinded by fire 
their movements were futile. Like wild beasts the men raged against 
the walls, emitting many a grisly groan; some shrieked till their life 
was snufied out. Some sought to force the doors, but the Scots beset 
them so shrewdly that if any happened to break out he was soon 
cut down with the sword, or forced back into the fire. None escaped 
— all were burned up, bone and flesh. The reek of the carrion was 
foully noisome; the stench spread so thick and wide that the Scots 
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were forced to retire to windward till the fire had finally extinguished 
all that false blood. 

While the barns of Ayr were burning the Prior of Ayr was not 
idle. Seven score had taken lodging in his hostel that night. When 
he saw the red fire he armed himself and his seven brothers; with 
drawn swords they went two by two to each of the houses where 
the Southrons were sleeping, and set upon them with sore heavy 
blows. Many a man those friars dinged to death there Some, dazed 
with sleep, fled naked to the water to escape; they fell into the 
deep, dark ford, plunged to the bottom and died without grace 
All who lodged with that prior were drowned or slain. People still 
call It “The Friar of Ayr’s Blessing” 

In the castle, which had been made over to Earl Arnulf on Lord 
Percy’s departure, there remained but few important men. When 
those left within saw the red fire blazing merrily, they made a sortie. 
Robert Boyd, who lay m ambush, paid them no heed, but passed on 
to the castle and won the gate. He entered and quickly slew the 
nine or ten men he found there Then he posted twenty of his men 
and went to Ayr to sec what further orders Wallace might have 

By this time the town was a mass of smouldering rums By sword 
or fire five thousand likely men of England had lost their lives there 
that night. 

During Blind Harry’s recital most of the Englishmen present had 
maintained a stony immobility, and only Henry Knighton, when he 
had finished, was heard to mutter something about “base-born ruffian,” 
“sacrilegious thief,” and “scurvy traitor” 

“Nay,” protested Robert Mannyng, “even King Edward was forced 
to admire the steadfast spirit and tireless courage of the man who 
could defend his country so well. And traitor he was not, for he 
had never sworn allegiance to the English crown If you apply such 
terms to a patriot, what names have you left for Sir John Menteith, 
who betrayed him for a hundred pounds? It is un-English to con- 
temn the gallant foe.” 

Paul the Deacon was shivering and looked sick. “Five thousand 
men burned like rats in a trap!” he sighed. 

“Every war,” said John Major, “must give occasion for excesses 
of all kinds, and this was no exception. I approve of violence and 
bloodshed as litde as you, reverend sir, except when the cause is 
just. We men are imperfect, and have only imperfect means at our 
disposal wherewith to adjust our differences. Unul the means be 
improved, let us not judge Wallace more harshly than he was judged 
by his contemporaries. In this connection our chroniclers relate that 
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an English hermit was vouchsafed a vision of several souls taking 
flight from purgatory to heaven, and one of them was Wallace. 
When he marvelled how this could be, seeing that Wallace had 
shed men’s blood, a voice answered him that it was in a just cause,* 
and while fighting for his country’s freedom that he had slain 
men. 

“Ah!” exclaimed Barbour, “Freedom is a noble thing! Only free- 
dom guarantees to man the peaceful and unhampered pursuit of 
his destiny. Only freedom enables a man to live as God intended 
he should — like a man, and not like a beast or a slave. The usufruct 
of thraldom is heart-break and misery for men and women, waste and 
frustration for the State Anyone who has experienced thraldom knows 
well that there is no price too great to pay for freedom In the 
free air your ripe corn ripples m wave after wave under the generous 
sun but what virtuous living thing can you find under a stone?” 

“A moment ago,” said Master Wacc, “the reverend deacon in- 
quired what was gained by revenge 1 am one of those who be- 
lieve that revenge is sometimes appropriate, especially if it brings 
material rewards — as I will illustrate by the story of Gwendolen and 
Estrildis.” 

147. GWENDOLEN OF CORNWALL 

Master Wace 

When Brutus had cleared the island of Albion, or Britain, of 
giants, and had founded the city of Trinovant, now called London, he 
died, and his kingdom was divided between his three sons Locrinc, 
the eldest, held the middle region, which was called Logres or Loegria 
after him; Camber had that part which lies beyond the rivt' Severn 
and was called Cambria, now Wales from Queen Galaes; Albanac, 
the youngest son, took a wooded land to the north and gave it the 
name of Albania from his own name, though we now call it Scot- 
land For a long time the three brothers ruled m peace over their 
respective lands. 

Now in these days Humber was king of the Huns. He was greatly 
dreaded, for he went about wasting the isles and ravaging the sea 
coasts. With a great party of warriors he landed on the coast of Scot- 
land and engaged Albanac in battle When Albanac was killed, along 
with the greater part of his men, the survivors fled for protection to 
Locrine in Britain, and Locrinc and Camber united their forces to 
avenge their brother. In the interval Humber went about pillaging 
the coast of Scotland till he was brought to bay at a certain river 
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which has been called Humber after him; there he was wrecked and 
killed, as Ralph Higden can testify. 

Previous to this Humber had been in Germany, where he had 
robbed and plundered; thence he had borne off three young girls, and 
kept them in his ships. One of them, Estrildis by name, was the daugh- 
ter of a king; she was so beautiful that her peer was hardly to be 
found anywhere. When Humber was drowned, Locrine and Camber 
rushed to the boats to seize the booty, and there found the three 
girls. Locrine was much impressed by Estrildis’ loveliness: no ivory, 
no new-fallen snow, no lily could exceed the whiteness of her skin, 
and though of Teutonic blood, no fault could be found with her 
shape Locrine ordered her to be well guarded, for he intended to 
marry her, and averred, indeed, that he would take no other woman 
to wife. 

These matrimonial plans of the king’s reached the ears of Cormeus 
and displeased him greatly, for Locrine had already entered into an 
engagement to marry hts daughter Gwendolen — Cormeus will be re- 
membered as that companion of Brutus who distinguished himself in 
a contest with Gogmagog. One day when the Roman leader was 
observing due religious rites in port, his party was attacked by the 
giant and twenty of his associates. The giants were, of course, worsted 
and killed, all save their leader. This fellow was twelve cubits long, 
and him Brutus saved in order to see him fight with Cormeus. The 
warrior was also very eager for the match. He and the giant laid 
hands on each other and wrestled. Gogmagog, with a mighty heave, 
threw Cormeus to the ground and broke three of his ribs, two on 
the right side and one on the left This so annoyed Cormeus that 
he hoisted the giant to his shoulder, ran with him to the top of 
the neighbouring cliff and flung him into the sea at a place which is 
still known as “Gogmagog’s Leap.” 

But as I was saying, Cormeus, with battle-axe in hand, sought out 
Locrine and addressed him angrily and haughtily. “Locrine,” said he, 
“low-born felon, base fool, no man can now guarantee you against 
death, for you have refused my daughter, to whom you were af- 
fianced What IS the meanmg of this repudiation Is this my reward 
for serving your father? Is this the recompense for the great ills 
which I suffered, and the wide wounds which I gained in batde 
against foreign peoples? In order to aggrandize your father’s honour 
I suffered many a sorrow and tnbulation; and the thanks I get for 
It IS that you cast aside my daughter Gwendolen in favour of I do 
not know what foreign wench. But you will not do so with impunity, 
for if 1 still have any strength left m the arm which you see raised 
here, you will be cut to pieces first.” 
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Therewith Conneus advanced towards Locrine as though he in- 
tended to kill him, and he would have done so had not their friends 
interposed and separated them. They calmed Conneus and besought^ 
Locrine to abide by his covenant rather than precipitate disaster. 

Yielding to persuasion Locrine did indeed marry Gwendolen, but 
he did not on that account forget Estrildis; so deep was his love 
for the girl that he made her his mistress He caused one of his very 
privy servants to make an underground chamber at London, and 
there Estrildis resided a long time Seven years, indeed, she lived m 
that subterranean apartment, honourably served by trusted attendants 
of the king’s household When Locrine wished to visit her he caused 
Gwendolen to believe that he was saenfiang to the gods, and that 
the rites proper thereto must be performed with the utmost secrecy 

In the course of time Estrildis bore a child, a daughter whom she 
named Sabrina; and she was even more beautiful than her mother. 
In the same year Gwendolen also bore a child, a boy, who was called 
Madan. When he could walk and speak he was sent to his grand- 
father Conneus to be reared. 

Finally the time came when Conneus had to die After his death 
Loenne’s fear was abated He repudiated Gwendolen and raised 
Estrildis to be queen beside him. The furious Gwendolen retired 
to her father’s estate in Cornwall, where she assembled the youth 
of the country and began to harry Locrine’s kingdom. Then, when 
her army had been increased by foreign warriors eager for booty, 
she faced her husband’s forces near the river Stour in Dorset The 
fortune of war was such that Locrine was wounded to death by an 
arrow, and after he fell, his people ded. 

Thereujjon the victorious Gwendolen took all the kingdom into her 
hand. Being her father’s daughter, one of the first things she did 
on assuming the power over Britain was to drown Estrildis and her 
daughter in a river. And thinking to reflect shame on Locrine as well, 
she commanded that the river should henceforth be called by the 
name of his daughter Sabrina. Today ibis has been corrupted into 
Severn, and is the river which flows from Cirencester to the sea. 

After this Gwendolen reigned over Britain for fifteen years; and 
when she saw that her son Madan had arrived at maturity, she in- 
vested him with the kingdom and herself retired into Cornwall, where 
she passed the rest of her life. 

“Do you not,” objected Cohn Clout, “view the situation almost 
entirely from the side of Gwendolen and her soni* What of Estrildis P 
Was she to blame if Locrine loved her? Could she help herself, being 
a captive? Was Locrine to blame if he loved her? Even the gods 
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themselves, says some old writer, cannot act wisely when it comes 
to love And what of Sabrina, whose only guilt lay in having Locrine 
for her father and Estrildis for her mother^ Justice is like Janus 
It looks in two directions, towards plaintiff and defendant, and tries 
to effect a balance between right and wrong, or reconcile a conflict 
of two wrongs.” 

“I agree with you there,” said Marsiglio of Padua. “We all know, 
or should know, that one of the most important contributions to 
social progress made by the modern world is the growth of the 
consciousness that there cannot be one justice for the mighty and 
another for the weak.” 

“You are right,” agreed William of Wykeham, “and I would add 
that if the Christian Church had done nothing else, its glory would 
have been sufficiently great in havmg done that Who will deny that 
such a concept represents an advance over the old law of an eye for 
an eye and a tooth for a tooth?” 

“The times of which I speak were pagan times,” said Wace. 

“Ills grow by what they feed on,” observed Sir John Fortescue. 
“Neither Locrine nor Estrildis, nor, in a measure, Gwendolen, were 
to blame; Conneus was to blame, and the barons of Locrine’s house- 
hold.” 

“But when ills have not been smothered in their infancy,” said 
Keating, “and have at last grown so big that they overspread a whole 
land, like the dragon of which Mac Conglinne has told, what then? 
I agree with Master Wace, but more particularly with Blind Harry. 
If you have failed to cut off an infected finger, there may still be 
time to save the arm by cutting it off at the elbow In the hearts 
of my countrymen there has never been any censure of the heroism 
displayed by Maoilseachlainn of Meath and his daughter. I will tell 
you the circumstances so that the candid minds of those present may 
judge for themselves” 

148. TDRGESIUS KEEPS A TRYST 

Geoffrey Keating 

The thraldom of the Gaels under the yoke of the Scandinavian 
foreigners or Lochlannaigh was such that great weariness thereof 
came upon the men of Ireland The few of the clergy that had sur- 
vived the destruction of their monasteries fled to the forests and the 
wildernesses, where they prayed fervently to God to deliver them 
from the tyranny of Turgesius, king of the Lochlannaigh. And God 
heard their supplications. 

While Turgesius was in possession of his usurped authority, and 
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while the Gaels were yielding him an involuntary obedience, he had 
built himself a fortified residence not far from the dun-liss of 
Maoilscachlaiiin, son of Maolruanaidh, king of Meath Now on a 
certain day when he had come to the dwelling of Maoilseachlainn, ‘ 
he chanced to see a beautiful, marriageable maiden, who was the 
daughter of the king of Meath The usurper, though now grown 
old, was still inveterate in the indulgence of his lusts, and he de- 
manded the maid from her father with the intention of making her 
his mistress. “My lord,” said Maoilse.ichlainn, “I know well that 
you do not mean to take my daughter as your married wife, but 
that what you desire is to possess her for a while as your mistress. I 
therefore beseech you not to demand my child of me in public, lest 
she be prevented from getting a husband But since your fortress is 
near this liss where 1 live, I will send the maiden privately to your 
dwelling; and she shall be accompanied by fifteen of the most beau- 
tiful and most lovely women in all Meath, and I know that when 
you have seen those women you will feel neither love nor desire for 
my own daughter, so much do they exceed her in beauty ” 

This plan was pleasing to Turgesius, and between them they fixed 
upon a particular night when the maiden and her attendant train 
of beautiful women were to be brought into the fortress of the tyrant. 

About this time there was a gathering and general assembly with 
Turgesius at Ath Cliath, and all that there was then in Ireland of 
Lochlannach chieftains were gathered thereat, for the purpose of 
taking counsel as to how they might best guard the country and 
maintain their own possession thereof And while they were there 
Turgesius communicated the arrangement made between himself and 
Maoilseachlainn to some of the assembled chieftains; and he promised 
women to some whom he asked to accompany him He then set 
out with fifteen of the boldest and most lascivious of those lords, 
and they made neither stop nor slay until they had reached his fortress 
in Meath 

During the same time Maoilseachlainn had privately brought to- 
gether fifteen of the most comely youths, without beards, that could 
be found in Meath He caused them to put on female attire, under 
which each of them carried a sharp sword at his girdle Thus did 
he prepare to send these youtlis, instead of women, to meet Turgesius, 
in company with his daughter When the night appointed had come, 
the maiden set out with her band of counterfeit women, and when 
she and they had come close to the fortress, a message was sent 
to Turgesius saying that she and her female companions were ready 
to meet him Upon receiving this message the tyrant commanded the 
warriors in his company to withdraw to their chambers, and he would 
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send the women to them. So they did, and made a pile of their arms 
upon the table which stood in the hall. 

While this was taking place Maoilseachlainn joined his daughter 
with an armed band. Some of the disguised youths he ordered to 
lay hold upon Turgesius as soon as he might attempt to lay hand 
upon the girl in order to detain her with him; others he commanded 
to seize the arms, and to fall upon the chieftains who were m the 
house; then he himself would dash m with his men in order to aid 
them in dispatching the foreigners. 

Now the girl and her companions entered the fortress through a 
postern, and came to the room where Turgesius was awaiting her. 
He sharply scrutinized the lady and her attendants, but none of them 
was pleasing to him except herself, and he laid his hand upon her 
in order to keep her with him As soon as the youths saw this, some 
seized him with violence and held him captive, while others seized 
upon the discarded arms Maoilseachlainn and his armed men now 
broke in, and together they fell upon all of the Lochlannaigh who 
were in the fortress; of them they spared neither chief nor serf, 
with the exception of Turgesius himself. Then, having sacked the 
fortress, they took Turgesius to Maoilseachlainn’s dun-hss, where 
they held him for a time in chains 

Now when the rest of the Lochlannaigh throughout Ireland learned 
that their principal chiefs had been slaughtered, and that their leader 
had been captured in Meath by Maoilseachlainn, there fell a great 
terror and loss of confidence upon them all, so that those of them 
who were stationed in the country stole away by night to the seaports; 
and those who were at the seaports fled to their ships to avoid the 
onslaught of the Gaels who were m pursuit of them In this man- 
ner were all the Lochlannaigh driven out of Ireland at that time, 
with the exception of a small remnant that remained therein under 
subjection to the Gaels 

Afterwards Maoilseachlainn drowned Turgesius in Loch Amnn; 
and from that deed it resulted that the Gaelic nobles, with one ac- 
cord, elected him High King of all Ireland, for it was he who had 
freed their country from bondage to the men of Lochlamn. This 
was in the year 845. 

“Justice,” said Giovanni da Procida, “is in heaven — and mercy and 
charity But we mortals live in the world, not in heaven. And bemg 
of the earth, our habits and manners are coloured by our substance 
and our habitation I will leave it to John Wichf, or Thomas Gas- 
coigne or John Major to explain how it is that there can be any 
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nexus between the mortal and the heavenly world and its denizens. 
Perhaps the golden cord is that subtile sense of truth and beauty and 
honour, and love of freedom and decency which somehow illumines 
the minds of those of us who are least gross. But mortals that we are, 
gross and fine, we must live together, and that means that we must 
contend, one with the other until such time as the differences between 
one extreme and the other shall have been effaced. It is not with 
demons or angels that we strive; our quarrel is with men; and we 
cannot look for aid to heaven: the angel with the flaming sword 
— and St Augustine after him — made that sufficiently clear. But we 
must do what we can, even though we fail We have one weapon, if 
we know how to use it — the protervity itself of our enemy hoist 
him with his own petard. What is right for me? What is right for 
you'’ Turgesius thought he was right in plundering and oppressing 
the Gaels; Maodseachlainn thought he was wrong Charles of Anjou 
thought he was right m treating the Italians of the two Sicilies worse 
than slaves. I, and Alaimo di Lenuni, thought he was wrong The 
drunken libertine of Naples thought he had a right to steal away 
my daughter for himself, and my wife for his stable grooms My 
son thought he had no right, and paid for his opinion with his life. 
How many broken bodies of sons and brothers, how many dis- 
honoured bodies of wives and daughters had been calling out for 
vengeance for their shame since the disasters at Benevento and 
Tagliacozzo I took that vengeance, and who here will say that 
I was wrong?" 

“I,” said Sir John Harington, “have engaged in some questionable 
enterprises — the destiny of empire has always lain heavy upon the 
sons of England — but I should be loath to accept that challenge.” 

“We should be glad, Ser Giovanm,” said Bernardo del Carpio, “to 
know more of the matters to which you allude so darkly.” 

“My role was that of an actor in the drama,” answered the physi- 
cian. “The circumstances can be better related by one whose part it 
was to view events in perspective Giovanni Villani has told the story 
once, and though the Florentines fought against us, he himself is a 
fair-minded man whom I have no hesitation in asking to tell it 
again.” 

“It IS regrettable,” said the historian, “that Brunetto Latino is not 
present, for he has some valuable notes on the subject. However, I 
will relate the facts as I know them.” 
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149. THE VESPERS OF MONREALE 

Gtovanni VtUani 

In the year of Our Lord 1279 King Charles of Anjou, by reason 
of his victories at Benevento and Tagliacozzo, had become the most 
powerful and redoubted ruler of Christendom on land or sea So 
swollen was his pride that he held all men save those of his nation 
m contempt, and if he had had his will, he would have placed all 
the world under the heel of the French The Apulians and Sicilians 
particularly did he treat worse than slaves; and the lords whom he 
placed over them, emulating the presumption of their master, forced 
and ravished the wives and daughters of the citizens at their pleasure. 
The protests and just complaints of husbands and fathers were un- 
heard by Charles, but God heard them It has been well said that 
pride goes before and shame follows after; when pride is in the 
saddle, shame and mischief are on the crupper. Pride, envy and wrath 
are pitfalls set by the devil for weak minds, and of rhese God hates 
pride worst of all 

In his overweening arrogance Charles of Anjou conceived the idea 
of conquering the empire of Constantinople for his kinsman, Bald- 
win II, whose son was betrothed to his daughter Beatrice, for Bald- 
win had been expelled from Constantinople by the emperor, Michael 
Palaeologus VIII To this end he prepared a mighty armament against 
the Greek empire; nor did his dream of conquest stop with that, for 
It seemed to him that when he was once m possession of it, the 
conquest of Jerusalem and the Holy Land would follow as an easy 
and natural consequence. So he equipped more than 100 swift sailing 
galleys, 20 great ships, and caused to be constructed 200 transports 
for horses, besides a great number of other ships for the transport 
of troops. Seconded by the approval of Philippe III le Hardi of France, 
and depending upon his own mighty treasure, increased by money 
aids from Rome, to defray expenses, he invited all the worthy knights 
of France and Italy to participate in that enterprise By facile promises 
the Venetians, too, were easily persuaded to lend their assistance. 
Thus, with the said navy, 40 counts and 10,000 knights, the king 
intended to embark upon his expedition in the following year. He 
would have succeeded in all this without difficulty or opposition, for 
Palaeologus had no power on land or sea capable of offering resistance 
to his forces, and, moreover, a great part of Greece had risen in 
rebellion. 

However, in order to abate the presumption of the French, God 
in His providence brought Charles’ enterprise to naught. By reason 
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of his misrule of the Two Sicdies many of the worthiest men of the 
kingdom had rebelled or departed mto voluntary exile. Among such 
exiles was an intelligent and learned knight, Giovanni, Lord of the 
island of Procida. He was a physiaan by profession, and had been 
in the service of Emperor Frederic of Suabia His wife and daugh- 
ter had been outraged by one of Charles’ great barons, and his son 
killed in defence of them He remonstrated to Charles, but when his 
sovereign paid him no heed, and when he had become convinced 
that he was losing his time and abasing his honour in appealing to 
a graceless king, Messer Gianni resolved to employ his own wits to 
compensate himself for the injury he had received And so, through 
his wisdom and energy, and by the grace of God, he effected such 
things that the power and pride of King Charles and his adherents 
were brought low. 

First of all Messer Gianni went secretly to Constantinople to talk 
to the emperor Michael Palaeologus He informed him of the coalition 
which had been made against him by King Charles, the former em- 
peror Baldwin, and the Church of Rome Then he said that if the 
emperor were willing to put faith in him, and to part with some 
of his treasure, he, Giovanni da Procida, would subvert the pro- 
posed expedition This he would do by causing the lords of Sicily, 
who loved neither Charles nor the French, to rebel; in their aid he 
would enlist the forces of the king of Aragon, who would certainly 
be disposed to engage in the venture by reason of the fact that 
Sicily was the legal heritage of his wife, King Manfred’s daugh- 
ter. 

To Palaeologus all this seemed impossible, for he was well aware 
of King Charles’ power, and understood that he was more feared 
than any other lord of the West But, on the other hand, he realized 
his peril, and as though in despair of any other remedy or assistance, 
he acceded to Messer Gianni’s proposal He consented to send with 
him to the West ambassadors who should represent his interests, and 
these bore with them a great treasure in jewels and money. 

Messer Gianni and the Greek ambassadors arrived secretly in Sicily. 
There he revealed the nature of his negotiations at the Eastern capital 
to Messer Alai mo di Lentini, Messer Palmerio Abate and Messer 
Gualtieri di Caltagirone These were the most unportant and influen- 
tial barons of the island, and they loved neither Charles nor his sway. 
At first the barons viewed Messer Gianni’s plan with diffidence. Con- 
sidering the severity of King Charles’ rule in the island it did not 
seem probable to them that a rebellion of the auzens had much 
chance of success. “If you will only have faith in me,” said Messer 
Gianni, “I am confident that we shall bring it off” In the end the 
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barons allowed themselves to be persuaded, and to Messer Giam 
they gave letters to the king of Aragon m which they imploret 
him for God’s sake to free them from bondage. If he could dc 
that, they would accept him as their lord. 

Armed with credentials in the form of these letters, Messer Gianni 
set out on his journey. On his way he stopped at Rome and visited 
Pope Nicholas III at a castle of his called Soriana. He told him what 
agreement he had made with the emperor of the East, and presented 
to him and his treasurer Orso the rich gifts and jewels which 
Falaeologus had sent The pope was pleased, and now listened readily 
as Messer Gianni proceeded to urge his interests Among other things, 
he reminded the pope how Charles had refused to contract an alliance 
with the Orsini family, tearing up the pope’s letter with contempt. 

This was an argument which could not fail to influence Niccolo 
Romano degli Orsini, and as long as he continued to occupy the 
throne of Peter, he worked both openly and secretly against King 
Charles In that very year he succeeded in hindering the expedition 
to Constantinople by withholding money and other aid which had 
been promised to Charles by the Church Moreover, His Holiness 
was good enough to write letters to King Pedro of Aragon, sealing 
them with his private seal, wherein he promised the lordship of 
Sicily to the Spanish monarch if he would come and conquer the 
island. This was in the year 1280. 

Giovanm da Procida now conunued on his way to the court of 
Pedro of Aragon in Catalonia When the king had read the letters 
from the emperor, the pope and the Sicilian barons, promising money, 
support and material assistance, he secretly agreed with Messer Gianni 
to undertake the conquest of Sicily; and he instructed him and the 
other ambassadors to return so that the necessary arrangements might 
be completed. 

At this moment, however, the kmght’s plans received a temporary 
check due to the death of the pope. In the month of August in the 
year 1281 Pope Nicholas III of the Orsini passed from this life in 
the aty of Viterbo King Charles was very elated thereat — ^not because 
he had uncovered the plot which Giovanni da Procida had concerted 
with Palaeologus and the ponuff, but because he realized that the 
pope was inimical to him in all dungs, and had but recendy inter- 
fered grievously with his expedition to Constanunople. Wherefor, 
since he was in Tuscany when the pope died, he proceeded straight- 
way to Viterbo so that he might secure the election of a friend of 
his to the papal see. When, by the orders of King Charles, two of 
the dissentient cardmals of the Orsim faction had been put m prison. 
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;he remaining cardinals agreed to elect a French cardinal named 
^ Simon de Brion The new pope took the name Marun IV. 

( In the meantime Messer Gianni had been busy with the furtherance^ 
of his scheme At Trapani he met the Sicilian barons and encouraged 
them with news of his progress. Thence he took ship for Constan- 
tinople, where he brought his negotiations with Palaeologus to a suc- 
cessful termination 

The year 1281 saw Giovanni da Procida, accompanied by ambas- 
sadors from Michael Palaeologus, again at the court of Pedro of 
Aragon in Catalonia. The death of Pope Nicholas had somewhat 
cooled the Spanish king’s enthusiasm for the Sicilian undertaking, for 
he felt less sure of success against the powerful Charles without the 
support of a friendly pontiff. But Messer Gianni spoke wisely and to 
the point. “My lord,” he said, “fear nothing. If the new pope is 
our friend, well and good; if not, let us enter upon the struggle none 
the less so that we may not fail now, having already accomplished so 
much.” He reminded Pedro that the house of France had killed his 
grandfather, that Charles himself had killed his father-in-law Man- 
fred, and Manfred’s nephew Conradin. He pointed out further that 
Sicily belonged rightfully to Pedro as the inheritance of his wife 
Costanza, heir and daughter of King Manfred Furthermore, by 
promising to rouse the island to rebellion against Charles, the Sicilians 
had given proof of their desire to accept him as their lord. 

When, in addition to these arguments, Pedro saw the great treasure 
brought by the ambassadors of Palaeologus, his fears and scruples 
vanished; his heart was once more bred with a lust for power and 
land. So he pledged himself with the emperor’s ambassadors and 
with Giovanni da Procida to undertake the expedition, assuring them 
of his faith, and telhng them to return to Sicily so that they might 
give the signal for the rebellion when he should have assembled and 
placed his armada. And this was done. 

Pedro of Aragon now had at his disposal 30,000 ounces of Greek 
gold, and had the assurance that more would be provided once 
he had landed in Sicily. He therefore set about equipping galleys and 
ships, assigning good wages to sailors and men-at-arms, and giving 
out that he had raised his standard against the Saracens. 

News of these preparations spread abroad. King Philippe of France, 
who had married King Pedro’s sister Isabella, sent messengers to 
learn against what Saracens he intended to proceed, and in what 
country, offering him aid in men and money. King Pedro replied 
merely that he was certainly arming against the Saracens of a place 
which he did not care to name at the moment, for it would soon be 
known to all. However, he asked aid to the extent of 40,000 livres 
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tournois, which Philippe sent him at once. But knowing that Pedro, 
though a bold and courageous man, was also a Catalan, and so of 
.perii^ous temper, he immediately sent word to his uncle in Apulia 
that he should have an eye to his lands. 

King Charles brought word of this matter to Martin IV. The pope 
was somewhat perturbed and sent a legate, a Dominican by the name 
of Friar Jacopo, to inquire more fully into Pedro’s intentions. It was 
a matter, he said, which touched the Church closely, and though 
Pedro might count on his support in any righteous cause, he should 
under no circumstances take up arms against any Christian people. 
King Pedro thanked the legate, but refused to divulge his plans. And 
he said also something which sounded very suspicious, namely, that if 
one of his hands were to reveal his destination to the other, he would 
cut It off. 

Pope Martin was highly displeased with this reply. But Charles, 
who was so high-hearted, and who considered himself so puissant, 
paid httle or no attention to the matter, saying scornfully “Have 
I not always told you that Pedro of Aragon is a mad rascaP” But 
Charles did not bear in mind the popular proverb, which says: “If 
you are told your nose is shortened, take hold of it to make sure.” 
Rather did he remain indifferent, and took no measures whereby he 
might have learned of the activities of Messer Gianni and the other 
barons of Sicily. A ready execuuoner is always found for him whom 
God intends to judge. 

In the year of Our Lord 1282, on the Monday of Easter Resurrec- 
tion, which fell on March 30, in conformity with Messer Giovanni da 
Procida’s arrangements, all the barons and chiefs who had the up- 
rising of Sicily in hand were gathered in Palermo to celebrate Easter. 
The citizens of Palermo, men and women, went to observe the festival 
at Monreale, a short distance outside the city. So also went the French, 
and a certain Drouet, one of King Charles’ favourite captains among 
them. It chanced, by the machinations of the enemy of God, that the 
captain approached Nmfa, the beautiful young daughter of Roberto 
hListrangelo, a nobleman of Palermo, as she was walking with her 
father, her brothers and household servants. From her he sohcited 
those favours which modesty and good manners forbid me to name; 
and when she shrank back from him, he laid violent hold upon her 
with intent to force her, as the French were accustomed to do. The 
lady cried out, and the people rushed up; among them was a young 
man, her betrothed, one of Messer Palmerio Abate’s retainers. He 
said nothmg, but snatching Drouet’s sword from the scabbard, dis- 
emboweled him on the spot. 

Hereupon ensued a great battle between the French soldiers and 
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the Sicilians, and many were killed and wounded on both sides. *nie 
Palermitamans, being unarmed, got the worst of this encounter; but 
fleeing to the city, they began to arm themselves, crying out: “DeatK, 
to the French!” As the leaders of the uprising had ordered, they as- 
sembled in the square. King Charles' regent, attracted by the uproar, 
met them there. Him they took and killed, as well as whatsoever 
French were found m the city, whether in houses or in churches. 
Whomsoever they found speaking French, them they slew without 
mercy. 

After this initial revolt the barons left the city, and each in his 
own barony or county repeated the slaughter of Palermo, with the 
purpose of slaying every Frenchman in the island Only the people 
of Messina delayed somewhat in |oming the rebellion But the Palermi- 
tanians reminded them of their miseries, urging them to throw in 
their lot with them on the side of liberty and fraternity; so they 
also Anally rose in revolt, and did even worse execution upon the 
French than those of Palermo had done. The number of dead in 
Sicily amounted to 4,000, or, as some say, to 6,500 No one dared to 
shield a Frenchman, if he loved his life, no matter how great a friend 
he might be; and if he had hidden any, he had to tell where be 
was or kill him himself. Indeed, only one Frenchman escaped, a 
certain De Porccllet. 

At this time King Charles was at the papal court. When he re- 
ceived information of the Sicilian rebellion, brought him by the mes- 
sengers of the archbishop of Monreale, he grew very wroth in mind 
and manner. The pope and cardmals lamented with him over his 
loss, but encouraged him, too, saying that he should take immediate 
steps to regain the island, by peaceful means, if possible, otherwise 
by war; and both the pope and the cardinals promised him whatever 
aid, spintual or temporal, the Church could command. And as a pre- 
liminary step the pope sent a legate to Sicily to treat for terms. The 
legate’s name was Messer Gherardo da Parma, and he was a man of 
great good sense and ability. 

Charles, by means of letters and ambassadors, made representations 
to his nephew, the king of France; and he commanded his son 
Charles, Prmce of Salerno, who was in Provence, to go at once to 
King Philippe, to the Count of Artois, and to other barons, and be- 
seech them to come to his aid. The prince was well received by King 
Philippe, who said: “I fear very much that this Sicilian rebellion has 
been the work of Pedro of Aragon. If he has been guilty of perAdious- 
ness against the Church and the house of France, may I never wear 
crown if I do not take condign vengeance thereAir.” And he kept 
that vow weU. 



632 MEDIAEVAL PAGEANT 

When news of the great preparations which King Charles was 
making against the island was spread abroad, it seemed to the 
Palermitanians and other Sicihans that they had done ill, and to Pope 
Martin they sent envoys— friars and priests— asking mercy. The terms 
of their message were only; “Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, 
miserere nobis; Agnus £)ei, qui tollis peccata mundi, miserere nobis; 
Agnus Dei, qui tollis peccata mundi, dona nobis pacem.” The pope 
in full consistory replied with the words of the Passio Donum: 
“Ave, rex ludeorum, et dabant ei alapam; Ave, rex ludeorum, ct 
dabant ei alapam; Ave, rex ludeorum, et dabant ci alapam” With 
this answer the envoys departed, much discomfited. 

Now King Charles assembled at Brindisi the ships with which he 
had intended to sail to Constantinople, and proceeded with them 
to Pagliare, outside Messina With him were 5,000 French, Provencal 
and Italian knights, and an innumerable host of men-at-arms. This 
manoeuvre so alarmed the Messmese that they sued for peace. But 
in them and the other Sicilians Charles saw a people without a leader 
and without means of defence, and so was little inclined towards 
mercy. He denounced them as traitors to the Church and the crown, 
and bade them defend themselves if they could In adopting this 
attitude the king sinned greatly against God, and acted much to his 
own harm. But him to whom God wishes ill He deprives of sense 
and judgment For their part the Messmese deliberated four days 
whether they should defend themselves or surrender. 

During this time Charles’ troops took the castle of Melazzo, near 
Messina, and a number of Messmese were killed in the engagement. 
This casualty alarmed the people of Messina greatly, and they in- 
vited the cardinal legate to come to them and intercede for them 
with the king The legate had the greatest good will to effect a 
reconciliation, and in order to help matters along he presented the 
pope’s letter wherein Martin threatened to excommunicate the Sicilians 
unless they submitted to King Charles Hereupon the citizens chose 
thirty wise men from among their number to frame terms of peace; 
and the terms were these* If the king would pardon their offence, they 
would yield the land and pay him such dues as their ancestors had 
paid King William; but for their lord they would accept neither 
Frenchman nor Provencal, but a Latin only. 

The legate forwarded these terms to King Charles, urging him 
to accept them. But when the king read the Messmese proposal he 
cned wrathfully “Is it possible that our subjects, who have deserved 
death at our hands, have the temerity to make terms ^ Would they 
deprive me of my signory? And they will pay me dues such as 
were paid Kmg William, whose part in the island was hardly any- 
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thing at all ^ I will cenainly not agree to this But since the legate 
is anxious to make peace, I will pardon them in this wise: They must 
surrender to me eight hundred hostages to do with as I choosey 
they shall have such governance as I, their lord, am pleased to give 
them; and they shall pay the customary dues and imposts. If they 
will agree to this, let them do it; if not, let them defend themselves.’’ 
Wise men blamed Charles greatly for this reply of his; but him whom 
the sin of pnde and wrath has overcome is never able to act prudently 
in any circumstance. 

When the thirty Messinese received Charles’ outrageous answer 
they communicated it to the assembled citizens. Thereupon all cned 
out m desperation: “We will eat our children rather than surrender. 
Each one of us would be among those eight hundred hostages We 
will die within the walls of our city with our wives and children 
rather than die in strange lands in prison and by torture.” 

The legate, seeing that the Messinese were determined not to yield, 
became very wroth, and before he took his departure he excom- 
municated and interdicted them, commanding all the clergy to leave 
the island within three days. 

On their part, too, the barons of Charles’ host were angry that 
he had refused the citizens’ terms, but so powerful was the king, 
and so greatly feared by all, that none dared withstand him. So 
they gave it as their advice that he should attack the city on one 
side where there was no wall, but only a rampart of miscellaneous 
timbers and stones. Charles rephed that he would not destroy the 
aty which had yielded him such good income, nor did he wish 
to kill the innocent children. He said he would starve the citizens 
into surrender. 

But the Messinese were not caught napping. With their wives and 
children they sallied out and erected a wail opposite the king’s camp 
in three days. A song was made about this — 

Alas! is ’t not a shame 
To see how lime and stone 
Are borne by maid and dame 
With hair untressed^ 

God grant them gnef and woe 
Who seek the city’s wrack . . . 

This defence they were able to maintain for a good two months. 

In July 1282 King Pedro of Aragon left Catalonia with his armada, 
which numbered fifty galleys, with eight hundred kmghts and a great 
number of transports. As admiral of his fleet he appointed a valiant 
knight of Calabria, a rebel against King Charles named Ruggero 
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di Lauria. They arrived at the kingdom of Tunis on the coast of 
Barbary, and there feigned a siege of AJcoyll for two weeks, await- 
^mg news from Sicily. Here King Pedro was joined by Messer Giovanni 
da Procida, Messer Gughclmo di Messina and two other envoys. These 
bore letters patent from all the districts of Sicily, wherein the ati- 
zens besought the king to assume the sovereignty of the island, im- 
ploring him to hasten to the succour of Messina, now bemg hard 
pressed by King Charles and his host. 

On learning the great number of Charles’ troops and his power, 
in comparison with which his own forces seemed as nothing, King 
Pedro was loath to advance. But Messer Gianni encouraged and re- 
assured him; whereupon, seeing that the whole island was disposed 
to obey him, and that the citizens had so far transgressed against 
Charles that he might well be sure of them, Pedro said that he would 
indeed go to the assistance of Messma. 

The King of Aragon now abandoned the siege of Alcoyll and 
sailed for Trapani, arriving there at the beginning of August. At 
Trapam Messer Gianni and the other barons advised him to ride 
forthwith to Palermo, sending the fleet thither by sea. On August 
10 Pedro rode into Palermo where, with great honour and enthusiasm, 
he was received by the citizens as their lord. He was made king by 
popular acclamation. He was not crowned by the archbishop of 
Monreale, as was the custom, for the archbishop had fled to Rome; 
but the bishop of Cefalu, a small aty not far distant, crowned him. 

Following this solemmty King Pedro summoned a parliament to 
deliberate on what was to be done, and all the barons of the island 
were present Messer Palmeno Abate spoke for them. He thanked 
King Pedro for his coming and said that it would have been bet- 
ter had he come with a greater force of armed men, inasmuch as 
King Charles had five thousand knights and innumerable men at 
arms. “We fear,” he said, “that Messma may have capitulated al- 
ready, for It has been greatly reduced by lack of provisions.” Messer 
Palmeno concluded by urging that every effort be made to enhst 
their friends everywhere for the defence of the other cities of the 
island. 

The effect of the barons’ counsel on King Pedro was to persuade 
him that he had got into a bad situation, and he seriously considered 
retirmg from the island in the event that Charles showed any in- 
tention of moving towards Palermo with his host. 

While parliament was in session there came a swift galley from 
Messina with letters saying that the city was so reduced that it could 
not hold out for more than another week; unless the king were 
pleased to succour the citizens, they would have to surrender to 
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Charles. The king laid this information before the barons, and asked 
their advice. Messer Gualtieri di Caltagirone rose and besought him 
for God’s sake to go to the assistance of Messina, for if that city fell,, 
the whole island, and they themselves, would be m the greatest dan- 
ger. It was his opinion that Pedro and his forces should ride towards 
Messina to a point about fifty miles from the aty; when King Charles 
heard of his approach, it was possible that he might raise the siege. 

In reply to this Messer Gianni rose and said that King Charles 
was no raw youth to be easily frightened away, and that he would 
raise the siege when time and arcumstances seemed to him to re- 
quire It “It seems to me,” said Messer Gianni, “that the king should 
send messengers to Charles demanding his departure from the island, 
which same falls to King Pedro rightfully as his wife’s inheritance, 
wherein he has been confirmed by the Church of Rome and Pope 
Nicholas And if he will not withdraw, let him be defied. At the same 
time, swift galleys should be made ready, and the admiral Ruggero 
di Lauria should proceed to Faro to seize the small vessels and vessels 
of burden which may be bringmg supplies to the besiegers. Thus, 

with litde trouble or effort we can annoy King Charles and his 

troops so that he will have to abandon his position; for if he re- 
mains, he and his men will die of hunger.” 

The king and the barons at once accepted Messer Gianni’s advice, 
and two Catalan kmghts were sent by Pedro on the suggested em- 
bassy 

It would be hard to say whether King Charles’ barons were more 
overcome by rage or astonishment when they heard the terms of 
King Pedro’s message. They contented themselves with sending a 
return message to the effect that he and his should quit the island 
immediately. “My liege,” said Messer Gianni to the king and the 
assembly of barons, “for God’s sake, now send your galleys qmckly 
to Bocca del Faro and cause the ships bringing supplies to the enemy 
to be seized. If you do this, you have won the war. If Charles dares 
to remain, he will be caught and will pensh with all his people.” 

Messer Gianni’s advice was followed. The admiral, Messer Ruggero 
di Lauria, a man of great daring and valour, and one of the most 
fortunate in battle on land or sea, prepared sixty swift galleys, man- 
ning them with Catalans and Sicilians. A spy in the employ of Messer 
Arnghino de Man, King Charles’ admiral, learned these prepara- 
tions and reported them to his master “By God!” said Messer Ar- 
righino to King Charles and his council, “let us take thought to pass 
over to Calabria with our people without delay, for 1 have received 
certain news that the king of Aragon’s admiral is even now a{>- 
proaching with armed war galleys. I, on the contrary, have no armed 
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galleys, but only unarmed ships of burden. If we do not decamp, 
we shall be taken, and our entire navy burned in spite of anything 
,we can do; and you, O king, will fjerish for want of victuals. Ruggero 
di Lauria will be here in three days; we have not a moment to lose. 
Reflect, too, that winter is approaching, and that you have no port 
wherein your ships can pass the winter season; if you delay, they 
will be dashed to pieces on the coast. Hence you must withdraw to 
terra Hrma where you can receive supphes from the cities of the 
kingdom.’’ 

In no batde or other adversity had King Charles ever been afraid, 
but when he learned these circumstances, he was frightened indeed 
Sighing, he said: “Would to God that I were dead, since Fortune 
IS so contrary to me that I have lost my realm in spite of my great 
power on land and sea. I do not know why I have lost it, for it is 
wrested from me by people whom I never harmed in my life. I 
now gready regret that I did not take Messina on terms when I 
had the chance. However, since I have no other choice, raise the 
siege, and let us go But whoever is responsible for this treachery, be 
he layman or dene, I swear that 1 will wreak great vengeance upon 
him.” 

On the first day the queen, the artisans, and much of the equip- 
ment were sent over; on the second day the king went with his suite. 
But as a measure of war he left behind in ambush two captains with 
a thousand knights each, $0 that if the Messinese, after their de- 
parture, were to sally out to loot the camp, they might fall upon 
them and win the city. The trick was well planned, but it was met 
by equally good thinking, for the Messinese discovered the ambush, 
and issued orders that no one should leave the city on pain of death. 
When the French saw that they had been discovered, they succeeded 
in passing over to Calabria on the third day. The announcement of 
their failure made Charles wroth and sorrowful, for he had placed 
considerable faith in the scheme. 

Thus was the siege raised from the city, and the people, in the 
last extremities for lack of food — ^they had victuals for only three more 
days — were liberated on September 27, 1282. 

The next day Ruggero di Lauria arnved at Faro with every mani- 
festation of joy and triumph. He seized twenty-nine ships, galleys 
and others, among them five Pisan galleys in the service of the French 
king. Thence he proceeded to Catona and Reggio di Calabria, and 
burned eighty of Charles’ transports which lay disarmed at the strand. 
Charles and his people saw this without being able to render any 
assistance, and the king’s rage and grief were doubled At this time 
the king had in his hand a small wand which he was wont to carry, 
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and which for very rage he now began to gnaw. “O GodI” he said, 
“You have allowed me to rise high indeed. I pray Thee that the 
descent may be gradual and easyl” 

As though dead and prostrated with amazement and grief, King 
Charles held a parliament at Reggio and dismissed all those of his 
army who were not his feudatories. Then he took his way sorrow- 
fully towards Naples. 

Upon receiving news of Charles’ departure from Messina, and of 
the operations of Ruggero di Lauria, King Pedro was very happy, 
and proceeded with all his barons and knights to the city, where he 
arrived on October 10. With feasts and processions the men and 
women of Messina received him as their new lord and as their 
emancipator from the tyranny of Charles of An)ou. Thus it is evident 
that neither human wit nor force of men provides any protection 
against the judgment of God. 

“Mine was a personal vengeance,” said Bernardo del Carpio, “and 
compared with yours, Messer Giovanni, it seems almost petty. The 
world must indeed be growing old and asthenic when justice requires 
for Its operation a stage extending from the Golden Horn to the 
Gates of Hercules.” 

“In my day," replied Giovanni da Procida, “the State was already 
beginning to take form, and the difference between your effort and 
mine is as the difference between the individual and the common- 
wealth. In the process of ame the statesman succeeds the hero on 
the scene of public action.” 

“The truth of that,” agreed Lord Burleigh, “is well attested by the 
figure of Louis XI of France ” 

John Gower fidgeted irritably. “Those who stir up war,” he said, 
“are cursed by the people, and God curses them too.” 

“I am a lover of justice as much as any man,” said Sir Thomas 
Elyot, “and yet I deplore the fearful slaughter which seemed neces- 
sary to effect your end. The shedding of all that blood did not restore 
your wife or son or daughter.” 

“Admitted,” answered Giovanm da Procida, “but it saved other 
sons from death, and other wives and daughters from shame. Are 
you perhaps equally tender-hearted towards the wolves that ravage 
your sheep-fold?” 

“As someone remarked not long ago,” said Sir John Fortescue, “the 
march of events is inevitable and irresistible, and whether or not we 
mortab approve of the direction of that march, we can do nothing 
about It. As long as we have what is called civihzation, that 1$, 
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differing degrees of excellence among human kind, we shall have 
preponderating ideas vesting themselves in institutions; and those 
institutions will clash, the old with the new, while the new struggle 
'among themselves for supremacy. No man or woman can go through 
life without some beating and buffeting — that is normal.” 

“But he escapes with least battering who swims with the tide in- 
stead of against it,” observed Fynes Moryson. 

“If everyone followed that advice,” protested John of Sahsbury, 
“grades and degrees of difference would soon disappear, and aviliza- 
tion likewise.” 

“That is so,” agreed Peirc Cardenal, “and when we realize it we 
begin to understand a part of the meaning of the old fable which 
portrayed the sons of the dragons’ teeth fighting with each other.” 

“The implication of your remark is terrible to contemplate,” said 
John Major with a gesture of deprecation. 

“As I hinted earlier,” said Snorn, “we of the North had the same 
idea more or less concealed under the poetic fiction of Ragnarok. 
The conceit of cleanliness or catharsis has always appealed to neat 
minds.” 

“Civilizationl” exclaimed Cohn Clout. “What is civilization save an 
interminable senes of maladjustments between man and his environ- 
ment, each error carrying him farther and farther from the possibility 
of contentment and quiet than the last ^ Civilization is a race between 
man and hu follies. Where does your philosophy lead you save into 
the misery of unanswerable questioning? All the philosophers that 
have ever been have fallen into the pit of one fallacy or the other 
— either that man is a beast, or a damned soul, or an outcast angel. 
He IS neither the one nor the other He is an animal, but a human 
animal, who rejoices in the sun on his back, the cool earth under 
his naked feet, the taste of fresh water on his tongue, the smell of 
wood smoke in his nostrils, and the song of birds. You ask: ‘What 
IS happiness?’ The answer is simple: Each man his woman, each 
woman her man. After that, food and dnnk, work and play until 
such time as the earth once more claims its own But man doesn’t de- 
serve happiness. Once he had the chance to enjoy it in the Garden of 
Eden— but he chose to be a philosopher.” 

“In my opinion,” said Thomas Gascoigne, “man has not yet had 
sufficient time to adjust himself to his environment, nor learn how 
to live, one man with another. I do not know whether such ad- 
justment between man and man, and between man and hu milieu 
can ultimately be achieved. There seem to me to be three possibihties: 
Gradual but conunual improvement, leading to heaven; mamtenance 
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of the status quo of mutually destructive and nugatory forces; or, 
as Snorri says, Ragnarok.” 

“The concept of Ragnarok is not pecuhar to the Scandinavians, 
nor original with them,” said the Clerk of Oxenford. “Most peoples* 
have had the idea of a great cleansmg flood, whether of Are or water. 
But I question the inevitability of any of the alternatives you offer. 
If man is made of clay, it follows from your premiss that you can- 
not wash away the dirt without washing away the man ” 

John Wiclif made an impatient gesture. “You go too high,” he said, 
“and Cohn Gout too low, though perhaps you may meet at some 
point eventually That is all very wdl as regards absolute ends; but 
in the meanwhile, pilgrims on the earth that we are, we must have a 
way of life ” 

"I could suggest one,” said Peire Cardenal. 

“Pray do so,” came a chorus of voices. 


150. THE RAIN OF FOLLY 


Peire Cardend 


There was a city— its name I do not know— 
To which there came a storm of ram 
Such that all the citizens on which it fell 
Were changed into madmen. 

Indeed, all lost their wits save one; 

He escaped the wettmg because. 

When the ram came down. 

He was lying asleep m his house. 

Now when the storm had passed. 

This man rose from his sleep and went out. 

To mingle with the people, whom he found. 
All of them, engaged m acts of folly: 

One man had dressed himself in a fiowmg gown, 
While another went about naked; 

One was spitting at the sky, another 
Throwing stones or sticks at random. 

And another was tearing his clothes to shreds. 
One went about striking all he met; 

Another thought himself a king. 

And swung along with a stately air. 

And others were jumping over benches. 

One man threatened, another cursed; 

One swore, another laughed at nothing at all; 
Some mouthed gibberish or made ugly faces. 
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Now the man who was in his right mmd 
Gazed at these strange antics in astomshment 
, Until he understood that his fellows were mad. 

He looked up and down the street to see 
Whether or not there were a single sane man 
Anywhere. There was not one. 

If the rational man marvelled at these fools, 

They were even more gready astomshed at him 
Whom they saw behaving himself quietly. 

Since they did not see him doing as they did, 

They concluded that he had lost his mind. 

Each citizen considers himself sane and sensible, 

But him they believe to be out of his wits. 

Therefore one strikes him on the cheek. 

Another gives him a clout on the neck 
So that he stumbles here and there 
As he strives to get out of the crowd. 

One plucks him and another punches him. 

One pushes him this way, another drags him back. 

And others pound him whether he is up or down. 

At last he freed himself and Red at great speed 
To the safety of his house, befouled, bruised 
And half dead, glad enough to have escaped 
Even half alive from his tormentors. 

Peire paused. “Need I go on?” he asked. “The moral seems ob- 
vious.” 

“It IS far from evident to me,” said Peter Bell. 

“What IS evident is that you lack the benefits of a classical educa- 
tion,” said Fynes Moryson. 

“Granted,” replied Peter, “but you must admit that I am always 
willing, and even eager, to be mstructed. Perhaps you will be so 
kind?” 

“Gladly,” said Moryson. “The man of whom our poet speaks was 
forced to pray unto Jupiter for another hke shower, wherein he wetted 
himself abo, choosing rather to have the love of his foohsh neigh- 
bours, being a fool, than to be despised by them because he alone was 
wise. And no doubt in many things it is prudent to follow the opin- 
ion of the commonalty, wi^ whom it is better to be foolish, than 
wise in isolation ” 
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Hereupon there ensued so much and such vociferous discussion that 
Seithenyn ah Seithyn Saidi and Senchan Torpeist each opened an in- 
quiring eye. Some would not agree that all the world was mad, some 
would not concede that one man was wiser than another, some woulif 
not admit that they had ever been fools, and all were dissatisfied with 
Peire Cardenal’s “way of life.” 

Finally— “This conversation is becoming too sombre,” said Sir John 
Hanngton. “We all know that serious discussions on a large scale 
never lead to anythmg. Let us keep the talk on a lower plane.” 




O WHAT LOW LEVELS the conversation sank 


thereafter I cannot report, for something hit me a fearful blow in the 
nbs. It was the elbow of Mac Conghnne putting on his pointed shoes 
of seven-fold leather. 


“A blessing on the new day,” said Mac Conghnne cheerfully, “and 
a blessing on you.” 

“Is It day, then ?” I asked, peering into the cheerless mirk between 
earth and sky. 

“It IS so,” answered my companion 

“Then take a blessmg for yourself, O Illustrious Scholar,” said I, 
and put on my own shoes. 
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